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PREFACE 


Beginning with Chaucer, this book should have ended with 
Tennyson. As it could not end with Tennyson, it begins with 
the Beginner of English Poetry, and ends, by a piece of chrono- 
logical good luck, with the one American I know who, thus-far, 
can claim fellowship with the greater English Poets. Its object is 
to present a fairly representative collection of such among the 
purely lyrical treasures of our tongue as were amaised between 
Chaucer and Poe. Whether or not it achieves that object is not, 
of course, for me to say. But I may be pardoned for pointing out 
that it has two features which I believe to be novel. Acting on 
the principle that verse in English is, ipso facto, English verse, 
and realising that the English Lyric has lived in Scotland when it 
was moribund, or worse, in England, I have included, with the 
work of the aforesaid American, examples of certain old-vvorld 
Scots, nameless and other: not much read, I fear, in the land 
which gave them birth, but, as seems to me, worth reading any- 
where. Again, the Authorised Version is a monument of English 
Prose. But the inspiration and the effect of many parts of it ard 
absolutely lyrical ; and on those parts I have drawn for such a scries 
of achievements in iyrism as will be found, I trust, neither the least 
interesting nor the least persuasive group in an anthology which 
pretends to set forth none but the choicest among English lyrics. 

It is easy to tell a lyric when you see one. It is not so easy to ‘ 
say what a Ijiic is. ‘ Lyrical,’ says Mr. Palgrave in his Preface to 
the best-read anthology in the language, has been — presumably, 
therefore, should be — ‘held to imply that each Poem shall turn on 
some single thought, feeling, or situation.’ I would rather say that 
unless ‘thought,’ and ‘feeling,’ and ‘situation’ all are single, and 
are all present, and so present that in the final result ‘feeling’ 



■ihall oWige in lo fotgelUe oAtt<, ot n Itxil to eonsW'-r tliesi « 
chiefly essential to it« triumphing expression, that result is not a Ijtin- 
In Jiulh, for instance, the situation may be describcsl (perhaps) as 
‘single’; but the ‘tbooghl’ is so full of change, the ‘ feeling so 
placid and so impersonal, that to roahe A'.v/A a lytic is to ma*e 
lyrics of most of the stories in lyrical forms asc have. Agat". 
both ‘thought’ and ‘situation’ ate ‘single’ in Gray’s Ode en a 
Distant Prospect ef Eton College ; but, though the intention of the 
thing is lyrical, it finds no place m this anthology, for the reason 
that, to me at least, it lacks that quality without which no piece 
of serse, whatever its appearance on the printed page, can ever l>e 
held a lytic. I mean the quality of emotion ; or, as Mr. ra!j;riv c 
calls it, ‘ feeling.’ It is the absence of this quality, or its presence 
in the smallest doses, and these extremely disguised, which makes 
die lyrical output of tlie years lictwccn Rochester and lilake so 
scant in quantity and so ixior m kind. And this, as I lulicvc, is 
rather due to a radical \ iec in the authors of that output than to 
the tjuanny of any literary fashions in deference to wliich they may 
have worked. Distinction in spcccli, clarity of phtnse, elegance of 
form, reserve in utterance— that these Augustan ideals, all essential 
to good verse in any age, arc comp.alible, however mannered and 
made modish and so in a sense estranged, w iih true lyrism is shown 
in the work of Collins, and is shown there for the fundamental 
reason that Collins Imd what I must call the Lyvica! Temperament, 
and was therefore, in fact ns well as in design, a Lyric Poet. 
Apply this temperamental test to Marvell’s Iloratian Ode ( 257 ), 
Chaucer’s Merciless Beauty {3), or Jonson’s F.pithalamy (tdl), or 
Herrick’s To Daffodils (214), or Dunbar’s /usment (4), or Keats's 
Belle Dame Sans Merei (400) — in fact to any number in this book, 
as I believe — and your result will be the same. Apply it to 
anything of Addison's and Prior’s and Shenstone’s, and to well 
nigh everything of Pope’s and Thomson’s and Gay’s, and your 
result is different. Marvell and those others had the Lyrical 
Temperament, and could be Lyrists at w ill ; Addison and those 
others lacked it, and could not. The nameless poet of The Tessa 
Corbies (265) had it, and The Tsva Corbies is unmatched among 
objective and impersonal lyrics. Southey, to take an example 
from the antipodes of letters — Southey had it not ; and you shall 
search his dozen volumes in vain for so much as a trace of it. 
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There is plenty of verse in those volumes that would fain be lyrifcal 
if it could. But it never can ; for Southey was not thus gifted. 
And, just as there is little or nothing in all Shelley which has not 
at least the lyrical thrill, so there is never a lyric in all Southey. 

As I think, then, the specific attribute, the saving and essential 
virtue, of verse that is lyrical to ear and heart as distinguished 
from verse that is lyrical to the eye alone, is temperamental in 
origin and emotional in effect. If a poet have the Lyrical Tempeni • 
ment, his effect will be lyrical whenever, and in whatever form,' 
he is moved to pass on an emotion, or a sequence of emotion 5 > 
from himself to his hearers, whether present or to be, in the terms 
of art. The emotion thus distinguished may be grave, or gay, or 
anything yon please. It may soar to a rapture of supplication — as 
in Drayton’s famous quatorzain (102) ; of gaiety — as in 
Grow the jRashes (326) ; of exultant vision and anticipation— as in 
Spenser’s Kpithalamimi (76). Or it may decline upon such a mood 
of tender human feeling, half-generous and half-playful, as Con- 
greve’s False Though She Be (281) ; or on such a joyous yet 
desperate recognition of the fleeting excellence of life as Jordan’s 
Careless Gallant (246) : — 

* Let’s cat, drink*, and play, ere the »sonas do corrupt us^ 

"For 1 say that I*csl Mortew 
Nulla Voluptasl 

Lei's deal with our damsels, that may from ihencc 
Have broods to succeed us a hundred years hence.' 


* The LjTical Temperament is above form, and is largely independent of it ; for 
the reason that its output, whatever shape it assume, is inevitably a Lyric. The 
complexity of Chaucer, in TAe Ccutflaynt cf is bewildering, but it 5 

effect is lyrical ; so is that of the sumptuous and stately stanras of Spenser’s 
two great bridal songs ; and so is thalof the curious rhylhmus of 3 ^Iontgoinerie ’5 
Banks cf Helicon (yj). But, so too is that of what is in comparison the bell* 
man's verse of Since First J Saw Your Face (150). Milton and Tennyson 
have shown, each in his own way, that the noblest lyrical effects are to be gof 
out of new-created rhymelcss rhythms and unrhyming heroic iambics. Then, 
Crashaw’s loose-hung dlthiTambs (*48-50) are absolutely lyrical ; but so, on the 
other hand, are the elegant yet simple cadences of Ben Jonson’s Drink to Ml 
0 «/y(i 57 )and Queen and Huntress so is the magical blending of in' 

tensity with utter sweetness, music the loveliest wth perfect strength, in some 
of Shakespeare’s Sonnets (115-127). And, to pass to an extreme instance, «hac 
is more IjTtcal in sound and substance and spirit than the passages which I 
ha\e excerpted from the English Bible (27*89)? 
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But (and this is my contention) the result is ever a Lyric. The 
emotion projected may he touched svith humour— as in so much of 
the true Burns’s best (316, 319, 325) ; with the mystery and the 
romance of Life and Death— as m Proud Zfaisie (340) ; with rnodish 
extravagance — as in IVhat Shull I Do (274) » with drink— as in Phs 
Happy Trio (316) and in Vulcan, Contrive Me Such a Cup (284) i 
with all the agonies and the gallantries of a mystical piety— as in 
Crashaw (248-50); with a right feeling for ‘old unhappy far-off 
things’ — as in Jean Elliot (297) and Dunbar (4); with wonder 
and terror — as in The Tiger (312) ; with a true man’s weariness — 
as in We ’ll Go No More A-Romng (377) 5 a transforming sense 
of the picturesque in character and history — as in Bonny Dundee 
(347) Donald Caird (345) — or of troubled and anxious happi- 

ness — as in My Dear Mittress (257) ; with an overpowering 
apprehension of the great inevitable processes of nature — as in the 
Ode to the West Wind (381). It may be hope, or remorse, or 
desire, or contemplation, or despair — any passion of which the 
human heart is capable. But, whatever its character and quality, 
there it must be, and it must be projected through a temperament. 
Or Lyric there is none. 

A single emotion temperamentally expressed in the terms of 
poetry — that is a Lyric, And note that the Lyrical Temperament 
has nothing whatever to do with the capacity for feeling. They 
may co-exist in a Lyric Poet — ^as they do in Shakespeare and Byron 
and Keats. But it is in nowise necessary that they should. What 
English-speaking man was ever, so far as we know, the prey of a 
more desperate passion and a more poignant sense of the greater 
issues than Swift ? And which of us, so far as we know, was ever 
more careless of those issues than Herrick? Yet Herrick was 
an unique lyrist, and Swift was no lyrist at all; and Swift could 
no more have svritten Bid Me to Live (212), or any song of 
Herrick’s, than Herrick could have written Gulliver oc the Direc- 


tions to Servants, or any line of Swift’s. It is a matter of, 
not genius but, gift. Fifty Herricks would not have made a 
Swift. But Herrick had the gift, and the greater man had 
not ; arid Herrick is a master-lyrist, and Swift left never a lyric 
line. In the same svay, we may take for granted that John- 
sons capacity for feeling svas certainly as great as, if not greater 
than, Milton s. Yet Johnson’s essays in lyrical verse arc frigid 
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trifles,' while Milton’s Invocations to Sabrina (240) and to Echo 
(243), w ith Lyddas (242) and the Song for Comus (239), are lyrics 
whose essential quality is now as fresh, as clear, and as flawless as 
when it first took shape in enchanted words. We know nothing 
which will help my argument of either the man Lyly or the man 
Shirley. But we can see for ourselves that Shirley’s share of the 
gift was greater than Lyly’s, for Shirley could write such lyrics as 
O, Fly, My Soul (222) and Earth's Victories (223), while Lyly’s 
best-known attempt at lyrism 1 — 

‘ Cupid and my Campaspe plaj cd r /c. : — 

is plainly no lyric but an epigram. I might go on exampling the 
true Lyric and the false, the Lyric (that is) which is temperamental 
and the Lyric which is not ; but 1 think that I have done enough. 
And if I add that I have seen things so essentially anti-lyrical, to 
me at least, as Bacon’s : — 

* The \\orld *s a bubble, and the life of man 

Less than a span,* e/c. 

as Wordsworth*s Simon Lu t — 

* Fen months of life has he in store, 

As he to 70U ^^iU tell, 

For still, the more he worlcs, the more 
X)o hts xreak anides swell 
My gentle Reader, I percehe 
How patiently you 've waited, 

And now I fear that >ou expect 
Some tale will be related ’ : — 

and as Wolton's beautiful and famous epitaph : — 

* He first deceased J She fora little tried 
To live without him, liked it not, and died ’ ; — 

all quoted as Lyrics, I shall have said as much as I need to indicate 
the lines on which this book is done. 

To insist on the paramount importance of the Lyrical Tempera- 
ment is not in any sense to diminish or deny the importance of ex- 
ample and environment. Both are such influences, indeed, that it is 
possible to conceive a Jonson who, writing in an age of orculating 

1 1 except the verses on Frank Leveti: which should, perhaps, ha\e found 
a place in this antholcg>% 




PREFACE 

libraries, ^^ouW put out his AhhpnistsmA Et-icancs as no'cls, and 
a Dickens, who, the tunc being set him by his time, \voulcl express 
the Pickwickians in the terms of drama, and send his Gamp to ri\-al 
Mrs. Quickly on the boards. And that this is so the English Eyrie 
shows as well as any form in which the literary genius of the mcc 
has ever expressed itself. A poet of immense genius, an artist 
unsurpassed (I take it) by any Englishman of any time, Chaucer 
wrote Lyrics, as he wrote everything that was writing in his time. 

But example and environment were against him, and, though he 
had the Lyrical Temperament, as (I believe) he had all the others, 
the forms imposed upon him were so complex, .and the effects, as 
The Compleynt of Mars, he achieicd in them are so remote, that 
I have been able to quote from him only two numbers whose 
intention and result are lyrical t together with a third for which 
he is responsible only in so far as he is author of the lovely 
narrative from which it is excerpted. Chaucer dead, a hush fell 
on the English Muse. There was Henryson in Scotland, the 
Master’s greatest pupil, an admirable poet — but no lyrist ; while 
in England there were only such founts of tedium as Lydgate 
and Gower and Hawes, and, till the coming of Dunbar, whose 
lyrical gift is shown, imperfectly but irresistibly, in my quotations 
from him (4-6), English Lyrics there were none. After Dunbar 
Skelton ; and with Skelton, rough and ragged as his verses are, 
a breath of true lyrisin, which makes his songs in praise of 
Johanna Scoope and Isabel Pennell (I wish I could quote his 
Mannerly Margery, h'A — !) lyrically alive unto this day. ^Yith 
Skelton came the turn. The age of Henry viil. was lyrically 
given ; and, if in the long run one think little of Wyatt, one re- 
members that the King himself wrote verses, and sang them, one 
makes the best one can of the general lyrical drift of the collection 
called Toilets Miscellany (I shall deal with the shining exception 
presently), and one rejoices in the quatrain which I have quoted 
frorn the Royal MS. (ig) as a true burst of temperament, a lyrical 
beginning which has never found its Burns. With this last I hav c 
pouped the anonymous numbers— w ell-meant, and more, in 
English; well metricised, and more, in Scots— culled from Tottel 
and from that precious manuscript which James Bannatyne, an 
Edinburgh citiren, vyrote in a lime of pestilence (1568), when needs 
must he do something to keep hts mind off the grisly work that 
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\ras getting done outside. Signed or unsigned, however, there is 
nothing in 7 'ke Bannatyns MS. (with tlie exception of 25 , as to 
which see my Note) to lower the crest of Alexander Scott (14-17) t 
just as in the Miscellany there is none so brilliant as to be in any 
way comparable to the brilliancy of Surrey (9-I1), ‘Son oftheMorn- 
ing,’ by whose execution such a blow was dealt to English letters 
as is scarce equalled by that they met in the murder of Marlowe. 
Come now the noble numbers — passionate, affecting, essentially 
lyrical — from one of the two greatest books in English. They are 
selected and repeated from the Authorised Version (1613), for that 
achievement in art is, like so much else that is perdurable in art, 
the outcome of a tradition, begun when Tyndale {Petitaletich, 
\ Jonah, 1531) and Coverdale (the Old and New Testaments, 
tS 3 S) niade the great body of Hebrew poetry and history and 
legend an English book. Between Coverdale’s Bible and the 
Authorised Version some six or seven translations, all widely read 
and each owing something to the others, were given to the English 
people ; so it is safe to say that the Authorised Version, unknown 
to Wyatt and Surrey and Scott, was known, in one or other of its 
early metamorphoses, to Gascoigne and Breton and Spenser. The 
rest is plain sailing in open water ; for these three stand at the 
head of that unrivalled reach of lyrism which, spreading to and 
shining in its utmost capacities of breadth and splendour in the 
times of Jonson and Fletcher and Shakespeare, teas presently 
illuminated and refreshed by the concourse of such freshets and sucli 
streams of song as Carew and Herrick and Suckling, the Milton 
of Comxts and Samson Agosxistes, Crashaw, the Caroline Shelley, 
the Drydcn of the Saissl Cecilia odes and certain parts of the Anne 
Killigrcw \ and, at its last term wofuUy dimmed and shrunken, 
a little quickened and refreshed by tlie song of Sedley, Mrs. 
Belin, and Rochester — this last, witli his wild heart and his 
broken life and his notable gift of temperament, easily first — (since 
Milton is a belated sublimation of Elirabclhanism) — after Diyden 
among the Restoration lyrists. In the ‘Augustan’ atmosphere 
of Addison and Pope the English Lyric all but died again — was 
practically dead, in fact, but for Collins, and a stray burst from 
Goldsmith, and the humble work of certain Scots, who had asonnder 
tradition than the Aiigusl.'ms, and followed it as best they might. 
It was the dark hour before the dawn ; and the dawn 'was Blake, 
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that Elizabethan, and something more, bom into an age of prose, 
and Bams, the humourist of genius, the unrirallcd artist, wlio so 
vamped the folk-song of a nation that he breathed new life into it 
at the same time that he made it seem his own. And the day of 
that dawn was Wordsworth and Sir Walter, was Landor, the pro- 
test and the restraint, and Coleridge, the universal inspiration, and 
Byron, in whom passion rvas figured, and the master-lyrist, Shelley, 
and Keats, besides performances the most glorious possibility in all 
the range of English Verse. And after Keats there is no fresh note, 
until we hear from over the Atlantic, the artful, subtle, irresistible 
song of Poe: the Kew Music which none that has heard it can 
forget, and which, if you listen for it, you will catch in ranch of the 
melody that has found utterance since Mr. Swinburne, working after 
Baudelaire, shocked rmd enchanted the world with his First Scries 
of Poems and Ballads, It is with the beginnings of this New Music 
that my concert ends. The Coleridge-Keats School culminated in 
Tennyson ; and I would fain have made my close an harmonious 
and beautiful contrast between Old and New. But this, for reasons 
which I need not discuss, was not to be. W. E. H. 


Postscript. — My thanks are due to Mr. F. T. Palgrave for 
permission to reprint his redaction of a famous Scots ballad (266) } 
to Mr. George W)-ndham for the hint that Shakespcare^s theory of 
the quatorzmn is based on the practice of — not Daniel nor Drayton 
Surrey, and the suggestion, among others, that the numbers 
excerpted from Chaucer’s Troilus (2) might well be found lyrical in 
the true sense and to the finest purpose ; to Mr. T. F. Henderson 
for revising arid correcting the glossaiial element, and to Mr. James 
Fitzmaurice-Kelly for compiling and redacting the bibliographical 
matter, i" 
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FIVE CENTURIES OF SONG 


I 

BALLADE TO HIS LADY 


Hide, Absolon, thy gillc tresses dere ; 
Ester, lay then thy mcd.ness all a-doun ; 
Hide, lonathas, all thy friendly niancre ; 
I’cnalopcc and Marda Catoun, 

Make of your wifehood no comparisoun ; 
Hide ye jour beauties, Isoude and Elejuc ; 
My lady cometh, that all this may disteync 1 


Thy faire body, let it not appere, 

Lavjnc; and thou, Luercce of Rome toun, 
And Polixene, that lioughtcn love so dere. 

And Cleopntre, with all thy passioun. 

Hide jc your trouthe of lose and your rcnoiin } 
And thou, Tisbe, that hast of lose such pejne: 
My lady cometh, that all this may distejne! 


Herrd, Did6, Lauddmia, all y-ferc. 

And Phyllis, hanpng for thy Demophoun, 
And Camed, esp 61 by thy chcre, 

Ysiphilc, belrayscd with Jasoun, 

Makcth of your Irouth reithcr Iroast nor «onn, 
Hor Ypermislre or Adrane, jc twcync ; 

My lady cometh, that all tlv mav tbs* eyre ! 
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THE COMPLAINT OF TROILIJL 
I 

Therewith when he was ware, and gan lehoid 
How shut was every window of the place. 

As frost, him thought, his hertl gan to cold ; 

For which soith changid, decdlich, paleface, 
With-outen word, he forth legan to pace ; 

And, as God would, he gan so fasti ride. 

That no wight of his countenance espied. 

Then said he thus : — ‘ O palace desolatCi 
O house of houses whilom best y-hight, 

O palace empty and disconsolate, 

O thou lantirn, of which quaint is the light, 

O palace, whilom day, that now art night, 

Well oughtest thou to fall, and I to die. 

Since she is went that wont was us to gyc 1 

O palace, whilom crown of houses all, 
EnluminM with sun of alle bliss 1 
O ring fro which the ruby is out-fall ! 

O cause of woe, that cause hast been of lisse 1 
Yet, since I may no bet, fain would I kbs 
Thy colde dotes, durst I for thb route — 

And farewell shrine, of which the saint b out 1 

il 

Fro thennlsforth he rideSh up and down. 

And everything com him to remembrance 
As he rood forth by places of the town. 

In which he whilom had all his pleasance 
' Lo, yond saw 1 mine owen lady dance ; 

And in that temple, with her eyen clere. 

Me caughte first my righte lady dere. 

And yonder have I heard full lustily 
My dere herte laugh, and yonder play 
Saw 1 her ones eke full blissfully. 

And yonder ones to me gan she say : — 
*‘Now goodc swete, love me well, I pray.” 
And yond so goodly gan she me behold, 
That to the death mine herte b to her hold. 
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And at that comer, in the yonder house, 

Heard 1 mine alderlevest lady dere 
So womanly, with voice melodious, 

Singing so well, so goodly, and so clerc. 

That in my soul yet methinketh I hear 
The blissful sound ; and, in that yonder place, 
My lady first me took unto her grace.’ 

III 

A song of wordes 6u{ a few. 

Somewhat kis -wofitl hortl for to light. 

And when he was from every i/ianitits sight. 
With soft! voice he, of his l^y dear, 
n,at was absent, gan sing as ye may hear • — 

‘ O star, of which I lost hate all the light. 

With herte sore well ought I to bewail, 

Tliat ever dark in torment, night by night, 
Toward my death with wind in stem I sail ; 

For which the tenthe night, if that I fail 
The guiding of thy bemts bnght an hour. 

My snip and me Carybdis will detour.’ 

IV 

Tills song when he thus songen hadde, sonc 
He fell again into ins sickness old ; 

And every night, as was his wont to done. 

He stood the brightc mono to behold, 

And all his sorrow he to the mone told ; 

And said : — ‘ I wis, when thou art hormid new, 

I shall be glad, if all the world be true 1 

j ' I saw thine homes old el e by the morrow, 

1 W'hen hennes rode mj rightc lad) dcre, 

I Tliat cause is of my torment and my sorrow j 
% yT'or which, O brightc I.iicina the clcre, 

'I Tor lot e of God, run fast about thy sphere 1 
Tor when thy homes newe ginne spring, 

Tlicn shall she come, that may my bliist bring t’ 


Ijfsn the walks fast tlesseuld he v.ali, 
And on the Greekts host he wcldl it*. 

And to ) imelf rsg\* ft ns he woldl ta'i — 
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No >;tate in earth here standc? 'ic’.ir i 
As svilh the wind wascs the wicV-ir, 
So wases this ■world's vanity : — 
Tiner Merits (crtitrbel f’r. 

Unto the dead goes all Estates, 
Princes, Prehtes, and Potestates, 
Both nch and poor of all degree . — 
Timer Merits ccnittrtol me. 


lie tahes the knights in to the field, 
fc-narmid under helm and shield ; 

Victor he is at all mcllee : — 

Timor Merits conltirbal me. 

That strong unmerciful tyrand 
Takes, on the mother’s breast sowkand, 

The babe full of benignity ; — 

Timer Merits eenturbat s~.e. 

He takes the campion in the stonr. 

The capttun closil in the tour, 

The lady In bosrer full of beauty : ~ 

Timor Merits eenturbat me. 

He spares no lord for his pisccnce. 

No clerk for his intelligence ; 

His awful stroke may no roan flee : — 

Timor Mortis eenturbat me. 

Art-magicians and astrologues, 

Rethors, logicians, theologucs, 

Them helpes no conclusions slee 
Timor Merits eenturbat me. 

In medidne the most practicians, 

I«ches, surrigians, and physicians. 
Themselves from death may not supplec 
Timer Mortis eenturbat me, 

1 see that makars among the lave 

Plays here their pageant, syne goes to grave 

Spared is not their faculty : — 

Timor Mortis eenturbat me. 
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He has done petuouslj' devour 
The noble Chaucer, of makars flower, 

The Monk of Bury, and Gower, all three : — 
Timor Merits conlurhai me, . . . 

Since he has all my brothers lane, 

He will not let me live alane ; 

Of force I must his next prey be : — 

Timor Mortis costlurbal me. 

Since for the dead remcid is none, 

Best is that we for death dispone, 

After our death that live may we : — 

Timor Mortis eonturSat me. 

William Dunlar. 


5 

MEDITATION IN WINTER 

In to these dirk and drunilie days, 

^Vhcn sabill all the hewin arrays 
With misty vapours, clouds, and skies, 
Nature all courage me denies 
Of sangis, ballads, and of plays. 

When that the night docs Icnthin hours, 
With wind, with hail, and heavy shouers, 
My dale spreit docs lurk for schoir ; 

My heart for languor does forloir 
For lack of Summer with his flow crs. 

1 walk, I turn, sleep may I not ; 

1 vexM am with heavy thought ; 

This world all o'er 1 cast about. 

And ay the mair I am in doubt. 

The mair that 1 remcid have sought, 

1 am assailed on csery side. 

Despair s.ays ay ; — ' In time provide. 

And get some thing whereon to Itif, 

Or With RTcat Irooble and mhch'‘if 
Thou shall in to this court abide.’ 
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SKKI-TON 


Her tycn fpiy and 'tepe 
CauJctli mine hcail to tape t 
With her bromi. lirnt 
She may well tcprc'enl 
Fair Luciccc, aa I « cne, 

Or else fair rokxcnc, 

Or eke Caliop-, 

Or eke Fenolope . — 

For this most {joodlv fioi'cr, 

This blossom of fresh colour. 

So Jupiter me succfiur. 

She flounsheth fresh and nc'> 

In beauty and virtue ! 

The Indy sapphne blew 
Her veins doth enneiv. 

The orient pearl so clcre, 

The Tiitness of her lore. 

The lusty ruby ruddes 
Resemble the rose buddes. 

Her bps soft and merry , 
Embloomed lihe the clierry, s 

It were an heavenly bh's j 

Her sugared mouth to kiss ! r 
Her beauty to augment, f 
Dame Nature hath her lent 
A wart upon her cheek. 

Whoso list to seek 
In her visage n scar, 

That seemeth from afar 
Like to the radiant star, 

All with favour fret, 

So properly it is set 1 
She Ls the violet. 

The daisy deleclible. 

The columbine commcnddble, 
The jelofet amidble r— 

For this most goodly flower, 
This blossom of fresh coldur, 
So Jupiter me succdur, 

She flourishelh fresh and new 
In beauty and virtue 1 

And when I perceived 
Her wart, and conceived. 

It ciuinol be denayd 
But it was well convayd. 
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And set so womanly, 

And nothing ivantonly, 

But right conveniently 
And full congnicntly, 

As Nature could devise, 

In most goodly wise 1 
Whoso list behold. 

It malceth lovers bold 
To her to sue for grace, 

Her favour to purchdse: 

The scar upon her chin, 
Enhatched on her fair skin, 
Whiter than the suan, 

It would make any man 
To forget deadly sm 
Her favdur to win : — 

For this most goodly flower, 
This blossom of frcsli coldur. 

So Jupiter me succour, 

She flourisheth fresh and new 
In beauty and virtue I 

Soft, and make no din. 

For now I will begin 
To have in remembrance 
Her goodly d3l>auncc 
And her goodly pastaunce J 
So sad and so demure, 

Behaving her so sure, 

With words of pleasrtre 
She would make to the lure. 

And any man convert 
To give her his whole hert. 

She made me sore amazed 
Upon her when I gazed. 
Mcthouglit mine hert was crazed, 
JVly even were so dazed : — 

For this most goodly flower, • 
This blossom of fresh coliSur, 

So Jupiter me succdur. 

She flourisheth fresh and new 
In beauty and virtue ! 

And to amend her talc. 

When she list to ar.a:I, 
z\nd with her fingers tmale, 
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And hands soft as silk. 

Whiter than the milk, 

That are so quickly veined, 
Wherewith my hand she strained, 
Lord, how I was pained 1 
Unneath 1 me refrained. 

How she me had reclaimed. 

And me to her retained. 

Embracing therew ithall 
Her goodly middle small 
With sides long and straight ! 

To tell you what conceit 
I had then in a trice. 

The matter were too nice. 

And yet there was no vice. 

Nor yet no villainy. 

But only fantasy : — 

For this most goodly flower. 

This blossopi of fresh colour, 

So Jupiter me succdur. 

She flourisheth fresh and new 
In beauty and virtue I 

But whereto should I note 
How often did I tote 
Upon her pretty fotc f 
It raised mine hert-roie 
To see her tread the grounil 
With heels short and round I 
She is pliunly express 
Egeria, the goddess. 

And like to her imdgc, 
Emportured with courage, 

A lover’s pilgrimage I 
There is no beast savage. 

Nor no tiger so wood. 

But she would change his mood. 
Such reluccnt grace 
la torm6d in her face : — 

For this roost goodly flower. 
This blossom of fresh colour. 

So Jupiter me snccdur, 

She flourisheth fresh and nevr 
In Iwauly and virtue 1 

So goodly as she dresses, 

So properly she presses, 

The bright golden tresses 
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Of her hair so fine 
Like Phoebus’ beams shine ! 
Whereto should I disclose 
The gartering of her hose? 

It is for to suppose 
How that she can wear 
Gorgeously her gear, 

Her fresh habiliments 
With other implements 
To serve for all cntcnts. 

Like Dame Flora, queen 
Of lusty summer green : — 

For this most goodly flower. 
This blossom of fresh coldur, ' 
So Jupiter me succdur. 

She flourisheth fresh and new 
In beauty and virtue I 

Her Ivirtle so goodly laced, 
And under that is braced 
Such pleasures that I may 
Neither write nor say. 

Yet though I write not with ink 
No man can let roe think : 

For thought hath liberty, 
Thought IS frank and free : 

To think a merry thought 
It cost me little or naught. 
Would God mine homely style 
Were polished with the hie 
Of Cicero’s eloquence. 

To praise her cs.ccllcncc ! 

For this most goodly flower. 
This blossom of fresh coldur. 

So Jupiter me succdur, 

She flourisheth fresh and new 
111 beauty and virtue I 

My pen it is unable. 

My band it is unstable. 

My reason rude and dull 
To praise her at the full, 

Goovlly mistress Jane, 

.''ober, demure P.aa'- ’ 

Jane, this roistrc's h*ght 
The !odc-<tir of daylight. 
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Dame Venus of all pleasure, 

The well of worldly treasure, 

She doth exceed and pass 
In prudence dame Pallas : — 

For this most goodly flower, 

This blossom of fresh coldur. 

So Jupiter me succdur, 

She flounsheth fresh and new 
In beauty and virtue ! 

John Shelton, 
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IN PRAISE OF ISABEL PENNELL 

By Saint Mary, my lady, 

' Your mammy and your daddy 
Brought forth a goodly baby 1 

My maiden Isabell, 

Reflating rosabell, 

The flagrant camamell. 

The ruddy rosary, 

The sovereign rosemary, 

The pretty strawberry, 

The columbine, the nepte, 

The ieloffet well set. 

The proper violet, 

Ennewed, your colour 
, Is hhc the daisy flower 
After the April shower I 

Star of the morrow gray. 

The blossom on the spray, 

I The freshest flow er of May ; 

Maidenly demure. 

Of womanhood the lure, 

Wheref .re 1 mahe you sure : 

It were an heavenly health. 

It were an endless wealth, 

A life for God himself. 
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To liear this nightingale, 

Among the birds smalc, 

Warbling in the vale : — 

Dug, dug, 
iJJEi iug. 

Good year and good luck, 

W'ith chuk, chuk, chuk, chuk I 

Jokn SktUen. 
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TO HIS LUTE 

My lute, awake, perform the last 
Labour that thou and I shall waste. 

And end that I have now begun. 

And, when this song is sung and past. 

My lute, be still, for I have done t 

As to be heard where car is none. 

As lead to grave in marble stone. 

My song may pierce her heart ns soon : 
Should we, then, sigh or sing or moan ? 
No, no, my lute, for I have done 1 

Tlie rocks do not so craclly 
Repulse the waves continually. 

As she my suit and affection : 

So that I am past remedy : 

Whereby my lute and 1 have done. 

Proud of the spoil that thou hast got 
Of simple hc.arl.s thorough Love’s shot, ;■ 
By whom unkind thou bast them won. 
Think not he h.ath his bow forgot. 
Although my lute and I have done 1 

Vengeance shall fall on thy disdain. 

That mak’st Inn game of earnest pain. 
Trow not alone under the sun 
Unquit to cause thy lovers plain. 
Although my lute and I have done. 
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Now cease, my lute, tl.is is the last 
Labaur tbal lUou and I sliall waste, 
And ended is that we begun : 

Now is this song both sung and past — 
My lulc, be still, for I have done. 


lO 

IN HIS LADY’S PRAISE 

Give place, yc lovers, here before 
That spent your boasts and brags in vain 1 
My Lady's beauty passeth more 
The best of yours, 1 dare well saycn. 

Than doth the sun the candle light, 

Or brightest day the darkest night. 

And thereto hath a troth as just 
As had Penelope the fair ; 

For what she saith, yc may it trust, 

As it by writing sealed were : 

And virtues hath she many moe 
Than I with pen have skill to show. 

I could rehearse, if that I would. 

The whole effect of Nature’s plaint, 

"When she had lost the perfect mould. 

The like to whom she could not paint : 

With wringing hands, how she did cry, 

And what she said, I know it, 1 1 

1 know she swore with raging mind. 

Her kingdom only set ap.att. 

There was no loss, by law of kind, 

That could have gone so near her heart ; 

And this was cbiefiy all her p.ain : — 

‘ She could not make the like again.’ 

Sith Nature thus gave her the praise, 

To be the chiefest work she wrought ; 

In faith, tnethink 1 some better ways 
On your behalf might well be sought 
Than to compare, as ye have done, 

To match the candle with the sun. 

Iltnuard, Earl cf Sumy. 
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vow TO LOVE FAITHFULLY HOWSOEVER 
HE BE REWARDED 

Set me whereas the sun doth parch the green, 

Or where his beams do not dissolve the ice ; 

In temperate heat, where he is felt and seen ; 

In presence prest of people, mad or wise ; 

Set me in high, or yet in low degree ; 

In longest night, or in the shortest day ; 

In clearest sky, or where clouds thickest be ; 

In lusty youth, or when my hairs are gray ; 

Set me in heaven, in earth, or else in hell. 

In hill, or dale,‘or in the foaming 0ood ; 

Thrall or at large, alive whereso I dwell ; 

Sick or in health, in evil fame or good : 

Hers will I be, and only with this thought 
Content myself, although my chance be nought ! 

Howard, Bari of Sumy. 
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COMPLAINT OF THE ABSENCE OF HER'/^ 
LOVER 

Good ladies I ye that have your pleasures in exile, 

Step in your foot, come, take a place, and mourn with me awhile ! 

And such as by their lords do set but little price. 

Let them sit still, it skills them not what chance come on the 
dice. 

But ye whom Love hath bound, by order of desire. 

To love your lords, whose good deserts none other would require 
Come ye yet once again, and set your foot by mine. 

Whose woful plight, and sorrows great, no tongue may well 
define ! 

My love and lord, alas ! in whom consists my wealth. 

Hath fortune sent to pass the seas, in hazard of his health. 

Whom I was wont t'embrace with well contented mind. 

Is now amid the foaming floods at pleasure of the wind. 

Where God well him preserve, and soon him home me send — 

Without which hope my life, alas 1 were shortly at an end ! 

Whose absence yet, although my hope doth tell me plain. 

With short return he comes anon, yet ceaselh not my pain. 

The fearful dreams I have ofttimes do grieve me so. 

That when I w ake, I lie m doubt wh’er they be true or no. 

B 
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Somclimc Ihc toarinR seas, me seems, do grow so high, 

Thai my dear lord, ay me ! alas ! mcthmks I see him die . 

Anolher time the same doth tell me he is come. 

And playing, vrhcTc I shall him find, with his fair little son ; 

So forth I go apace to see that liefsome sight. 

And with a kiss, mcthmks I say ' Welcome, my lord, m) 
knight ! 

Welcome, my sweet, alas ! the stay of my welfire, , 

Thy presence bringeth forth a truce betw ixt me and my care. 

Then lively doth he look, and salueth me again, ,, 

And saith ‘ My dear, how is it now that you have all this painr 
Wherewith the heavy cares, that heap’d ate in my breast, 

Break forth and me dischargen clean of all my huge unrest. 

But when I me awake, and find it but a dream. 

The anguish of my former woe beginneth more extreme. 

And me tormenteth so that unneath may I find 

Some hidden place, wherein to slake the gnawing of my mind- 

Thus every way you see, rvith absence how I burn. 

And for my wound no cure 1 find but hope of good return, 

Save when I think by sour how sweet is felt the more, 

It doth abate some of my pains, that I abode before ; 

And then unto myself I say : — ‘ When we shall meet, , 

But little while shall seem this pain, the joy shall be so sweet 1 
Ye winds, I you conjdte, in chiefest of your rage, 

That ye my lord me safely send, my sorrows to assuage, 

And that I may not long abide in this excess. 

Do your good will to cure a wight that liveth in distress I 

Henvard, Bari of Surr0> 
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A trxjt: lover 

What sweet relief the showers to thirsty plants we see. 

What dear delight the blooms to bees, my true love is to me 1 
As fresh and lusty Ver foul Winter doth exceed, , , 

As morning bright, with scarlet sky, doth pass the evening 
weed. 

As mellow pears above the crabs esteemed be : ' 

So doth my love surmount them all, whom yet I hap to sec ! 

^he oak shall olives bear, the lamb the lion fray, 

^e owl shall match the nightingale in tuning of her lay. 

Or I my love let slip out of mine entire heart. 

So deep reposed in my breast is she for her desart ! 

Fm many blessed gifts, O happy, happy land, 

Where Mats and Pallas strive to m.ike their glory most to stand 
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Yet, land, more is thy bliss, that in this cruel age 
A Venus’ imp thou hast brought forth, so steadfast and so sage, 
Among the Muses Nine a tenth if Jove would make, 

And to the Graces Three a fourth, her would Apollo take I 
Let some for honour hunt, and hoard the massy gold ; 

With her so I may live and die, my weal cannot be told. 

Nicholas Grimald. 
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HENCE, HEART, WITH HER THAT MUST 
DEPART 

Hence, heart, with her that must depart. 

And hald thee with thy sovereign. 

For I had liever ivant ane heart. 

Nor have the heart that does me pain. 

Therefore, go, with thy love remain. 

And let me leif thus nnmolest. 

And see that thou come not again. 

But bide with her thou luves best. 

Sen she that I have served lang 
Is to depart so suddenly. 

Address thee now, for thou sail gang 
And bear thy lady company. 

Fra she be gone, heartless am I, 

For why? thou art with her posscst ! 

Therefore, my heart, go hence in high, 

And bide vrith her thou luves best. 

Though this belappit body here 
Be bound to servitude and thrall. 

My faithful heart is free entire 
And mind to serve my lady at alL 
Would God that I were perigall. 

Under that redolent rose to rest ! 

Yet at the least, my heart, thou sail 
Abide with her thou luves best. 

Sen in your garth the lily white 
May not remain among the laif. 

Adieu the flower of whole delight I 
Adieu the succour that may me saif ! 

Adieu the fragrant balm suaif. 

And lamp of ladies lustiest ! 

My faithful heart so shall it haif 
To bide with her it luves best. 
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DepioTCi yc clfar of hue. 

Uet ab env-e, fen flic tnu'.l ilcpirt 1 
And fpccially, yc lovcfs true, ^ 

Tliat wounded ben with luivis dart l 
Tot some of you «aU want anc heart 
As well as I ; therefore at last 
Do RO with mine, «ith mind inrart. 

And bide with her thou luves best. 

A!exs’‘iirr Scdl. 
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Ur, HALUSOM HEART 

Up, halcsom heart, thy rootes raise and leap, 

Exalt and climb uithm my breast in siaRC ! 

Art thou not wanton, hale and m good how p. 

Permit in grace and free of all thirla^c? 

Bathing in bliss and set in high courage, 

Braisit m joy, no fault may thee affray, 

Haring thy lady’s heart as heritage. 

In blanch-farm for anc sallat every May : 

So needs thou not now sussy, sytt, nor sorrow. 

Sen thou art sure of solace even and morrow. 

Thou, Cupeid, rewarded me with tins, 

I am thy own true liege without tressoun ! 

There lives no man in more e.ase, wealth, and bliss ; 
1 know no siching, sadness, nor yet soun. 

Waking, thought, languor, lamentatioun, 

Dolour, despair, weeping not ]calousie : 

My breast is void and purgit of passoun, 

I feel no pain, I have no purgatoric, 

But peerless, perfect, patadisal pleasure, 

W’ith merry heart and mirthfulness but measure. 

My lady, ^td, thou gave me for to herd, 

Tf'thin mine arms 1 nourish on the night. 

Kissing, I say ; — ‘ My babe, my tender bud, 

Sweet mistress, lady love and lusty wight. 

Steer, rule, and guidet of my senses right 1 ’ 

My voice surmounts the sapphire cloudcs hie, 
Thanking great God of that treasure and might. 

1 cost her dear, but she far dearer me, 

Whilk h^tds honour, fame, in aventure, 
Committing clean her corse to me m cute. 
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In oxters close we kiss, and cossis haitts • 

Burnt in desire of amour’s play and sport, 
Meittand our lusts, sprightless we twa depairts. 
Prolong mth leisure. Lord, I thee exhort, 

Sic time that we may both take our comfort. 
First for to sleep, syne walk without espies 1 
I blame the cock, 1 plain the night is short ; 
Away I went — my wathe the cushat crys 
Wishing alt lovers leal to have sic chance, 

That they may hav e us in rememberance I 

Alexander Scott, 
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DEPART, DEPART, DEPART 

Depart, depart, depart ! 

Alace ! I must depart 
From her that has ray heart, 

With heart full soir I 
Against my will indeed. 

And can find no remeid — 

1 wot the pains of deid 

Can do no moir. 

Now must I go, alace ! 

From sight of her sweet face. 

The ground of all my grace. 

And sor ereign ; 

What chance that may fall me 
Sail I never merry be. 

Unto the time I see 

My sweet again. 

I go, and wot not where, 

1 wander here and there, 

I weep and sich nght sair. 

With panes smart : 

Now must I pass away, away, 

In wilderness and wildsome way — 
Alace! this woful day 

We should depart 1 

My spirit does quake for dreid, 

M) thirled heart does bleed. 

My panes does exceed • 

What should I say ? 
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I, woful wight, alone, 

MaVand ane piteous moan ; 

Alace! my heart is gone, 

For ever and ay ! 

Through languor of my sweet. 

So thirled is my spreit. 

My days are most complete, 

Through her absence : 

Christ, sen she knew my smart, 

Ingraven in my heart. 

Because I must depart 

From her presence I 

Adieu, my own sweet thing. 

My joy and comforting. 

My mirth and solaceing 
Of earthly gloir 1 
Farewell, ray lady bright. 

And my remembrance right. 

Farewell, and have good night — 

I say no moir. 

Alexander Scott, 
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LO, WHAT IT IS TO LOVE 

Lo, what H IS to love, 

Learn ye that list to prove, 

By me, I say, that no "ways may 
The ground of grief remove, 

But still decay both night and day ; 

Lo, what it is to love I 

r Love is ane fervent fire, 
j Kindled without desire, 

Short pleasure, lang displeasure, 
Repentance is the hire ; 

Ane pinr tressour, without measour ; 
Love is ane fervCnt fire» 

To lo\e and to be wise. 

To rage with good advice ; 

Now thus, now than, so goes the game, 
Uncertain is the dice ; 
tThere is no man, X S’ly, that can 
Both lo\e and lo be wise. 
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Elec nlwaj’S from the snare. 

Learn at me to beware ; 

It is ane pain, and double trane 
Of endless 'uoe and care ; 

For to refrain that danger plain. 

Flee always from the snare. 

Altxander Scolt. 
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AMANTIUM IR-E R ED 1 NT E G R AT I O AMORIS 

In going to my naked bed as one that would ha\e slept, 

I heard a wife sing to her child, that long before had wept : 

She sighed sore and sang full sweet, to bring the babe to rest. 
That would not cease but enW still, in suclving at her breast. 

She was full weary of her watch, and grieviM with her child, 

She roclcfd it and rated it, till that on her it smiled ; 

Then did she say : — ‘ Now have I found this proverb true to prose. 
The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love 1 ’ 

Then took I paper, pen and ink, this proverb for to write. 

In register for to remain of such a worthy wight : 

As she proceeded thus in song unto her little brat. 

Much matter uttered she of weight, in place whereas she sat. 

And proved plain, there was no beast, nor creature bearing life. 
Could well be knotvn to live in love, without discord and strife : 
Then kissed she her little babe, and sw are by God above. 

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 

She said that neither king, nor prince, nor lord could live aright. 
Until their puissance they did prove, their manhood and their 
might. 

When manhood shall be matched so that fear can take no place. 
Then weary works make warriors each other to embrace. 

And left their force that faiRd them, which did consume the rout. 
That might before have lived their time, and nature out : 

Then did she sing as one that thought no man could her reprove. 
The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 

She said she saw no fish nor fowl, nor beast within her haunt. 

That met a stranger in their kind, but could give it a taunt : 

Since flesh might not endure, but rest must wrath succeed. 

And force the fight to fall to play, in pasture where they feed. 

So noble nature can well end the work she hath begun. 

And bridle well that will not cease, her tragedy in some : 

Thus in song she oft rehearsed, as did her well behove. 

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 
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* I marvel much patdy,* quoth she, ‘ for to behold the rout, 

To see man, woman, boy, beast, to toss the world about: 

Some Imeei, some crouch, some beck, some check, and some can 
smoothly smile, 

And some embrace others in arm, and there think many awhile; , 
Some stand aloof at cap and knee, some humble and some stout, 
Yet are they never friends in deed, until they once fall out«* 

Thus ended she her song, and said before she did remove, 

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 

Richard Edwards* 
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THE LOVER IN -WINTER PLAINETH 
^ FOR THE SPRING 

\ O AYESTERN Wind when tt*ill thou blow 
. ; • [That] the small rain down can rain ? 

Christ, that my love were in my arms 
, And I in my bed again I 

Anonymous. 
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THAT LENGTH OF TIME CONSUMETH 
ALL THINGS 

harder is than stone? ^Vhat more than water soft? 
Yet with soft \\’ater drops hard stones be pierced oft- 
V/hat gives so strong impulse, 

That stone we may withstand? 

^Yhat gives more weak repulse 
Than water prest with hand ? 

Yet weak though n-atcr be, 

It hollowelh hardest flint ; 

By proof whereof wc see. 

Time gives the greatest dint. 

Anonymous. 
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THE LOVER REFUSED OF HIS LOVE 

I SEE how she doth see. 

And yet she will be blind : 

I see in helping me 
She seeks and will not find. 
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1 see how she doth 
\A’hcn I begin to moan ; 

1 see when I come nigh, 

How fain she would he gone. 

I see — tchat will yc more ? 

She adll me gladly kill : 

And you shall sec therefore 
That she shall have her will. 

1 can not live with stones, 

It is loo hard a food : 

1 will be dead at once 
To do my Lady good. 

AnDnymmis. 
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WHEN FLORA HAD O’ER FRET 
THE FIRTH 

When Flora had o’crfret the firth. 

In May of every moncth queen ; 

WTien merle and mavis sings with mirth, 
Sweet melling in the schawcs sheen ; 
When ali lovers rejoiced been, 

And most desirous of their prey ; 

I heard a lusty lover mene: — 

* I love but I dare nocht assay I ’ 

‘ Strong arc the pains I daily prove, 

But yet with patience I sustene, 

I am so fettered with the love 
Only of my lady sheen, 

Whilk for her beauty might be queen, 
Nature so craftily alway 
Has done depaint that sweet serene 1 — 
Whom I love I dare nocht assay. 

‘ She is so bright of hyd and hue, 

I love but her alone, I ween ; 

Is none her love that may eschew. 

That blinltis of that dulce amene ; 

So comely clear are her twa een. 

That she mae lovers does afiray 
Then ever of Greece did fair Ifelene 1 — 
Whom I love I dare nocht assay.’ 


Anonymous. 
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A PRAISE OF HIS LADY 

Give place, you Ladies, and be gon 
Boast not yourselves at all, 

For here at hand approacbeth one 
Whose face will slain you all I 

The virtue of her lively loots 
Excels the precious stone ; 

1 wish to have none other boots 
To read or loot upon. 

In each of her tv/o crystal eyes, 

Smileth a n.aked boy ; 

It would you all in heart suffice 
To see that lamp of joy. 

, I thint Nature hath lost the mouli 
1 1 ''Where she her shape did tate, 

S I Or else I doubt if Nature could 
■; So fair a creature mate. 

She may be well compared 
Unto the Phoenix kind ; 

Whose like was never seen or beard 
That any man can find. 

■( In life she is Diana chast, 

! In truth Penelope, 
j ^In word and eke in deed sleadfdst- 
s What will you mote we say? 

If all the world were soupht so fat, 
Who could find such a wight ? 

1 Her beauty twinklelh like a star 
^Within the frosty night. 

Her rosial colour comes and goes. 
With such a comely grace, 

More redier to than doth the rose. 
Within her lively face. 

At Bacchus feast none shall her meet, 
Ne at no wanton play. 

Nor gazing in an open street, 

Not gadding as a stray. 
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AU luvarts that ate in cate 
To their ladies they do repair, 

In fresh mornings before the day,_ 

And arc in mirth ay inair and inair 

Through gladness of this lusty May. ^ ^nyr'.out 
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MY HEART IS HIGH ABOVE 

My heart is high above, my body is full of bliss. 

For 1 am set in love, as « ell as I w ould wiss : 

1 love my lady pure, and she loves me again, 

I am her servitutc, she is my sovereign I 
She is my very heart, I am her hope and hcill ; 

She is my joy mvart, I am her lover leal j 
1 am her bond and thrall, she is at my command ; 

I am perpetual her man, both foot and hand ; 

The thing that may her please, my body shall fulfil ; 

Whatever her disease, it docs my body ill. 

My bird, my bonnie ane, my tender babe venust, 

My love, my life alone, ray liking and my lust 1 
We interchange out hearts, in oUicts amies soft, 

Spriteless vre two depart, usand our luves oft. 

AVe mourn when light day dawes, we plain the night is short. 
We curse the cock that craws, that hinders our disport. 

1 glowffin up aghast, when I her miss on night. 

And in my oxter fast 1 find the bowster right I 
Then lan^or on me lies, like Morpheus the mair. 

Which causes me uprise, and to my sweet repair ; 

And then is all the sorrow furth of remembrance, 

That ever I had a sorrow in love’s observance 1 
Thus never I do rest, so lusty a life I lead. 

When that I list to test the well of womanheid. 

Lovers in pain, 1 pray God send you sic temeid 
As I have night and day, you to defend from deid ! 
Therefore be ever true unto your ladies free. 

And they will on you rue, as mine has done on me 1 

Anonymous. 


26 


CRON consideration of the state of 

THIS LIFE HE WISHETH DEATH 
! The longer life, the mote offence : 

^ The more offence, the greater pain ; 

The greater pain, the less defence : 

^ The less defence, the lesser gain. 
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The loss of gain long ill doth try : 

Wherefore come death, and let me die I 
The shorter life, less count I fmd : 

The less account, the sooner mane : ^ 

The count Soon made, the merrier mind : 

The merry mind doth thought evade. 

Short life in truth this thing doth try_: 

Wherefore come death, and let me die I 
Come gentle death, the ebb of care. 

The ebb of care, the flood of life. 

The flood of life, the joyful fare. 

The joyful fare, the end of strife. 

The end of strife, that thing ivish I : 

Wherefore come death, and let me die. 

AKonyjKOUj, 


CANTCMUS DOMINO 

I wil.L Sing unto the Lord, for lie hath triumphed gloriously ; 

The horse and his rider hath he thrown into the sea. 

The Lord is my strength and song. 

And he is become my salvation : 

He is my God, and I will prcp.atc him an habitation . 

My father’s God, and 1 will cvall him. 

The Lord is a man of war : 

The Lord is his name. . , ... . 

Pharaoh’s chariots and his hosts hath he rast mto . 

His chosen captains also arc ilronned in the Keel 
The depths have covered them : 

They sanl: into the liottoro as a stone. _ . 

Thy right hand, O Lord, is liecomc glorious in PO"" • 

Thy right hand, O Lord, hath dashed in 

And in the greatness of thine excellency thou hast overttirown 
them that rose up against thee ; «t„bble 

Thou sentest forth thy wratli, ’'r'tXred 

And with the blast of thy nos-nis the waters were galhcre 

together, 

Ss K'4r '.r '»■> »' 

I'wiH Pietl-lc, I diTidc l!i! spoil: 

My lust shall l>e satisfird upon thrm ! 

I svill draw my swoid, my l.and shall o'S.ro) th.m. 
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Thou didst blow willi thy wind, the tea coveted them : 

They sank as lead in the mighty waters. 

^\■ho is like unto thee, O Eord, amonf; the gods? 

Who is like thee, glorious in holiness, 

Tearful in praises, doing wonders? 

Thou stretchest out thy right hand, 

The earth swallowed them. , . , . t,,tt 

Thou in thy mercy hast led forllt the people which thou nas 
redeemed : 

Thou hast guided them in thy strength unto thy holy habitation. 
The people shall hear, and be afraid : 

Sorrow shall take hold on the inhabitants of Palcstina. 

Then the dukes of Edom shall be amaied ; 

The mighty men of Moab, trembling shall t.akc hold upon them", 
All the inhabitants of Canaan shall melt away. 

Teat and dread shall fall upon them ; 

By the greatness of thine arm they shall lie as still as a stone ; 

Till thy people pass over, O Lotil, 

Till the people pass over, which thou hast purchased. _ 

Thou shalt bring them in, and plant them m the mountain of thine 
inheritance. 

In the place, O Lord, whicli thou East made for thee to drvell mr 
In the Sanctuary, O Lord, whicli thy hands have established. 

The Lord shall reign for ever and ever. 

Sing ye to the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously ; 

The horse and his rider hath he thrown into the sea. 
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I N C L V T 1 ISRAEL 

The beauty of Israel is slain upon tby high places : 

How are the mighty fallen ! 

Tell it not in Gath, 

Publish it not in the streets of Askelon ; 

Lest the daughters of the Philistines rejoice. 

Lest the daughters of the uncircumcised triumph. 

Ye mountains of Gllboa, 

Let there be no dew, neither let there be rain, upon you, nor 
fields of offerings ; 

For there the shield of the mighty is vilely cast away. 

The shield of Saul, as though he had not been anointed with oil. 
From the blood of the slain, from the fat of the mighty, 

The bow of Jonathan turned not back. 

And the sword of Saul relumed not empty. 
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Saul and Jonathan were lovely and pleasant in their lives, 
And in their death they were not divided : 

They were swifter than eagles, 

They were stronger than lions. 

Yc daughters of Israel, weep over Saul, 

Who clothed you in scarlet, with other delights, 

Who put on ornaments of gold on your apparel. 

How are the mighty fallen in the midst of the battle 1 

0 Jonathan, thoa wast slain in thine high places. 

1 am distressed for thee, my brother Jonathan : 

Very pleasant hast thou been unto me : 

Thy love to me was wonderful. 

Passing the love of women. 

How are the mighty fallen. 

And the weapons of war penshed 1 
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DOMINI EST TERRA 

Thc earth is the Lord's, and the fulness thcicof ; 
The world, and they that dnell therein. 

For he hath founded it upon the sc,-vs. 

And established it upon the floods. 
iVho shall ascend into the hill of the Lord ? 

Or who shall stand in his holy place? 

He that hath clc.m hands, and a pure heart ; 
Who hath not lifted up his soul unto vam'ty. 

Nor sworn deceitfully. 

He shall receive the blessing from the Loid, 

And righteousness from the God of his saUation. 
This is the generation of them that seek him, 
That seek thy face, O Jacob. 

Lift up your heads, O } e gates : 

And be yc lift up, ye everlasting doors ; 

And the King of glory shall come in. 

Who is this King of glory? 

The Lord s.troni’^ and mighty. 

The Lord mighty in battle. 

Lift up your beads, O ye pates; 

Even lift tiiem up, ye evcilaslirg doo^s ; 

Aed the Kirig of glory shall come in. 

Who is this King of glory ? 

The Lord of hosts, 

He is the Kio’: of g’ory. 
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AVFr.RTE DOMINO 

GIVR unto the Lord, O ye michty. 

Give unto the Lorii glory and strength. 

Give unto the Lord the glory due unto hiv name ; 
■Worship the Lord in the beauty of holinessi 
The voice of the Lord is upon the \\ aters : 

The God of glorj- thundcreth ; 

The Lord is upon many waters 
The voice of the Lord is powerful : 

The voice of the Lord is full of majesty. 

The voice of the Lord breaketh the cedars ; 

Yea, the Lord breaketh the cedars of Lebanon. 

He maketh them also to skip like a calf ; 

Lebanon and Sinon like a young unicorn. 

The voice of the Lord div ideth the flames of fire. 

The voice of the Lord shakelli the wilderness ; 

The Lord shaketh the wilderness of Kadesh. 

The voice of the Lord maketh the hinds to calve, 

And discovereth the forests : 

And in His temple doth every one speak of His glory. 
The Lord sitteth upon the flood ; 

Yea, the Lord sitteth King for ever. 

The Lord will give strength unto his people ; 

The Lord w ill bless his people with peace. 
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Q'UEMAD MODUM 

As the hart panteth after the water brooks. 

So panteth my soul after thee, O God. 

My soul thirsteth for God, for the living God : 

When shall I come and appc.ar before God ? 

My tears have been my meat day and night, 

V^ile they continually say unto me, Wliere is thy God? 

When I remember these things, 1 pour out my soul in me ; 

For 1 had gone with the multitude, I went with them to the 
house of God, 

With the voice of joy and praise, with a multitude that kept 
hoi) day. 



THE ENGLISH BIBLE 


33 


VThy art thou cast down, O my soul ? 

And why art thou disquieted in me? 

Hope thou in God : for I shall yet praise him 
For the help of his countenance. 

0 my God, my soul is cast down within me : 

Therefore will I remember thee from the land of Jordan, 

And of the Hermonites, from the hill Mizar. 

Deep calleth unto deep at the noise of thy waterspouts : 

All thy waves and thy billows are gone over me : 

Yet the Lord will command his lovingkindness in the daytime, 
And in the night his song shall be with me. 

And my prayer unto the God of my life. 

1 will say unto God my rock : — Why hast thou forgotten me ? 
Why go I mourning because of the oppression of the enemy ? 
As with a sword in my bones, mine enemies reproach me ; 
While they say daily unto me : — ^Vhcrc is thy God ? 

Wliy art t hou cast down, O my soul ? 

And why art thou disquieted within me? 

Hope thou in God : for I shall yet praise him. 

Who is the health of my counten.ance, and my God. 
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OMNES GENTES PLAUDITE 

O, ciJiV your hands, all ye people ; 

Shout unto God with the voice of triumph. 

For the Lord most high is terrible ; 

He is a great King o\cr all the earth. 

He sh.all subdue the people under us, 

And the nations under our feet, 
lie shall choose our inheritance for us, 

The excellency of Jacob whom he loved. 

Go<l is gone up with a shout. 

The Lord with the sound of a tniropcl. 

Sing praises to God, sing praises : 

Singjpraises unto our King, sing prabci. 

For Gori is the King of all the earth ; 

Sing ye praises with understanding. 

God tcignelh ov cr the heathen ; 

Go<l sitfeth upon the thtunc of Ins hoUrtss. 

The p-incca of the people arc gathered together, 
Ds cn the people of the God ot Ahrahsro 
For the shields of the csr*h belong unto God 
He 15 greatly exalted, 

C 
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DEUS, QUIS SI MI LIS 

I 

Keep not thou silence, O God ; 

Hold not thy peace, and be not still, O God. 

For, lo, thine enemies make a tumult : 

And they that hale thee have lifted up the head. 

They have taken crafty counsel against thy people, 

And consulted against thy hidden ones. 

They have said : — Come, and let us cut them off from s 
a nation ; 

That the name of Israel may be no more in remembrance. 

For they have consulted together with one consent : 

They ate confederate against thee. 

The tabernacles of Edom, and the Ishmaclites ; 

Of Moab, and the Hagarenes. 

Gebal, and Ammon, and Amalek; 

The Philistines w ilh the inhabitants of Tj re. 

Assut also 15 joined with them : 

They have holpen the children of Lot. 

Do unto them as unto the Midianites ; 

As to Sisera, as to Jabin, at the brook of Kison : 

Which perished at En-dor : 

They became as dung for the earth. 

Make their nobles like Oteb, and like Zeeb : 

Yea, all their princes as Zebah, and as Zalmunna ; . 

Who said: — Let us take to oursehes the houses of God 
possession. 

O my God, make them like a wheel ; 

As the stubble before the wind. 

As the fire bumeth a wood. 

And as the flame setteth the mountains on fire. 

So persecute them with thy tempest, 

And make them afraid with thy storm. 

Fill their faces with shame. 

That they may seek thy name, O Laird. 

Let them be confounded and troubled for ever ; 

Yea, let them be put to shame, and perish ; _ , 

That men may know that thou, whose name alone is Jehovah, 
Art the most high otcr all the earth. 
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BENEDIC, ANIMA MEA 

Bless the Lord, O my soul I 
O Lord my God, thou art very great; 

Thou art clothed with honour and majesty. 

Who coverest thyself with light as with a garment : 

Who stretchest out the heavens like a curtain. 

Who layeth the beams of his chambers in the waters : 

Who maketh the clouds his chariot : 

Who walketh upon the wings of the wind : 

Who maketh his angels spirits ; 

His ministers a flaming fire ; 

Who laid the foundations of the earth. 

That it should not be removed for ever. 

Thou coveredst it with the deep as with a garment : 

The waters stood above the mountains. 

At thy rebuke they fled ; 

At the voice of thy thunder they hasted away. 

They go up by the mountains ; they go down by the valleys 
Unto the place which thou hast founded for them. 

Thou hast set a bound that they may not pass over ; 

That they turn not again to cover the earth. 

He sendeth the springs into the valleys. 

Which run among the hills. 

They give drink to every beast of the field ; 

The wild asses quench their thirst. _ _ _ 

By them shall the fowls of the heaven have their habitation. 
Which sing among the branches. 

He waterelh the hills from his chambers : 

The earth is satisfied with the fruit of thy works. 

He causeth the grass to grow for the cattle. 

And herb for the service of man : 

That he may bring forth food out of the earth ; 

And wine that maketh glad the heart of man, 

And oil to make his face to shine, 

And bread which strengtheneth man’s hcarL 
The trees of the Lord are full of sap ; 

The cedars of Lebanon, which he bath planted ; 

Where the birds make their nests : 

As for the stork, the fir trees are her house. 

The high hills are a refuge for the wild goats, 

And the rocks for the conics. 

He appointed the moon for seasons : 

' The sun knoweth his going doivn._ 

Tliou makest darkness, and it is night ; 
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Wheiein all the beasts of the forest do creep forth. 

The young lions roar after their prey. 

And seeh their meat from God. 

The sun ariseth, they gather themselves together, 

And lay them down in their dens. 

Man goeth forth unto his work 
And to his labour until the esemng. 

O Lord, how manifold are thy works 1 
In svisdom hast thou made them all : 

The earth is full of thy nches. 

So is this great and wide sea, 

Wherein are things aeepmg innumerable. 

Both small and great beasts. 

There go the ships : 

There is that lesiaihan, whom thou hast made to play therein- 
These wait all upon thee ; 

That thou mayest gi\e them their meat in due season. 

That thou gisest them they gather ; 

Thou openest thine hand, they ate filled with good. 

Thou hidest thy face, they are troubled : 

Thou takest aw ay their breath, they die, 

And return to their dust. 

Thou sendest forth thy spirit, they arc created : 

And thou renew est the face of the earth. 

The glory of the Lord shall endure for ever : 

The Lord shall rejoice in his works. 

He looketh on the earth, and it trembleth ; 

He toucheth the hills, and they smoke 
I wnll sing unto the Lord as long as I U\ e : 

I wall sing praise to my God while I have my being. 

My meditation of him shall be sw cct t 
I will be glad in the Lord. 

Let the sinners be consumed out of the earth, 

-And let the wucked be no more. 

Bless thou the Lord, O my soul I 
Praise ye the Lord. 
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IN CONVERTENDO 

When the Lord turned again the captivity of Zion, 
We were like them that dream. 

Then was our mouth filled wuth laughter. 

And our tongue with singing • 

Then said they among the heathen : 
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The Lord hath done great things for them. 

The Lord hath done great things for us, 

Whereof we are glad. 

Turn again our captivity, O Lord, 

As the streams in the south. 

They that sow in tears shall reap in joy. 

He that gocth forth and weepeth, bearing precious seed. 

Shall doubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing his sheaves 
with him. 
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SUPER FLUMINA 

By the mers of Babylon, 

There we sat down, yea, we wept. 

When we remembered Zion. 

We hanged our harps 

Upon the willows in the midst thereof. 

For there they that carried us away captive required of us a song ; 
And they that wasted us required of ns mirth, saying : — 

Sing us one of the songs of Zion. 

How shall we sing the liord’s song 
In a strange land? 

If 1 forget thee, O Jerusalem, 

Let my right hand forget her cunning. 

If I do not remember thee, 

Let my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth : 

If I prefer not Jerusalem 
Abo\e my chief joy. 

Remember, O Lord, the children ofEdom 

In the day of Jerusalem ; who said : — Rase it, rase it, 

Even to the foundation thereof. 

O daughter of Babylon, who art to be destroyed. 

Happy shall he be, that rewardeth thee 
As thou hast served us 1 

Happy shall he be, that taketh and dashcth thy little ones 
Against the stones. 
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DOSIINE PROBASTI 

O Lord, thou hast searched me, and knoivn me. 
Thou knowest ray downsitting and mine uprising. 
Thou understandest my thought afar off. 

Thou compassest my path and my lying down. 
And art acquainted with all my ways. 
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But, lo, O Loid, thou knowcst it altogether 1 
Thou hast beset me behind and before, 

And laid thine hand upon me. 

Such knowledge is too wonderful for me ; 

It is high, I cannot attain unto it. 

^Vhither shall I go from thy spirit! 

Or whither shall I flee from thy presence? 

If I ascend up into heaven, thou art there : 

If I make my bed in hell, behold thou art there. 

If I take the wings of the morning. 

And dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea. 

Even there shall thy hand lead me. 

And thy right hand shall hold me. 

If I say. Surely the darkness shall cover me ; 

Even the night shall be light about me. 

Yea, the darkness liideth not from thee ; 

But the night shineth as the day : 

The darkness and the light are both alike to thee. 

For thou hast possessed my reins : 

Thou hast covered me in my mother’s womb. 

I will praise thee ; for I am tearfully and wonderfully made: 
Marvellous are thy w orks ; 

And that my soul knoweth right well. 

My substance was not hid from thee, 

%Vhen 1 was made in secret, 

And curiously w rought in the lowest parts of the earth. 

Thine eyes did see my substance, ) et being unpcrfcct ; 

And in thy book all my members were waittcn. 

Which m continuance were fashioned. 

When as yet there w as none of them 1 

How precious also are thy thoughts unto me, O God ! 

How great is the sum of them 1 

If I should count them, they are more in number than the sand. 
When I awake, I am still with thee. 

Surely thou wilt slay the wicked, O God : 

Depart from me therefore, ye bloody men I 
For they speak against thee wickedly. 

And thine enemies take thy name in v am. 

Do not I hate them, O Lord, that hate thee? 

And am not I grieved with those that rise up against thee? 

1 hate them with perfect hatred : 

I count them mine enemies. 

Search me, O God, and know my heart : 

Try me, and know my thoughts : 

And see if there be any wicked way in me. 

And lead me in the way everlasting 1 
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BAUDATE DOMINUM 

Praise yc the Lord. 

Praise ye the Lord from the heavens ; 

Praise him in the heights. 

Praise ye him, all his angels : 

Praise ye him, all his hosts. 

Praise ye him, sun and moon ; 

Praise him, all ye stars of light. 

Praise him, ye heavens of heavens. 

And ye waters that be above the heavens. 

Let them praise the name of the Lord : 

For he commanded, and they were created. 

He hath also stablished them for ever and ever ; 

He hath made a decree which shall not pass. 

Praise the Lord from the earth. 

Ye dragons, and all deeps ; 

Fire, and hail ; snow, and vapours ; 

Stormy ivind fuldlling his word ; 

Mountains, and alt hills ; 

Fruitful trees, and all cedars ; 

Beasts, and all cattle ; 

Creeping things, and flying fowl. 

Kings of the earth, and all people ; 

Princes, and all judges of the earth ; 

Both young men, and maidens ; 

Old men, and children : 

Let them praise the name of the Lord : 

For his name alone is excellent ; 

His glory is above the earth and heaven. 

He also exalteth the horn of his people. 

The praise of all his saints ; 

Even of the children of Israel, a people near unto him. 
Praise ye the Lord. 
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PEREAT DIES 

Let the day perish wherein I was bom, _ _ _ 

And the night in which it was said: — ^There is a man child conceived. 
L.et that day be daikness ; 

Let not God regard it from above. 

Neither let the hght shine upon it. 
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Let darUncss and the shadow of death stain it ; 

Let a cloud dw ell upon it ; 

Let the hlaekncss of the day terrify it. 

As for that night, let darkness scire upon it j 
Let it not be joined unto the days of the )car, 

I/;t it not come into the number of the months. 
ho, let that night be solitary, 

Let no joyful voice come therein. 

Let them curse it that curse the day. 

Who are ready to raise up their mourning. 

Let the stars of tlie twnlight thereof be dark ; 

Let it look for light, but have none ; 

Neither let it sec the dawning of tlic day : 

Because it shut not up the doors of my mother’s w omb, 

Nor hid sorrow from mine ejes. 

Why died I not from the womb? 

Why did I not give up the ghost when I came out of the belly ? 
WTiy did the knees prevent me? 

Or why the breasts that I should suck ? 

For now should I have lam still and been quiet, 

I should have slept : then had 1 been at rest. 

With kings and counsellors of the earth, 

Which bmlt desolate places for themselv es ; 

Or vnth princes that had gold. 

Who dlled their houses wuth silver : 

Or as an hidden untimely birth I had not been ; 

As infants which never saw light. 

There the wicked cease from troubling ; 

And there tlie weary be nt rest. 

There the prisoners rest tr^cthcr ; 

They hear not the voice of the oppressor. 

The small and great are there ; 

And the servant is free from his master. 

IVherefore is light given to him that is in misery, 

And life unto the bitter in soul : 

Which long for death, but it cometh not ; 

And dig for it more than for hid treasures ; 

Which rejoice exceedingly. 

And are glad, when they can find the grave? 

Why IS light giv en to a man whose way is hid, 

And whom God hath hedged in ? 

For my sighing cometh 'tefore I cat. 

And my roarings are pouted out like the waters. 

For the thing which 1 greatly feared is come upon me. 

And that which 1 was afraid of is come unto me. 

I was not in safety, neither had I rest, neither was I quiet ; 
Yet trouble came. 
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ECCE DO MISTI 

Behold, thou hast instructed man>, 

And thou hast strengthened the weak hands. 

Thy words have upholden him that was falling, 

And thou hast strengthened the feeble knees. 

But now it is come upon thee, and thou faintest ; 

It toucheth thee, and thou art troubled. 

Is not this thy fear, thy confidence. 

Thy hope, and the upnghtness of thy ways ? 

Remember, I pray thee, who ever perished, being innocent ? 
Or where were the righteous cut off? 

Even as I have seen, they that plow iniquity. 

And sow wiekedness, reap the same. 

By the blast of God they perish. 

And by the breath of his nostrils are they consumed. 

The roaring of the lion, and the voice of the fierce lion, 

And the teeth of the young lions, are broken. 

The old lion perisheth for lack of prey. 

And the stout lion’s whelps are scattered abroad. 

Now a thing was secretly brought to me, 

And mine ear received a little thereof. 

In thoughts from the visions of the night, 

"When deep sleep falleth on men. 

Fear came upon me, and trembling, 

Which made all my bones to shake. 

Then a spirit passed before my face ; 

The hair of my fiesh stood up : 

It stood still, but I could not discern the form thereof : 

An image was before mine eyes. 

There was silence, and I heard a voice, saying : — 

Shall mortal man be more just than God ? 

Shall a man be more pure than his maker ? 

Behold, he put no trust m his servants ; 

And his angels he charged with folly : 

How much less in them that dwell in houses of clay. 

Whose foundation is in the dust. 

Which are crushed before the moth 1 
They are destroyed from morning to evening ; 

They perish for ever without any regardmg it. 

Doth not their excellency which is m them go away? 

They die, even without wisdom. 
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VERE SCIO 

I KNOW it is SO of a truth ; 

But how should man he just with God? 

If he will contend with him, 

He cannot answer him one of a thousand. 

He is wise in heart, and mighty in strength : 

Who hath hardened himself against him, and hath prospered ? 
Which removeth the mountains, and they know not : 

Which overtumeth them in his anger. 

Which shaketh the earth out of her place, 

And the pillars thereof tremble. 

Which commandeth the sun, and it riseth not ; 

And sealeth up the stars. 

Which alone spreadeth out the heavens, 

And treadeth upon the waves of the sea. 

Which maketh Arcturus, Onon, and Pleiades, 

And the chambers of the south. 

Which doeth great things past finding out ; 

Yea, and wonders without number ? 

Lo, he goeth by me, and I see him not : 

He passelh on also, but I perceive him not. 

Behold, he taketh away, who can hinder him ? 

Who will say unto him : — ^What doest thou ? 

If God will not withdraw his anger. 

The proud helpers do stoop under him. 

How much less shall 1 answer him. 

And choose out my words to reason with him ! 

Whom, though I were righteous, yet would I not answer. 
But 1 would make supplication to my judge. 

If I had called, and he had answered me ; 

Yet would I not believe that he had hearkened unto my voice 
For he breaketh me with a tempest. 

And muUiplieth my wounds without cause. 

He will not suffer me to take my breath, 

But filleth me with bitterness. 

If I speak of strength, lo, he is strong : 

And.if of judgment, who shall set me a time to plead? 

If I justify myself, mine own mouth shall condemn me : 

If I Say : — I am perfect, it shall also prove me perverse. 
Though I were perfect, yet would I not know my soul t 
I would despise my lilc. 

This is one thing, therefore I said it, 

He dcstroycth the perfect and the wicked. 
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Hast thou not poured me out as milk, 

And curdled me like cheese? _ 

Thou hast clothed me ■with skin and flesh, 

And hast fenced me with bones and sinews. 

Thou hast granted me life and fas our, 

And thy visitation hath preserved my spirit. 

And these things hast Biou hid in thine heart ; 

I knosv that this is siuth thee. 

If I sin, then thou markest me, 

And thou svilt not acquit me from mine iniquity. 

If I be svicked, svoe unto me ; 

And if I be righteous, jet ssill I not lift up my head. 

1 am full of confusion ; 

Therefore see thou mine affliction ; for it increaseth. 

Thou huntest me as a fierce lion ; 

And again thou showest thyself m.arscllous upon me. 

Thou renesvest thy svitncsscs against me, 

And increasest Ihme indignation upon me j 
Changes and war are against me. 

Wherefore then hast thou brought me forth out of the womb’ 
O, that I had given up the ghost, and no eye had seen me 1 
I should have been as though I had not been ; 

I should have been earned from the womb to the grave. 

Are not my days few? Cease then. 

And let me atone, that I may take comfort a little : 

Before I go whence I shall not return, 

Even to the land of darkness and the shadow of death ; 

A land of darkness, as darkness itself ; 

And of the shadow of de.alh, w ithoiit any order. 

And where the light is as darkness. 


42 

HOMO NATOS DE .MULIERE 

Man that IS born of a woman 
Is of few days, and full of trouble. 

He Cometh forth like a flower, and is cut down : 

He fleeth also as a shadow, and continueth not. 

And dost thou open thine eyes upon such an one, 

And bringest me into judgment with thee? 

Who can bring a clean tbing out of an unclean ? Not one. 
Seeing his days are determined, the number of his months are 
with thee. 

Thou hast appointed his bounds that he cannot pass ; 
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Turn from him, that he may rest. 

Till he shall accomplish, as an hireling, his ^y. 

For there is hope of a tree, if it be cut down, that it will sprout aga , 
And that the tender branch thereof will not cease. 

Though the root thereof m ax old in the earth. 

And the stock thereof die in the ground. 

Yet through the scent of water it will bud, 

And bring forth boughs like a plant. 

But man dieth, and wasteth away : . t , 

Yea, man giveth up the ghost, and where is he ? 

As the waters fail from the sea. 

And the flood decayeth and drieth up : 

So man lieth down, and riseth not. 

Till the heavens be no more, they shall not awake. 

Nor be raised out of their sleep. 

O, that thou wouldest hide me in the grave, 

That thou wouldest keep me secret, until thy wrath be p^t, _ 
That thou wouldest appoint me a set time, and reraem e 
If a man die, shall he li\e again? 

All the days of my appointed time will I wait. 

Till my change come. 

Thou shall call, and I tvill answer thee : 

Thou wilt have a desire to the work of thine hands. 

For now thou numberest my steps : 

Dost thou not watch over my sin ? 

My transgression is sealed up in a bag. 

And thou sewest up mine imquity. 

And surely the mountain falling comcth to nought. 

And the rock is removed out of his place. 

The waters wear the stones : r.i— 

Thou washest away the things which grow out of th 
And thou destioyest the hope of inan. 

Thou prevailest for ever against him, and he p^e . 

Thou changest his countenance, and sendcst him y. 

His sons come to honour, and he knowcth u > 

And they are brought low, but he percei\ eth it 
But his flesh upon him shall have pam. 

And his soul within him shall mourn. 


CUJUS 


43 

ADJUTOR es 


How hast thou helped him that is writhout power? 

How savest thou the arm that 

How hast thou counselled him that hath n 
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And Bow Bost tBou pkntifuUy dccUred iBc thing ft"; it it? 
To wBotn Bast tBou uttered wonlj? 

And wBose spirit came from tBcc? 

Dead things arc formed 

From under the waters, and the inhabitants tlicrcof. 

Hell is naked before him. 

And destruction hath no covering. 

He stretcheth out the north over tlic empty place, 

And hangeth the earth upon nothing. 

He bindeth up tlie waiters in his thick clouds ; 

And the cloud is not rent under them. 

He Boldcth back the face of his throne, 

And spreadeth his cloud upon it 

He hath comp.assed the waiters with bounds, 

Until the day and night come to an end. 

The pillars of heaven tremble 
And arc astonished at his reproof. 

He divideth the sea with his power. 

And by his understanding he smiteth through the proud. 
By his spirit he hath garnished the heavens ; ‘ 

His hand hath formed the crooked serpent. 

Lo, these are parts of his ways : 

But how little a portion is hc.ard of him ? 

But the thunder of his power who can understand ? 
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QUIS EST ISTE 

Who is this that darkeneth counsel 
By words without knowledge? 

Gird up now thy loins like a man ; 

For 1 will demand of thee, and answer thou me. 

Where w^t thou when I laid the foundations of the earth? 
Declare, if thou hast understanding. 

Who hath laid the measures thereof, if thou knowest ? 

Or who hath stretched the line upon it ? 

Whereupon are the foundations thereof fastened? 

Or who laid the comer stone thereof. 

When the morning stars sang together, 

And all the sons of God shouted for joy ? 

Or who shut up the sea with doors. 

When it brake forth, as if it had issued out of the womb?, 
When 1 made the cloud the garment thereof, 

And thick darkness a swaddling band for it. 

And brake up for it my decreed place. 
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And set bare and doors, , 

And said : — Hitlierto slialt thou come, but no furtner : 

And here shall thy proud waves be stayed? 

Hast Uiou commanded the morning ance thy days, 

And caused the da)’spring to know his place ; 

That it might take hold of the ends of the earth, 

That the wicked might be shaken out of it ? 

It is turned as clay to the seal ; 

And they stand as a garment. 

And from the wicktcT their light is witliholden. 

And the high arm shall be broken. 

Hast thou entered into the springs of the sea ? 

Or hast thou walked in the search of the depth ? 

Have the gates of deatli been opened unto thee ■ 

Or hast thou seen tlie doors of the shadow of death r 
Hast thou perceived the breadth of the earth ? 

Declare if thou know cst it all. 

AVhere is the way where light dwcllt-th ? 

And as for darkness, w here is the place tliercof, 

That thou shouldest take it to the bound thereof, 

And that thou shouldest k-now tlie p.alhs to the house thereoli' 
Knowest thou it, because thou wast tlien bom ? 

Or because the number of dty da) s is great ? 

Hast thou entered into the treasures of the snow r 
Or hast thou seen the treasures of tlie hail. 

Which I have reserv ed against the time of trouble, 

Against the day of battle and war ? 

By what way is the light parted, 

Which scattereth the east wind upon the earm r _ 

Who hath divided a water-course for the overflowing of waters. 
Or a way for the lightning of thunder ; 

To cause it to rain on the earth, where no man is ; 

On the wilderness, wherein there is no » 

To satisfy the desolate and waste ground ; 

And to cause the hud of the tender herb to spring o 
Hath the nun a fatlier? 

Or who hath begotten the drops of dew? 

Out of whose womb came Uie ice? 

And the hoary frost of heaven, ^^ho hath gendered i 
The waters are hid as with a stone. 

And the face of the deep is frozen. - • j 

Canst thou bind the sweet influences of Pleiades, 

Or loose the bonds of Orion? , - 

Canst thou bring forth Mazzaroth in his season? 

Or canst thou guide Arcturus wth his sons ? 

Knowest thou tlie ordinances of heciven ? 

Canst thou set the dominion tliereof m the eartnr 
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She is hardened against her young ones, as though they were not hers : 
Her labour is in vain without fear : 

Because God hath deprived her of wisdom, 

Neither hath he imparted to her understanding. 

^Vhat tirne she lifteth up herself on liigh, 

She Ecometh the horse and his rider. 

Hast thou given the horse strength ? 

Hast thou clothed his neck with thunder? 

Canst thou make him afraid as a grasshopper? 

The glory of his nostrils is terrible. 

He paweth in the valley, and rejoicelh in his strength s 
He goeth on to meet the armed men. 

He mocketh at fear, and is not affrighted; 

Neither tumeth he back from the sword. 

The quiver rattlcth against him. 

The glittering spear and the shield. 

He swalloweth the ground with fierceness and rage ; 

Neither believeth he that it is the sound of the trumpet 
He sailh among the trumpets, Ha, ha ; 

And he smelleth the battle afar off. 

The thunder of the captains, and the shouting. 

Doth the hawk fly by thy wisdom. 

And stretch her wings towards the south ? 

Doth the eagle mount up at thy command, 

And make her nest on high ? 

She dwelleth and abideth on the rock, 

Upon the crag of the rock, and the strong place. 

From thence she seeketh the prey. 

And her eyes behold afar off. 

Her young ones also suck up blood : 

And where the slain are, there is she. 


4S 

ACCINGE SICUT 

Gird up thy loins now like a roan : 

I will demand of thee, and declare thou unto me. 

Wilt thou also disannul my judgment? 

Wilt thou condemn me, that thou mayestbe righteous? 
Hast thou an arm like God ? . . . 

Or canst thou thunder with a voice like him ? 

Deck thyself now with majesty and excellency ; 

And array thyself with glory and beauty. 

Cast abroad the rage of thy tviath : 

i\nd behold every one that is proud, and abase him. 

D 
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Look on every one that is prouii, anti lirin" lum low ; 

And tread down llic wicked in their place. 

Hide them in the dusl together ; 

And bind their faces in secret. 

Then vvill I also confess unto thee 
That thine own right hand can save llicc. 

Behold now behemoth, which I made with thcc ; 

Tie eateth grass as .an ox. 

1/0 now, his strength is in his loins, 

And his force is in tlic navel of his belly. 

He mov eth his tail like a cedar : 

Tlie sinews of his stones arc wrapped together. 

His bones arc as strong pieces of brass ; 

His hones arc like bars of iron. 

He is the chief of the ways of God : 

He that made lum can make his sword to approach unto him. 
Surely the mountains bring him forth food, 

^Vhere all the beasts of the field play. 

He lietli under the sh.ady trees. 

In the covert of the reeds, and fen'. 

The shady trees cover him with their shadow ; 

The willows of the brook compass him about. 

Behold he drinketh up a river, and hastctli not s 
He trusteth that he can draw up Jordan into his mouth. 

He takelh it with his eyes ; 

His nose pierceth through snares. 

Canst thou draw out leviathan with a hook ? 

Or his tongue with a cord which thou lettest down ? 

Canst thou put an hook into his nose ? 

Or bore his jaw through with a thorn ? 

Will he make many supplications unto thee ? 

Will he speak soft words unto thee? 

Will he make a covenant with tliec ? 

Wilt thou take him for a servant for ever ? 

Wilt Clou play vvath him as vvuth a bird ? 

Or wilt thou bind him for thy maidens ? 

Shall the companions make a banquet of him ? 

Shall they part him among the merchants ? 

Canst thou fill his skin with barbed irons ? 

Or his head with fish spears? 

Lay thine hand upon him. 

Remember the battle, do no more. 

Behold, the hope of him is in vain : 

Shall not one be cast down even at the sight of him ? 
None IS so fierce that dare stir him up : 

Who then is able to stand before me ? 

mo hath prevented me, that I should repay him? 
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Whatsoever is under the whole heaven is mine. 

I will not conceal his parts, 

Nor his power, nor his comely proportion. 

Who can discover the face of his garment? 

Or who can come to him with his double bridle ? 
Who can open the doors of his face? 

His teeth are terrible round about. 

His scales are his pride, 

Shut up together as with a close seal. 

One is so near to another. 

That no air can come between them. 

They are joined one to another. 

They stick together, that they cannot be sundered. 
By his neesings a light doth shine, 

And his eyes are like the eyelids of the morning. 

Out of his mouth go burning lamps. 

And sparks of fire leap out. 

Out of his nostrils gocth smoke. 

As out of a seething pot or caldron. 

His breath kindleth coals. 

And a flame goeth out of his mouth. 

In his neck remaineth strength. 

And sorrow is turned into joy before him. 

The flakes of his flesh are joined together : 

They are firm in themselves; they cannot be moved. 
His heart is as firm as a stone ; 

Yea, as hard as a piece of the nether millstone. 
When he raiseth up himself, the mighty arc afraid ; 
By reason of bre.awngs they purify themselves. 

The sword of him that layeth at him cannot hold : 
The spear, the d.art, nor the habergeon. 

He esteemeth iron as straw. 

And brass as rotten wood. 

The arrow cannot make him flee : 

Slingstones are turned with him into stubble. 

Darts are counted as stubble : 

He laugheth at the shaking of a spear. 

Sharp stones are under him : 

He spreadeth sharp pointed things upon the mire. 
He makelh the deep to boil like a pot : 

He maketh the sea like a pot of ointment 
He maketh a path to shine after him ; 

One would think the deep to be hoary. 

Upon earth there is not his like, 

WTio is made without fear. 

He beholdeth all high things; 

He is a king over all the children of pride. 
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FILI Ml, CUSTODl 

Mv son, Vccp my words. 

And lay up my commandments w'ith thee. 

Keep my commandments, and live ; 

And my law as the apple of thine eye. 

Bind them upon thy fingers, 

Write them upon the table of thine heart. 

Say unto wisdom ; — ^Thou art my sister ; 

And call understanding thy kinswoman : 

That they may keep thee from the strange woman, 
From the stranger which flattcrelh with her w'ords. 
For at the window of my house 
I looked through my easement, 

And behold, among the simple ones, ' 

1 discerned among the youths, 

A young man void of understanding, 

Passing through the street near her corner j 
And he went the way to her house, 

In the tvnlight, in the evening. 

In the black and dark night ; 

And, behold, there met him a woman 

With the attire of an harlot, and subtile of heart. 

She is loud and stubborn ; 

Her feet abide not in her house i 
Now is she without, now in the streets, 

And lielh in wait at every comer. 

So she caught him, and kissed him, 

And with an impudent face said unto him 
* I have peace offerings with me ; 

This day have I paid my vows : 

Therefore came I forth to meet thee. 

Diligently to seek thy face, and I have found Ihcc. 

I have decked my bed with coverings of tapestry, 
"With carved works, 

"With fine linen of Egypt. 

I have perfumed my bed 
With myrrh, aloes, and cinnamon. 

Come, let us take our fill of love until the morning ; 
Let us solace ourselves with loves : 

For the goodman is not at home, 

He is gone a long journey : 

He hath taken a bag of money with him, 

And will come home at the day appointed.’ 
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With her much fair speech she caused him to yield. 
With the flattering of her lips she forced him. 

He goeth after her straightway. 

As an ox goeth to the slaughter. 

Or as a fool to the correction of the stocks : 

Till a dart strike through his liver ; 

As a bird hasteth to the snare. 

And knoweth not that it is for his life. 

Hearken unto me now therefore, O ye children, 
And attend to the words of my mouth ! 

Let not thine heart decline to her ways. 

Go not astray in her paths ; 

For she hath cast down many wounded ; 

Yea, many strong men have been slain hy her. 

Her house is the way to hell. 

Going down to the chambers of death. 


47 

•MULIEREM FORTE M 

Who can find a virtuous woman? 

For her price is far above rubies. 

The heart of her husband doth safely trust in her. 
So that he shall have no need of spoik 
She will do him good and not evil 
All the days of her life. 

She seeketh wool, and flax. 

And worketh 'willingly with her hands. 

She is like the merchants’ ships ; 

She bringeth her food from afar. 

She riseth also while it is yet night. 

And giveth meat to her household, 

And a portion to her maidens. 

She considereth a field, and buycth it : 

With the fruit of her hands she planteth a vineyard. 
She girdeth her loins with strength, 

And strengthencth her arms. 

She perceiveth that her merch.andise is good ; 

Her candle goeth not out by night. 

She layeth her hands to the spindle. 

And her hands hold the distaff. 

She strelchcth out her hand to the poor ; 

Yea, she reacheth forth her hands to the needy. • 
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She is not afraid of the snow for lier liousehold : 

For all her household are clothed svith scarlet. 

She maketh herself coverings of tapestry ; 

Her clothing is silk and purple. 

Her husband is known in the gates, 

When he sitleth among the elders of the land. 

She maketh fine linen, and selieth it ; 

And delivereth girdles unto the merchants. 

Strength and honour are her clothing ; 

And she shall rejoice in time to come. 

She openeth her mouth with wisdom ; 

And in her tongue is the law of kindness. 

She looketh well to the rvays of her household, 

And eateth not the bread of idleness. 

Her children arise up, and call her blessed ; 

Her husband also, and he pnaiseth her. 

Many daughters have done virtuously, 

But thou excellest them all. 

Favour is deceitful, and beauty is vain : 

But a woman that feareth the Lord, she shall be praised. 
Give her of the fruit of her hands ; 

And let her own works praise her in the gates. 
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VANITAS VANITATUM 

Vanits of vanities, saith the Preacher, 

Vanity of vanities ; all is vanity. 

What profit hath a man of all his labour which he taketh 
under the sun ? 

One generation passelh away, and another generation cometh : 
But the earth abideth for ever. 

The sun also aiiseth, and the sun goeth down, 

And hastcth to his place where he arose. 

The wind goeth tow.ard the south, 

And tumeth about unto the north ; 

It whirleth about continually. 

And the wind retumeth again according to his circuits. 

All the rivers run into the sea. 

Yet the sea is not full ; 

Unto the place from whence the rivers come. 

Thither they return again. 

All things are full of labour ; 
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Man cannot utter it : 

The eye is not satisfied with seeing, 

Nor the ear filled svith hearing. 

The thing that hath been, it is that which shall be ; 

And that which is done is that which shall be done : 

And there is no new thing under the sun. 

Is there any thing whereof it may be said : — See, this is new ? 

It hath been already of old time, which was before us. 

There is no remembrance of former things ; 

Neither shall there be any remembrance of things that are to come 
with those that shall come after. 

I the Preacher was king over Israel in Jerusalem. 

And I gave my heart to seek and search out by wisdom concerning 
all things that are done under heaven : 

This sore travail hath God given to the sons of man to be exercised 
therewith. 

' I have seen all the works that are done under the sun ; 

And, behold, all is vanity and vexation of spirit. 

That which is crooked cannot be made straight : 

And that which is wanting cannot be numbered. 

I communed with mine own heart, saying : — 

Lo, I am come to great estate, 

And have gotten more wisdom than all they that have been before 
me in Jerusalem : 

Yea, my heart had great experience of wisdom and knowledge. 
And I gave my heart to know wisdom. 

And to know madness and folly : 

I perceived that this also is vexation of spirit. 

For in much wisdom is much grief : 

And he that increaseth knowledge increaseth sorrow. 
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OMNIA HAEC 

For all this I considered in my heart even to declare all this. 

That the righteous, and the wise, and their works, are in the hand 
of God: 

No man knoweth either love or hatred by all that is before them. 
All things come alike to all : 

There is one event to the righteous, and to the wicked ; 

To the good and to the clean, and to the unclean ; 

To him that sacrificeth, and to him that sacrificeth not : 

As IS the good, so is the sinner ; 

And he that sweareth, as he that feareth an oath. 



■ THE ENGLISH BIBLE 


56 

Tliis is an evil among all things that arc done under the sun, 

That there is one event unto all. 

Yea, also tlic heart of the sons of men is full of evil, 

And madness is in their heart while they live, 

And after that they j;o to tlie dead. 

For to him that is joined to all the living there is hope : 

For a living dog is better than a dead lion. 

For the living hnow that they shall die : 

But the dead know not any thing, 

Neither have they any more a rew.atd ; 

For the memory of them is forgotten. 

Also their love, and their hatted, and their envy, is now perished ; 
Neither have they any more a portion for ever in any thing that is 
done under the sun. 

Go thy way, cat thy bread with joy. 

And drink thy wine wath a merry heart ; 

For God now accepteth thy works. 

Let Uiy garments be alwajs white ; 

And let thy head lack no ointment. 

Live joyfully with the wife whom thou lovestall the days of the 
life of thy vanity, 

Wliich he hath given thee under the sun, all the days of thy vanity : 
For that is thy portion in this life. 

And in thy labour which thou takest under the sun. 

IVhatsocver thy hand findeth to do, do it vvnth thy might ; 

For there is no work, nor device, nor knowledge, nor wisdom, in 
the grave, whither thou goest. 

I returned, and saw under the sun. 

That the race is not to the sw ift, 

Nor the battle to the strong. 

Neither yet bread to the wise. 

Nor yet riches to men of understanding, 

Nor yet favour to men of skill ; 

But time and chance happencth to them all. 


SO 

MEMENTO CREATORIS TUI 

Remember, now thy Creator in the days of thy youOi, 
Wliilc the evil days come not, nor the years draw nigh. 
When tliou shaft say : — I have no pleasure in them ; 
Willie the sun, or the light, or the moon, or the stars, be 
not darkened. 
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Nor the clouds return after the rain : 

In the day when tlie keepers of the house shall tremble, 
And the strong men shall bow themselves. 

And the grinders cease because they are few, 

And those that look out of the windows be darkened, 

And the doors shall be shut in the streets, when the sound 
of the grinding is low. 

And he shall rise up at the voice of the bird. 

And all the daughters of music shall be brought low ; 

Also when they shall be afraid of that which is high. 

And fears shall be in the way. 

And the almond tree shall flourish, 

And the grasshopper shall be a burden, 

And desire shall fail : 

Because man goeth to his long home, 

And the mourners go about the streets : 

Or ever the silver cord be loosed. 

Or the golden bowl be broken. 

Or the pitcher be broken at the fountain, 

Or the wheel broken at the cistern. 

Then shall the dust return to the earth as it was : 

And the spirit shall return unto God who gave it. 


SI 

OSCULETUR ME 

Let him kiss me with the kisses of his mouth : 
For thy love is better than wine. 

Because of the savour of thy good ointments. 
Thy name is as ointment poured forth. 
Therefore do the virgins love thee. 

Draw me, we will run after thee. 

The lOng hath brought me into his chambers : 
We will be glad and rejoice in thee ; 

We w ill remember thy love more than wine ; 
The upright love thee. 

I am black, but comely, 

O ye daughters of Jerusalem, 

As the tents of Kedar, 

As the curtains of Solomon 1 

Look not upon me, because I am black. 

Because the sun hath looked upon me : 

My mother’s children were angry with me ; 
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Thty nndc toc krcpcr of the »int>stiU: 

But mine own Mnepni hire 1 not kept. 

Tell me, O thou whom my soul loreth, 

Where thou feedest, where thou imkeil tl.y f oeh to tret st 
noon: 

I'or why should I be as one tl.il tumeth I'lde 
By the (U'cLs of Ihy companion? 

11 thou know not, O thou faliest amony won »n, 

Go thy way forth by the footstep' of the flock, 

And feed thy 1 ids beside the shepherds’ tents. 

1 has e compared thee, O rny los e. 

To a company of horses In I'lnisoh’s chatlo’s. 

Thy checks arc comely ssiih rows of jewels, 

Thy neck ss ith chains of gold 

We ssnll make thee txjrdcrs of gold, 

kVilh studs of stlscr. 

while the king sitteth at his table, 

My spikenard smdeth forth tlie srrcll thereof. 

A bundle of myrrh is my well-lielovcd unto me j 
He shall he all night lietwiiit my breasts. 

My belos ed is unto me ns a cluster of camphirc 
In the vrneyards of En gedi. 

Behold, thou art fair, my loacj hehold, thou art fair; 
Tliou hast doses’ eyes. 

Behold, thou art fair, my beloved, yea, pleasant j 
Also our bed is green. 

The beams of our hou'e arc cedar, 

And out rafters of fir. 


52 

EGO FLOS CAMri 

I AM the rose of Sharon, 

And the lily of the salleys. 

As the lily among thorns, 

So is my love among the daughters. 

As the apple tree among the trees of the w ood, 
So IS my beIo\ cd among the sons. 

I sat down under his shadow with great delight, 
And his fruit was sweet to my taste. 

,Hc brought me to tire banqueting-house, 

And his banner over me was lov c. 

Stay me with flagons, comfort me with apples: 

For I am sick of love. 
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His left hand is under my head, 

And his right hand doth embrace me. 

I charge you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, 

By the roes, and by the hinds of the field, 

That ye stir not up, nor awake my love, till he please. 
The voice of my beloved 1 behold he cometh 
Leapmg upon the mountains, skipping upon the hills. 
My beloved is like a roe, or a young hart : 

Behold, he standeth behind our wall, 

He looketh forth at the windows. 

Shewing himself through the lattice. 

My beloved spake, and said unto me : — 

‘ Rise up, my love, my fair one, and come away. 

For, lo, the rvinter is past. 

The rain is over and gone ; 

The flowers appear on the earth ; 

The time of the singing of birds is come. 

And the voice of the turtle is heard in our land ; 

The fig-tree putteth forth her green figs. 

And the vines with the tender grapes give a good smell. 
Anse, my love, my fair one, and come away. 

0 my dove, that art in the clefts of the rock, in the secret 

places of the stairs. 

Let me see thy countenance. 

Let me hear thy voice ; 

For sweet is thy voice, and thy countenance is comely.’ 
Take us the foxes, the little foxes, that spoil the vines : 
For our vines have tender grapes. 

My beloved is mine, and I am his ; 

He feedeth among the lilies. 

Until the day break, and the shadows flee away. 

Turn, my beloved, and be thou like a roe or a young hart 
Upon the mountains of Bether. 

By night on my bed I sought him whom my soul lovcth ; 

1 sought him, but I found him not._ 

I tvill rise now, and go about the city 
In the streets, and in the broad ways 
I will seek him whom my soul loveth : 

I sought him, but I found him not. 

The watchmen that go about the city found me : 

To whom 1 said : — Saw ye him whom my soul loveth? 

It was but a little that I passed from them. 

But I found him whom my soul loveth : 

I held him, and would not let him go. 

Until I had brought him into my mother’s house. 

And into the chamber of her that conceived me. 

I charge you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, 
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By the roes, .mtl by the bind-S of tbe field. 

That ye stir not up, nor awake my love, till lie please. _ 

V^o is this that cometh out of the wilderness like pillars of 
smoke. 

Perfumed with myrrh and frankincense. 

With all powders of the merchants? 

Behold his bed, which is Solomon’s ; 

Threescore valiant men are about it. 

Of the valiant of Israel. 

They all hold swords, being expert in war : 

Every man hath his sword upon his thigh. 

Because of fear in the night. 

King Solomon made himself a chariot 
Of the wood of Lebanon. 

He made the pillars thereof of silver. 

The bottom thereof of gold, the covering of it of purple ; 

The midst thereof being paved with love. 

For the daughters of Jerusalem. 

Go forth, O ye daughters of Zion, and behold king Solomon 
With the crown wherewith his mother crowned him in the 
day of his espousals. 

And in the d.ay of the gladness of bis heart. 


53 

QUAM PtlLCHRA 

Behold, thou mt fair, my love ; 

Behold, thou art fair ; 

Thou hast doves' eyes within thy locks : 

Thy hair is as a flock of goats, 

That appear from mount Gile.ad. 

Thy teeth are like a flock of sheep that ate even shorn. 
Which came up from the washing ; 

Whereof every one bears twins. 

And none is Karren among them. 

Thy lips are like a thread of scarlet. 

And thy speech is comely : 

Thy temples are like a piece of a pomegranate 
Within thy locks. 

neck is like the tower of David, huilded for an armoury*, 
Whereon there hang a thousand bucklers. 

All shields of mighty men. 
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Thy two breasts are like two young rocs that are twins, 

Which feed among the lilies. 

Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, 

I will get me to the mountain of mynh, 

And to the hill of frankincense. 

Thou art all fair, nly love ; 

There is no spot in thee. , 

Come with me from Lebanon, my spouse, 

With me from Lebanon : 

Look from the top of Amana, 

From the top of Shenir and Hermon, 

From the lions’ dens. 

From the mountains of the leopards. 

Thou hast ravished my heart, my sister, my spouse ; 

Thou hast ravished my heart with one of thine eyes. 

With one chain of thy neck. 

How fair is thy love, my sister, my spouse ! 

How much better is thy love than wine ! 

And the smell of thine ointments than all spices i 
Thy lips, O my spouse, drop as the honeycomb : 

Honey and milk are under thy tongue ; 

And the smell of thy garments is like the smell of Lc 
A garden inclosed is my sister, my spouse ; 

A spring shut up, a fountain sealed. fmiis i 

Thy plants arc an orchard of pomegranates, with p 
Camphire with spikenard ; 

Spikenard and saffron ; , , , . 

Calamus and cinnamon, with all trces of franki , 

Myrrh and aloes, with all the chief spices i 
A fountain of gardens, 

A well of living waters. 

And streams from Lebanon. 

Awake, O north wind ; and come,_ n „ out. 

Blow upon my garden, that the spices thereof y 
Let my beloved come into his garden. 

And eat his pleasant fruits. 


VENI IN HORTUM 

I AM come into my garden, my spouse 

I have gathered my myrrh wuth my ’ . 

I have eaten my honeycomb with my honey , 
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I ha%e drunB m) v,inc with m> milk: 

Eat, O friends ; 

Drink, jea, drink abundantly, O beloved I 
I sleep, but mj bcait waketh : 

It is the voice of iny Ixtloscd that knocl clh, siyinp : — 

' Open to me, my sister, my love, my dove, my undcfded : 

For my head is filled nith dciv, 

And my locks with the drops of the mcht.’ 

I invc put off my coat ; how shall 1 put it on ? 

1 have washed my feet , how shall I defile them ? 

My beloved put in his hand by the hole of the door, 

And my bowels were moved for him. 

I rose up to open to my beloved ; 

And my hands dropped with myrrh. 

And my fingers wath sweet smelling inyrih, 

Upon the handles of the lock. 

I opened to my beloved ; 

But my beloved had withdrawn himself, end was gone . 

My soul failed when he spake 
I sought him, but I could not find him ; 

I called him, hut he gave me no answer. 

The watchmen that went about the city found me. 

They smote me, they wounded me ; 

The keepers of the walls took away my acil from me. 

I charge you, p daughters of Jerusalem, if ye find my beloved. 
That ye tell him, that I am sick of love. 

\Vhat IS thy beloved more than anotber bclov ed, 

O thou fairest among women? 

What 15 thy beloved mote than another beloved, 

That thou dost so charge us ? 

My’ beloved is white and ruddy. 

The chiefest among ten thousand. 

His head is as the most fine gold ; 

His locks arc bushy , and black as a raven : 

His eyes are as the eyes of doves by the rivers of waters, 
Washed with milk, and fitly set : 

His (Aceks are as a bed of spices, as sw eel flow ers ; 

His lips like lilies, dropping sweet-smelling mynb : 

His hands are as gold rings set with the beryl ; 

His belly is as bnght ivory overlaid with sapphires ■ 

His legs are as pillars of marble set upon sockets of fine gold ; 
His countenance is as Ixibanon, excellent as the cedars : 

His mouth is most sweet ; yea, he is altogether lovely. 

This is my beloved, and this is my friend, 

O daughters of Jerusalem. 
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QUAM PULCHRI 

How beautiful are thy feet with shoes, O prince’s daughter ! 

The joints of thy thighs are like jewels, 

The work of the hands of a cunning workman : 

Thy navel is like a round goblet. 

Which wanteth not liquor ; 

Thy belly is like an heap of wheat 
Set about with lilies : 

Thy two breasts are like two young roes that arc twins : 

Thy neck is as a tower of ivory ; r -d 

Thine eyes like the fish pools in Heshbon, by the gate oi Bath- 
rabbim ; 

Thy nose is as the tower of I^banon, 

Which looketh toward Damascus : 

Thine head upon thee is like Carmel, 

And the hair of thine head like purple : 

The king is held in the galleries. 

How fair and how pleasant art thou, 

0 love, for delights ! 

This thy stature is like to a palm-tree. 

And thy breasts to clusters of grapes. 

1 said, I -will go up to the palm-tree, 

I will take hold of the boughs thereof : ... 

Now also thy breasts shall be as clusters of the vine. 

And the smell of thy nose like apples ; , , 4 

And the roof of thy mouth like the best wine for my beloved. 

That goeth down sweetly, , 

Causing the lips of those that are asleep to speak. 

I am my beloved’s. 

And his desire is toward me. _ .cm 
Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the field ; 

Let us lodge in the villages. 

Let us get up early to the vineyards ; 

Let us see if the vine flourish, whether the tender grape app . » 
And the pomegranates bud forth : 

There will I give thee my loves. 

The mandrakes give a smell, . r - 4 «i,i 

And at our gates are all manner of pleasant fruits, new 1 

Which I have laid up for thee, O my beloved. 
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LEVATE SIGNUM 

Lift ye tip a banner upon the high mountain, 

E^t the voice unto them, shake the hand. 

That they may go into the gates of the nobles. 

I have commanded my sanctified ones, 

1 have also called my mighty ones for mine anger, 

Even them that rejoice in my highness. 

The noise of a multitude in the mountains, like as of a great people : 
A tumultuous noise of the kingdoms of nations gathered together ; 
The lord of hosts mustereth the host of the battle. 

They come from a far country, from the end of heaven, 

Even the Lord, and the weapons of his indignation, 

To destroy the whole land. 

Howl ye ; for the day of the Lord is at hand ; 

It shall come as a destruction from the iVlmighty. 

Therefore shall all hands be faint. 

And every man’s heart shall melt, 

.^d they shall be afraid : 

Pangs and sorrow shall take hold of them ; 

They shall be in pain as a woman that travailelh t 
They shall be amazed one at another ; 

Their faces shall be as flames. 

Behold, the day of the Ixird comelh. 

Cruel both with wrath and fierce anger. 

To lay the land desolate ; 

And he shall destroy the sinners thereof out of it. 

For the stars of heaven and the constellations thereof shall not give 
their light ; 

The sun shall be darkened in his going forth, 

And the moon shall not cause her light to shine. 

And 1 will punish the world for their evil, and the wicked for their 
iniquity ; 

And I will cause the arrogancy of the proud to cease. 

And will lay low the haughtiness of the terrible. 

I will make a man more precious than fine gold ; 

Even a man than the golden wedge of Ophlr. 

Therefore I will shake the heavens. 

And the earth shall remove out of her pLacc, 

In the wrath of the Lord of hosts, and in the day of his fierce 
anger. 

And it shall be as the chased roe, and as a sheep that no man 
taketh up 
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They shall every man turn to his own people, 

And flee every one into his own land. 

Every one that is found shall be thrust through ; 

And evc^ one that is joined unto them shall fall by the sword. 
Their children also shall be dashed to pieces before their eyes ; 
Their houses shall be spoiled, and their wives ravished. 

Behold, I will stir up the Medes against them, which shall not 
regard silver ; 

And_ as for gold, they shall not delight in it. 

Their bows also shall dash the young men to pieces ; 

^d they shall have no pity on the fruit of the womb ; 

Their eye shall not sp.are children. 

And Babylon, the glory of kingdoms, the beauty of the Chaldees’ 
excellency. 

Shall be as when God overthrew Sodom and Gomorrah. 

It shall never be inhabited, 

Neither shall it be dwelt in from generation to generation ; 

Neither shall the Arabian pitch tent there ; 

Neither shall the shepherds make their fold there. 

But wild beasts of the desert shall he there ; 

And their houses shall be full of doleful creatures ; 

^d owls shall dwell there, and satyrs shall dance there. 

And the wild beasts of the islands shall cry m their desolate 
houses. 

And dragons in their pleasant palaces : 

And her time is near to come, and her days shall not be prolonged. 
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QUIA NOCTE 

Because in the night Ar of Moab is laid waste, and brought to 
silence ; 

Because in the night Kir of Moab is laid waste, and brought to 
silence ; 

He is gone up to Bajith, and to Dibon, the high places, to weep : 
Moab shall howl over Nebo, and over Medeba : 

On all_ their heads shall be baldness, and every beard cut off. 

In their streets they shall gird themselves with sackcloth : 

On the tops of their houses, and in their streets. 

Every one shall howl, weeping abundantly. 

And Heshbon shall cry, and Eiealeh ; 

Their voice shall be heard even unto Jahaz : 

Therefore the armed soldiers of Moab shall cry out; 

His life shall be grievous unto him. 

E 
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My heart shall cry out for Sloab ; 

His fugitives shall flee unto Zoar, an heifer of three years old -• 

For hy the mounting up of Luhith with weeping shall they go 
it up ; 

For in the way of Horonaim they shall raise up a cry of destruction. 
For the waters of Nimrim shall be desolate ! 

For the hay is withered away, the grass faileth, there is no green 

thing. , . V .u 

Therefore the abundance they have gotten, and that which they 
have laid up. 

Shall they carry aw,ay to the brook of the willows. 

For the cry is gone round the borders of Moab ; 

The howling thereof unto Eglatm, 

And the howling thereof unto Beer-elim. 

For the waters of Dimon shall be full of blood : 

For I w ill bring more upon Dimon, 

Lions upon him that escapeth of Moab, and upon the remnant of 
the land. 


S8 

ULULATE NAVES 
Howl, ye ships of Tarshish ; 

For it IS laid waste, so that there is no house, no entering in : 

From the land of Chitlim it is revealed to them. 

Be still, yc inhabitants of the isle ; 

Thou whom the merchants of Zidon, that p.ass over the sea, have 
replenished. 

And by great waters the seed of Sihor, the harvest of the river, is 
her revenue ; 

And she is a mart of nations. 

Be thou ashamed, O Zidon : 

For the sea hath spoken, even the strength of the sea. 

Staying, I travail not, nor bring forth children. 

Neither do I nourish up young men, nor bring up virgins. 

As at the report concerning Egypt, 

So shall they be sorely pained at the report of Tyre. 

B.ass yc over to Tarshish ; 

Howl, ye inhabitants of the isle. 

Is this your joyous city, vihose antiquity is of ancient days? 

Her own feet shall carry her afar off to sojourn. 

WHio hath taken this counsel against Tyre, the crow ning city, 
Whose merchants are princes, whose Itaflickers arc the honourable 
of the earth ? 
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The prd of hosts liath purposed it, to stain the pride of all rloiy, 

to bring into contempt nil tlic honourable of the earth. 

;^s through thy land as a river, O daughter of Tarshish : 

There IS no more strength. 

Th-T '>>= I'ingdoms : 
itic Ixird hath given .1 commandment against the merchant city, 
. , destroy the strong holds thereof. 

"'"^d^ughtcr^zS^ ° '’"Gin, 

^ise, pass over to Chitlim ; 

shall thou have no rest. 

Behold the land of llie Chaldeans ; 

This people was not, till the Assjrian founded it for them that 
a well in the wilderness- 

They set up th^c towers thereof, they raised up the palaces thereof; 
And he brought it to ruin. 

Howl, ye ships of Tarshish ; 

Tor y our strength is laid waste. 

And It shall come to pass in that day, that Tyre shall be forgotten 
seventy years, ^ 

Accorihng to the days of one king : 

After the end of seventy yc.ars shall Tyre sing as an harlot, 
lake an harp, go about the city, thou harlot that hast been forgotten ; 

remMber^ mayest be 

And it sliall come to pass afler the end of sesenty years, that the 
Lord will visit Tyre, 

And she shall turn lo her hire, 

And shall commit fornication ■with all the kinirdoms of the world 
“Pon the face of the earth. 

And her merchandise and her hire shall be holiness to the Lord : 

It shall not be treasured nor laid up ; 

hor her nmrchandisc shall be for them that dwell before the Lord, 
10 cat sufficiently, and for durable clothing. 
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REQUIRITE in libro 

Sepk ye out of the book of the Lord, and rc.sd : 

No one of these shall fail, none shall want her mate : 
For my mouth it hath commanded. 

And his spirit it hath gathered them. 

And he hath cast the lot for them, 

And his hand hath divided it unto them by line; 
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They shall possess it for ever. 

From generation to generation shall they dwell Ihcrem. 

The wilderness and the solitary place shall be glad for them ; 

And the desert shall rejoice, and blossom as the rose. _ _ 

It shall blossom abundantly, and rejoice even with joy and singing : 
The glory of I>ebanon shall be given nnto it, 

The excellency of Carmel and Sharon, 

They shall see the glorj’ of the Lord, and the excellency of our God. 
Strengthen ye the weak hands, and confirm the feeble knees. 

Say to them that are of a fearful heart. Be strong, fear not : 

Behold, your God will come with vengeance, even God with a 
recompence ; 

He will come and save you. 

Then the eyes of the blind shall be opened, 

And the cars of the deaf shall be unstopped. 

Then shall the lame man leap as an hart, and the tongue of the 
dumb sing : 

For in the wilderness shall waters break out, and streams in the 
desert. 

And the parched ground shall become a pool, and the thirsty land 
springs of water : 

In the habitation of dragons, where each lay, shall be grass with 
reeds and rushes. 

And an highway shall be there, and a way. 

And it shall be called The way of holiness ; 

The unclean shall not pass over it ; 

But it shall be for those : 

The wayfaring men, though fools, shall not err therein. 

No lions shall be there. 

Nor any ravenous beast shall go up thereon. 

It shall not be found there ; 

But the redeemed shall walk there : 

And the ransomed of the Lord shall return, 

And come to Zion with songs and everlasting joy upon their hc.ads ; 
They shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing shall 
flee away. 
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IN DIMIDIO DIERUM 

I SAID in the cutting off of my days, I shall go to the gates of the 
grave ; 

I am deprived of the residue of my years. 

I said, I shall not see the Lord, even the Imrd in the land of the 
living ; 
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I shall behold man no more rvith the inhabitants of the 
world. 

Mine age is departed, and is removed from me as a shepherd’s 
tent : 

I have cut off like a weaver my life ; 

He will cut me off uith pining sickness : 

From day even till night wilt thou make an end of me. 

I reckoned till morning, that, as a lion, so will he break all my 
bones : 

From day even to night wilt thou make an end of me. 

Like a crane or a swallow, so did I chatter : 

I did mourn as a dove : 

Mine eyes fail with looking upward : 

0 Lord, I am oppressed ; 

Undertake for me. 

^Vhat shall I say? 

He hath both spoken unto me, and himself hath done it. 

1 shall go softly all my years in the bitterness of my soul. 

O Lord, by these things men live. 

And in all these things is the life of my spirit : 

So wilt thou recover me, and make me to live. 

Behold, for peace I had great bitterness-. 

But thou hast in love to my soul delivered it from the pit of 
corruption : 

For thou hast cast all my sins behind thy back. 

For the grave cannot praise thee. 

Death cannot celebrate thee. 

They that go down into the pit cannot hope for thy tmth. 

The living, the living, he shall praise thee, as I do this day : 

The father to the children shall make know 11 thy truth. 

The Lord tvas ready to save me : 

Therefore we will sing my songs to the stringed instruments all 
the days of our life in the house of the Lord. 
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CONSURGE, CONSURGE 

Awake, awake ; 

Put on thy strength, O Zion ; , , . 

Put on thy beautiful garments, O Jerusalem, the holy city : _ 

For henceforth there shall no more come into thee the uncircumcised 
and the unclean. 

Shake thyself from the dust ; 

Arise, and sit down, O Jerusalem : 
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Loose thyself fiom the hands of thy neck, O captive daughter of 
Zion. 

For thus saith the Lord, 

Ye have sold yourselves for nought ; 

And ye shall be redeemed without money. 

For thus saith the Lord God, 

My people went down aforetime into Egypt to sojourn there ; 

And the Assyrian oppressed them without cause. 

Now therefore, what have I here, saith the Lord, 

That my people is taken away for nought? 

They that rule over them make them to howl, saith the Lord ; 

And my name continually every day is blasphemed. 

Therefore my people shall know my name : 

Therefore they shall know in that day that I am he that doth 
speak : 

Behold, it is I. 

How beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of him that bring- 
eth good tidings, that publisheth peace ; 

That bringeth good tidings of good, that pulilisheth salvation ; 
That saitli unto Zion, Thy God reigneth. 

Thy watchmen shall lift up the voice ; 

With the voice together shall they sing i 

For they shall see eye to eje, when the Lord shall bring again 
Zion. 

Break forth into joy, sing together, ye waste places of Jerusalem : 
For the Lord hath comforted his people, he hath redeemed 
Jerusalem. 

The Lord hath made bare his holy arm in the eyes of all the 
nations : 

And all the ends of the earth shall see the salvation of our God. 
Depart ye, depart ye, go ye out from thence, touch no unclean 
thing ; 

Go ye out of the midst of her ; 

Be ye clean, that bear the vessels of the Lord. 

For ye shall not go out with haste, nor go by flight s 
For the Lord will go before you ; 

And the God of Israel will be your rereward. 
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SURGE, ILLUMINARE 

Arise, shine ; for thy light is come. 

And the glory of the Lord is risen upon thee. 

For, behold, the darkness shall cover the earth, and gross darkness 
the people : 
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But the Lord shall arise upon thee, 

And his glory shall be seen upon Uiee. 

And the Gentiles shall come to thy light, 

And kings to the brightness of thy rising. 

Lift up thine eyes round about, and sec : 

All they gather themselves together, they come to thee : 

Thy sons shall come from far, 

And thy daughters shall be nursed at thy side. 

Then thou shalt see, and flow together. 

And thine heart shall fear, and be enlarged ; 

Because the abundance of the sea shall be converted unto thee, 
The forces of the Gentiles shall come unto thee. 

The multitude of camels shall cover thee. 

The dromedaries of Midian and Ephah ; 

, All they from Sheba shall come : 

They shall bring gold and incense ; 

And they shall shew forth the praises of the Lord. 

All the flocks of Kedar shall be gathered unto thee, 

The rams of Nebaioth shall minister unto thee : 

They shall come up with acceptance on mine altar. 

And I tvill glorify the house of my gloiy. 

Who are these that fly as a cloud, and as the doves to their 
tvindows? 

Surely the isles shall wait for me. 

And the ships of Tarshish first. 

To bring thy sons from far. 

Their silver and their gold with them, 

Unto the name of the Lord thy God, and to the Holy One of 
Israel, 

Because he hath glorified thee. 

And the sons of strangers shall build up thy walls, 

And their kings shall minister unto thee : 

For in my wrath I smote thee, but in my favour have I merej- 
on thee. 

Therefore thy gates shall be open continually ; 

They shall not be shut day nor night ; 

That men may bring unto thee the forces of the Gentiles, 

And that their kings may be brought. 

For the nation and kingdom that will not serve thee shall 
perish ; 

Yea, those nations shall be utterly wasted. 

The glory of I.ebanon shall come unto thee. 

The fir tree, the pine tree, and the box together. 

To beautify the place of my sanctuary ; 

And I will make the place of my feet glorious. 

The sons also of them that afflicted thee shall come bending unto 
thee ; 
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And all they that despised thee shall bow themselves down 
at the soles of thy feet ; 

And they shall call thee. The city of the Lord, 

The Zion of the Holy One of Israel. 

\^ereas thou hast been forsaken and hated, 

So that no man went through thee, 

I will make thee an eternal excellency, 

A joy of many generations 

Thou shalt also suck the milk of the Gentiles, 

And shalt suck the breast of kings ; 

And thou shalt know that I the Lord am thy Saviour and 
thy Redeemer, 

The mighty One of Jacob. 

For brass 1 will bring gold, and for iron I will bnng silver. 
And for wood brass, and for stones iron : 

I will also make thy officers peace. 

And thine exactors righteousness 
Violence shall no more be heard in thy land. 

Wasting nor destruction within thy borders ; 

But thou shalt call tliy walls Salvation, and thy gates Praise. 
The sun shall be no more thy light by day ; 

Neither for brightness shall the moon give light unto thee ; 
But the Lord shall be unto thee an everlasting light, 

And thy God thy glory. 

Thy sun shall no more go down : 

Neither shall thy moon withdraw itself : 

For the Lord shall be thine everlasting light, 

And the days of thy mourning shall be ended. 

Thy people also shall be all righteous : 

They shall mhent the land for ever. 

The branch of my planting, the work of my hands. 

That I may be glorified 
A little one shall become a thousand, 

And a small one a strong nation : 

1 the Ixird will hasten it in his time. 
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praeparate scutum 

Order ye the buckler and shield, and draw near to battle. 
Harness the horses ; 

And get up, ye horsemen, and stand forth with your 
helmets ; 

Furbish the spears, and put on the brigandines. 
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IVhtrefoic Imvc I seen tlicm disma>c<l and turned awry back? 

And their raiphty ones are Irealen down, and are fled apace, and 
look not back : 

For fear was round about, salth the Lord. 

Let not the swift flee away, nor the niiglity man escape ; 

They shall stumble, and fall toward the north by the riter 
Euphrates. 

Who is this that comclli up as a flood, 

Whose tvaters are moved as the risers ? 
up like a flood. 

And his waters are moted like the risers ; 

And he saith, I wilt jjo up, and will cover the earth ; 

I will destroy the city and the inhabitants thereof. 

Come up, ye horses ; 

And raKc, je^riots; 

And let the mighty men come forth ; 

The Ethiopians and the Libyans, that handle the shield ; 

And the LydLans, tliat handle and bend the bow. 

For this is the day of the Lord God of hosts, a day of vengeance, 
That he may avenge him of his adversaries : 

And the sword shall devour, 

And it shall be satiate and made drunk with their blood : 

For the Lord God of hosts hath a sacrifice in the north country by 
the nver Euphrates. . , , . , . 

Go up into Gilead, and take balm, O virgin, the daughter ol 
Egypt r 

In vain shalt thou use many medicines ; 

For thou shalt not be cured. 

The nations have heard of thy shame. 

And thy cry hath filled the land : _ 

For tlic mighty man hath stumbled against the mighty. 

And they are fallen both together. 
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QUOMODO SEPET 

How doth the city sit solitary, that was full of people I 

How is she become as a widow ! , . 

She that was great among tlie nations, and princess among 
provinces. 

How is she become tributary ! , • 

She wcepeth sore in the night, and her tears are on her 
Among all her lovers she hath none to comfort her: 



THE ENGLISH BIBLE 


74 

All her friends have dealt treacherously with her, 

They are become her enemies. 

Judah is gone into captivity because of affliction, and because or 
great servitude ; 

She dwelleth among the heathen, she findeth no rest : 

All her persecutors overlook her between the straits. 

The ways of Zion do mourn, because none come to the solemn 
feasts : 

All her gates are desolate : 

Iler priests sigh, her virgins are afflicted. 

And she is in bitterness. 

Her adversaries are the chief, her enemies prosper ; 

For the I/ird hath afflicted her for the multitude of her trans- 
gressions : 

Her children are gone into captivity before the enemy. 

And from the daughter of Zion all her beauty is departed ; 

Her princes are become like harts that find no pasture. 

And they are gone without strength before the pursuer. 

Jerusalem remembered in the days of her affliction and of her 
miseries all her pleasant things that she had in the days of 
old. 

When her people fell into the hand of the enemy, 

And none did help her ; 

The adversaries saw her, and did mock at her Sabbaths. 

Jerusalem had grievously sinned ; 

Therefore she is removed : 

All that honoured her despise her, 

Because they have seen her nakedness : 

Yea, she sigheth, and turneth backward. 

Her filthiness is in her skirts ; 

She remembereth not her last end ; 

Therefore she came down wonderfully : 

She had no comforter. 

O Lord, behold my affliction : 

For the enemy hath magnified himself. 

The adversary hath spread out his hand upon all her pleasant 
things. 

For she hath seen that the heathen entered into her sanctuary. 
Whom thou didst command that they should not enter into thy 
congregation. 

All her people sigh, they seek bread ; 

They have pven their pleasant things for meat to relieve the soul ' 
Sec, O Ixird, and consider; 

For I am become \ ilc. 

Is it nothing to you, 

All )c that pass by? 

Behold, and see if there he any sorrow like unto my sorrow. 
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Which is done unto me, 

Wherewith the Lord hath afflicted me in the day of his fierce anger. 
From above hath he sent fire into my bones, 

And it prevaileth against them : 

He hath spread a net for my feet. 

He hath turned me back : 

He hath made me desolate and faint all the day. 

The yoke of my transgressions is bound by his hand : 

They are wreathed, and come up upon my neck : 

He hath made my strength to fall. 

The Lord hath delivered me into their hands. 

From whom I am not able to rise up. 

The Lord hath trodden under foot all my mighty men in the midst 
of me : 

He hath called an assembly against me to crush my young men : 
The Lord hath trodden the virgin, the daughter of Judah, as in a 
winepress. 

For these things I weep ; 

Mine eye, mine eye runneth down with water, 

Because the comforter that should relieve my soul is far from me : 
My children are desolate, because the enemy prevailed. 

Zion spreadeth forth her hands, and there is none to comfort her ; 
The Lord hath commanded concerning Jacob, that his adversaries 
should be round about him : 

Jerusalem is as a menstruous woman among them. 

The Lord is righteous ; 

For 1 have rebelled against his commandment : 

Hear, I pray you, all people, and behold my sorroiy : 

My virgins and my young men are gone into captivity. 

I called for my lovers, but they deceived me 
My priests and mine elders gave up the ghost in the city. 

While they sought their meat to rdieve their souls. 

Behold, O Lord ; for I am in distress : 

My bowels are troubled ; 

Mine heart is turned within me ; 

For I have grievously rebelled : 

Abroad the sword bere.aveth, at home there is as death. 

They have heard that I sigh ; 

There is none to comfort me ; 

All mine enemies have heard of my trouble ; 

They are glad that thou hast done it : 

Thou ivilt bring the day that thou hast called. 

And they shall be like unto me. 

Let all their wickedness come before thee ; 

And do unto them, as thou hast done unto me for all my trans- 
gressions : 

For my sighs are many, and my heart is faint. 
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FIKIS VKNIT 

AN end, the end is come upon the four corners of tl,c land. 

Now is the end come upon tlice. 

And 1 Vi in send mine anger upon thee. 

And will judge liicc according to liiy stays, 

And will recompense upon ihtc all thine al:ominitions. 

And mine eje shall not spare thee, neither will 1 hue pity ; 

But I svill recompense thy nij-s upon thee. 

And thine abominations shall be in the midst of thee : 

And ye shall know that I am the Ixitd. 

An evil, an only evil, behold, is come. 

An end is come, the end is come t 
It watchelh for thee ; 

Behold, it is come. 

The morning is come unto thee, O thou that dwellcst in the land ; 
The time is come, the day of trouble is near. 

And not the sounding again of the mountains. 

Now will 1 shortly pour out my fury upon thee. 

And accomplish mine anger upon thee : 

And I Will judge thee according to thy ways. 

And will recompense thee for all thine abominations. 

And mine eye shall not spare, neither will I have pity : 

I will recompense thee according to thy w aj-s and thine abomina- 
tions that arc in the midst of thee ; 

And ye shall know that I am the Lord that smiteth. 

Behold the day, behold, it is come: 

The morning is gone forth ; 

The rod hath blossomed, 

Pride bath budded. 

Violence is risen up into a rod of wickedness : 

None of them shall remain, nor of their multitude, nor of any of 
theirs ; 

Neither shall there be wailing for them. 

The time is come, the day draweth near ; 

I,et not the buyer rejoice, nor the seller mourn : 

For wrath is upon all the multitude thereof. 

For the seller shall not return to that which is sold, although they 
were yet alive : 

For the vision is touching the whole multitude thereof, which 
shall not return ; 

Neither shall any strengthen himself in the iniquity of his life. 
They have blown the trumpet, even to make all ready ; 

But none goeth to the battle : 

For my wrath is upon all the multitude thereof. 
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The s^vord !■; wlhout, and the pestilence and the famine within : 
He that is in the field shall die with the sw ord ; 

And he that is in the city, famine and pestilence shall devour him. 
But they that escape of them sh.all escape, 

And shall be on the mountains like doves of the valleys. 

All of them mourning, every one for his iniquity. 

All hands shall be feeble. 

And all knees shall be weak as w.atct. 

They shall also gird themselves with sackcloth, and horror shall 
cover them ; „ , ■ 

And shame shall be upon all faces, and baldness upon all their 
heads. . 

They shall cast their silver in the streets, and their gold shall be 
remosed; , , • u 

Their silver and their gold shall not be able to deliver them in the 
day of the wrath of the Lord : 

They shall not satisfy their souls, neither fill their bowels ; 

Because it is the stumblingblock of their iniquity.^ 

As for the beauty of his ornament, he set it in m.ajcsty : - , . 

But they made the images of their abominations and of their 
detestable things therein : 

Therefore have I set it far from them. , 

And I will give it into the hands of the strangers for a prey, and 
to the wicked of the earth for a spoil ; 

And they shall pollute it. ... .. „ 

My face will I turn also from them, and they shall pollute my 
secret place ; 

Eor the robbers shall enter into it, and defile it. 

Make a chain : . . r „ r • , 

For the land is full of bloody enmes, and the city is full of wolenct 
"Wherefore I will bring the worst of the heathen, and they sha 
possess their houses : 

I will also make the pomp of the strong to cease ; 

And their holy places shall be defiled. 

Destruction cometh ; 

And they shall seek peace, and there shall be none. 

Mischief shall come upon mischief, and rumour shall be upo 
rumour ; 

Then shall they seek a vision of the prophet ; , r ti.o 

But the law shall perish from the priest, .and counsel from tne 

The king shall mourn, and the prince shall be clothed with 
desolation, < , , . , , . 

And the hands of the people of the land shall be troubled . 

1 will do unto them after their way. 

And according to their deserts will I judge them } 

And they shall know that I am the Lord. 
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QU ARE MATER 

What is thy mother? 

A lioness : 

She lay down among lions, she nourished her whelps among young 
lions. 

And she brought up one of her whelps : 

It became a young lion, and it learned to catch the prey ; 

It devoured men. 

The nations also heard of him ; _ _ , 

He was taken in their pit, and they brought him with chains unto 
the land of Egypt. 

Now when she saw that she had waited, and her hope was lost, 
Then she took another of her whelps, and made him a young 
lion. 

And he went up and down among the lions. 

He became a young lion. 

And learned to catch the prey, and devoured men. ... 

And he knew their desolate palaces, and he laid waste their cities ; 
And the land was desolate, and the fulness thereof, by the noise of 
his roaring. 

Then the nations set against him on every side from the provinces, 
and spread their net over him : 

He was taken in their pit. 

And they put him in ward in chains, and brought him to the kmg 
of Babylon i 

They brought him into holds, that his voice should no more be 
heard upon the mountains of Israel. 

Thy mother is like a vine in thy blood, planted by the waters : 

She was fruitful and full of branches by reason of many waters. 

And she had strong tods for the sceptres of them that bare rule. 
And her statute was exalted among the thick branches, 

And she appeared in her height with the multitude of her branches. 
But she was plucked up in fury. 

She was cast down to the ground, 

And the east wind dried up her fruit : 

Her strong tods were broken and withered ; ■ ' 

The fire consumed them. 

And now she is planted in the wilderness, in a dry and thirsty 
ground. 

And fire is gone out of a rod of her branches, which hath devoured 
her fruit. 

So that she hath no strong rod to be a sceptre to rule. 

This is a lamentation, and shall be for a lamentation. 
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CAXITE TUBA 

Blow ye tlic trumpet in Zion, and sound an alarm in my holy 
mountain : 

Let all the inhabitants of the land tremble : 

For the day of the Lord cometh, for it is nigh at hand ; 

A day of darkness and of gloominess, 

A day of clouds and of thick darkness. 

As the morning spread upon the mountains : 

A great people and a strong ; 

There hath not been eser the like. 

Neither shall be any more after it, 

Even to the years of many generations. 

A fire devoureth before them ; 

And behind them a flame bumeth : 

The land is as the garden of Eden before them, and behind them 
^ a desolate wilderness ; 

Yea, and nothing shall escape them. 

The appear.ance of them is as the appearance of horses ; 

And as horsemen, so shall they run. 

Like the noise of chariots on the tops of mountains shall they leap, 
Like the noise of a flame of fire that devoureth the stubble. 

As a strong people set in battle array. 

Before their face the people shall be much pained : 

All faces shall gather blackness. 

They shall run like mighty men ; 

They shall climb the wall like men of war ; 

And they shall march every one on his «a>s. 

And they shall not break their ranks : 

Neither shall one thrust another ; 

They shall walk every one in his path : 

And when they fall upon the sword, they shall not be wounded. 
They shall run to and fro in the city ; 

They shall run upon the wall, 

They shall climb up upon the houses ; 

They shall enter in at the windows like a thief. 

The earth shall quake before them ; 

The heavens shall tremble : 

The sun and the moon shall be dark. 

And the stars shall withdraw their shining : 

And the Lord shall utter his voice before his army : 

For his camp is very great : 

For he is strong that execuleth his word : 

For the day of the Lord is great and very terrible ; 

And who can abide it? 
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0 u A n I’. I T F, M r. 

Sr.r.K ye me, and ye shall live : 

Kilt sect not Jklh-el, nor enter into Gil;;al, and pass r.o! to 
UcctsUeha i 

For Gilcal shall surely go into captivity, 

And Eeth-el shall come to nought. 

Sect the I/ird, and yc shall live : 

Lest he break out like fire in the house of Jestph, ana 
devour it, 

And there be none to tjner.ch it in Ecth-el. 

Ye svho tumjudgment to wormwood, 

And leave off righteousness in the earth. 

Seek him that makclh the seven f.ta.rs and Orion, 

And tumeth the shadow of slealh into the morning. 

And maketh the day dark with night : 

That ruilleth for the waters of the sesa, 

And pourcth them out upon the face of the earth ; 

The Lord is his name : 

Tlsat strenglhcneth the spoiled against the strong. 

So that the spoiled shall come apinst the fortress. 
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DOMINE, AUDI VI 

O Lord, I hnvc heard Ihy speech, am! war. afraid : 
O Lord, revive Oiy work in tlic midst of the years, 
In the midst of the years make known ; 

In wrath remember mercy. 

God came from Tcman, 

And the Holy One from mount Paran. 

His glory covered thchcavcn.s. 

And the earth was full of his praise. 

And his brightness was as the light ; 

He had horns coming out of his hand ; 

And there was the hiding of his power. 

Before him went the pestilence, 

And burning coals went forth at his feel. 
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He stood, and nieasuicd the earth ; 

He beheld, and drove asunder the nations ; 

And the everlasting mountains were scattered, ' 

The perpetual hills did bow : 

His ways are everlasting. 

I saw the tents of Cushan in affliction : 

And the curtains of the hand of Midian did tremble. 

Was the Lord displeased against the rivets? 

Was thine anger against the rivers? 

Was thy wrath against the sea. 

That thou didst ride upon thine horses. 

And thy chariots of salvation ? 

Thy bow was made quite naked. 

According to the oaths of the tribes, even thy word. 
Thou didst cleave the earth with rivers. 

^ The mountains saw thee, and they trembled ; 

The overflowing of the water passed by : 

The deep uttered his voice, 

And lifted up his hands on high. 

The sun and moon stood still m their habitation : 

At the light of thine arrows they went, 

And at the shining of thy glittering ^car. 

Thou didst march through the land in indignation. 

Thou didst thresh the heathen in anger. 

Thou wentest forth for the salvation of thy people. 

Even for salvation with thine anointed ; 

Thou woundedst the head out of the house of the wicked, 
By discovering the foundation unto the neck. 

Thou didst strike through with his staves the head of 
his villages ; 

They came out as a whirlwind to scalier me: 

Their rejoicing was as to devour the poor secretly. 

Thou didst walk through the sea with thine horses. 
Through tlie heap of great waters. 

When I heard, my belly trembled ; 

My lips quivered at the voice ; 

Rottenness entered into niy bones, and I trembled in 
myself. 

That I might rest in the d.ay of trouble : 

When he cometh up unto the people, he will nvade 
them with his troops. 

Although the fig-tree shall not blossom, 

Neither shall fruit be in the vines ; 

The labour of the olive shall fail. 

And the fields shall yield no meat ; 

The flock shall be cut off from the fold, 

And there shall be no herd in the stalls ; 

F 
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Yet 1 will rejoice in the Lord, 

I will joy in the God of my salvation. 

The I.ord God is my strength, 

And he « ill mahe my feet like hinds’ feet, 

And he will make me to walk upon mine high places. 
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A lover’s lullaby 

Sing lullaby, as women do. 

Wherewith they bring their babes to rest ; 
And lullaby can I sing too, 

As womanly ns can the best. 

With lullaby they still the child. 

And, if I be not much beguiled, 

Full many a wanton babe have I, 

Which must be stilled with lullaby. 

First, lullaby mj youthful years 1 
It IS now lime to go to bed. 

For crooked age and hoary hairs 

Have won the haven within my head. 
With lullaby then, youth, be still. 

With lullaby content thy wall. 

Since courage quails and comes behind. 

Go sleep, and so beguile thy mind I 

Next, lullaby my gazing e>es. 

Which wonted were to glance apace. 

For ev ery glass may now suffice 
To show the furrows in my face I 
With lullaby then wink awhile ; 

With lullaby your looks beguile ; 

Let no fair face, nor beauty bright. 

Entice you eft with vain delight. 

And lullaby my wanton will I 

Let reason’s rule now rein thy thought; 
Since all too late I find by skill 
How dear 1 have thy fancies bought. 
With lullaby now take thine ease, 

With lullaby thy doubts appease. 

For trust to this, if thou be still. 

My body shall obey thy will. 
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Eke lullaby my loving boy — 

_My little robin, take thy rest ! 

Since age is cold and nothing coy, 

Keep close thy coin, for so is list. 

With lullaby be thou content, 

With lullaby thy lusts relent 1 

Let others pay which have more pence : 

Thou art too poor for such expense. 

Thus lullaby my youth, mine eyes, 

My will, my ware, and all that was 1 
I can no more delays devise ; 

But welcome pain, let pleasure pass 1 
With lullaby now take your leave. 

With lullaby your dreams deceive, 

.^nd when you rise with waking eye, 
Remember then this lullaby. 

Geargt Gascoyne 


71 

A FAREWELL 

Adieu, O daisy of delight I 
Adieu, most pleasant and perfyt ; 

Adieu, and have good mght I 
Adieu, thou lustiest of Ijwe ; 

Adieu, sweet thing superlatyve ; 

Adieu, my lamp of light ! 

Like as the lizard does indeed 
Live by the manis’ face. 

Thy beauty likewise should me feed, 
If we had time and space. 

Adieu now ; be true now. 

Sen that we must depart. 
Forget not, and set not 
At light my constant heart. 

Albeit my body be absent. 

My faithful heart is vigilent 
To do you service true ; 

But, when I hant into the place 
^Vhe^e I was wont to see that face. 
My dolour does renew. 

Then all my pleasure is bat pain. 

My cares they do increase ; 
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Until I see your face again, 

I live in heaviness. 

Sore weeping, but sleeping, 

The nights I overdrive ; 

Whiles mourning, whiles turning, 

With thoughtis pensitive. 

Sometime Good Hope did me comfort, 

Saying, the time should be but short 
Of absence to endure. 

Then Courage quickens so my spreit. 

When I think on my lady sweet, 

I hald my service sure. 

I cannot plaint of my estate, 

1 thank the gods above ; 

For I am first in her consait. 

Whom both I serve and love. 

Her friends aye weinds 
To cause her to revoke ; 

She bides, and slides 
No more than does a rock. 

O lady, for thy constancy 
A faithful servant sail I be. 

Thine honour to defend ; 

And I sail surely, for thy saik. 

As doth the turtle for her raaik. 

Love to my lyfis end. 

No pain nor travail, fear nor dreid, 

Shall cause me to desist. 

Then, aye when ye this letter read, 

Remember how we kissed : 

Embracing, with lacing. 

With others tearis sweet 1 
Sic blissing in kissing 
I quit till we two meet. 

Alexander Montgomerie. 
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AUBADE 

Hky! now ihe day daws ; 
The joUy cock craws ; 
Now shroudes the shaws, 
Through Nature anon* 
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The thissell-cock, cries 
On lovers who lies. 

Now sknils the skies : 
The night is ne.ir gone. 


The feilds overflows 
With gowans that grows, 
Where lilies like lowes, 

As red as the rone. 

Tlie turtle that true is, 

W'ith notes that renew s, 

Her pairty pursues : 

The night is near gone. 

Now hairtes with hinds, 
Conform to their kinds. 

Hie tosses their tynds. 

On ground where they grone. 
Now hurchons, with hairs. 

Aye passes in pairs, 

\Vhich duly declares 
The night is near gone. 

The season excells 
Through sweetness that smells ; 
Now Cupid compels 
Our lieartcs cchone 
On Venus, who walks. 

To muse on our marks, 

Sj ne sing for their saiks : — 

* The night is near gone !’ 

All courageous knichts 
Agancs the day dichts 
The breast plate that bright is, 
To fight with their fonc. 

The stoned steed stamps 
Through courage, and cramps. 
Syne on the land lamps : 

The night is near gone. 

The freikes on fcilds 
That wight wapins weilds 
With shimng bnght shields 
As Titan in tronc. 
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SlifT speirs, in rcists 
Over corscrs’ crests, 

Arc broke on their breists : 

The night is near gone. 

So hard are their hilts, 

Some svrays, some silts. 

And some perforce fiills 

On ground while they groan. 

Some groomes that gay is. 

On blonkes that brays. 

With swordts assays : 

The night is near gone. 

Alexander Montgamene. 
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COME, LITTEE BABE 

Come, htlle babe, come, silly soul. 

Thy father’s shame, thy mother’s grief. 

Bom as I doubt to all our dole. 

And to thyself unhappy chief : 

Sing lullaby and lap it warm. 

Poor soul that thinks no creature barm. 


Thou little thmk’st, and less dost know 
The cause of this Ihy mother’s moan. 

Thou want’st the wit to wail her woe. 

And I myself am all alone. 

Why dost thou weep? why dost thou wail ? 
And know’st not yet what thou dost ail. 


Come, little wretch ! Ah ! silly heart. 

Mine only joy', what can I more ? 

If there be any wrong thy smart. 

That may the destinies implore, 

’Twas I, I say, against my will — 

I wail the time, but be thou still. 

And dost thou smile? O thy sweet face ! 
Would God Himself He might thee see 1 
No doubt thou soon wouldst purchase grace, 
1 know right well, for thee and me. 

But come to mother, babe, and play. 
For father false is fled away. 
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Sweet boy, if it by fortune chance 
Thy father home again to send, 

If Death do strike me with his lance, 

Yet may’st thou me to him commend : 

If any ask thy mother’s name. 

Tell how by love she purchased blame. 

Then will his gentle heart soon yield : 

I know him of a noble mind : 

Although a lion in the field, » 

A lamb in town thou shall him find : 

Ask blessing, babe, be not afraid ! 

His sugared words hath me betrayed. 

Then may’st thou joy and be right glad. 

Although in woe 1 seem to moan. 

Thy father is no rascal lad : 

A noble youth of blood and bone, 

His glancing looks, if he once smile. 

Right honest women may beguile. 

Come, little boy, and rock a-sleep I 
Sing lullaby, and be thou still 1 
I, that can do naught else but weep. 

Will sit by thee and wail my fill : 

God bless my babe, and lullaby 
From this thy father’s quality. 

Nicholas Breton. 
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SONG 

Lovely kind and kindly loving, 

Such a mind were worth the moving ; 
Truly fair and fairly true — 

Where are all these but in you ? 

Wisely kind and kindly wise. 

Blessed life, where sucli love lies 1 
Wise, and kind, and fair, and true — 
Lovely live all these in you. 

Sweetly dear and dearly sweet. 

Blessed where these blessings meet ! 
Sweet, fair, wise, kind, blessed, true — 
Blessed be all these in you ! 


Nicholas Breton. 
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T'^STOR^^. 

Ik the merry month of May, 

On a morn hy break of day, 

Forth I walk’d by the woorl-sidc, 

Whereas May was in her pride ; 

There I spied all alone 
Phillida and Cotydon. 

Much ado there was, God wot ! 

He would love and she would not. 

She said, Never roan was true; 

He said. None was false to you. 

He said. He had loved her loat; ; 

She said, Love should have no wrong. 

Corydon would kiss her then ; 

She said. Maids must kiss no men 
Till they did for good and all ; 

Then she made the shepherd call 
All the heavens to witness truth 
Never loved a truer youth. 

T'hus with many a pretty oath. 

Yea and nay, faith and troth. 

Such as secly shepherds use 
When they will not love abuse. 

Love, which had been long deluded, 

W.as with kisses sweet concluded ; 

And Phillida with gathands gay 
Was made the Lady of the May. 

A'/edcfar Brtten,' 
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r.PITHALAMION' 

Ye learned Sisters, which have oficnlimcs 
Been to the juding, others to adorn, 

WTiom ye thought worthy of your graceful rhymes. 
That even the greatest did not greatly scorn 
To hear their names sung in your simple lays, 

But joyed in their praise; 

And when ye list your own mishaps to mourn, 
\Vhich death, or love, or fortune’s wreck did raise, 
Your string could soon to sadder tenor turn, 

And leach the woods and waters to lament 
Your doleful drcrimc"" ‘ 
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Now lay those sorrowful complaints aside ; 

And having all your heads with garlands crowned, 
Help me mine otvn love’s praises to resound ; 

Ne let the same of any be envied : 

So Orpheus did for his own bride, 

Sol unto myself alone will sing ; 

The woods shall to me answer, and my echo ring. 

Early, before the world’s light-giving lamp 
His golden beam upon the hills doth spread. 
Having dispersed the night’s uncheerful damp. 

Do ye awake ; and with fresh lusty head 
Go to the bower of my beloved love. 

My truest turtle dove : 

Bid her awake ; for Hymen is awake. 

And long since ready forth his mask to move, 

With his bright Tead that flames with many a flake. 
And many a bachelor to wait on him. 

In their fresh garments trim. 

Bid her awake therefore, and soon her dight. 

For lo 1 the wished day is come at last. 

That shall for all the pains and sorrows past 
Pay to her usury of long delight : 

And, whilst she doth her dight. 

Do ye to her of joy and solace sing. 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo ring 


Bring with you all the Nymphs that you can hear. 
Both of the rivers and the forests green 
And of the sea that neighbours to her near. 

All with gay garlands goodly well beseen. 

And let them also with them bring in hand 
Another gay garland, 

For my fair love, of lilies and of roses. 

Bound truelove wise, with a blue silk riband. 

And let them make great store of bridal poses. 

And let them eke bring store of other flowers. 

To deck the bridal bowers. 

And let the ground whereas her foot shall tread, 
For fear the stones her tender foot should wrong, 
Be strewed with fragrant flowers all along. 

And diapred like the discoloured mead. 

Which done, do at he chamber door await. 

For she will waken straight. 

The whiles do ye this song unto her sing. 

The woods shall to you answer, and your echo nng. 
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Ye Nymphs of MuUa, which with carefnl liecd 
The silvcr-scaly trouts do tend full well, 

And greedy pilccs which use therein to feed . 

(Those trouts and pikes all others do excel), 

And ye likewise, which keep the rushy lake 
Where none do fishes take. 

Bind up the locks the which hang scattered light, 

And in his waters, which your mirror make. 

Behold your faces as the crystal bright. 

That when you come whereas my love doth lie, 

No blemish she may spy. 

And eke, ye lightfoot maids, which keep the door. 
That on the hoary mountain used to tower, 

And the wild wolves, which seek them to devour, 
With your steel darts do chase from coming near. 

Be also present here. 

To help to deck her, and to help to sing. 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo ring. 

Wake now, my love, awake 1 for it is time : 

The rosy Mom long since left Tithon’s bed. 

All ready to her silver couch to climb. 

And Phoebus gins to show his glorious head. 

Hark 1 how the cheerful birds do chant their lays. 

And carol of love’s praise. 

The merry lark her matins sings aloft ; 

The thrush replies ; the mavis descant plays; 

The ouiel shrills ; the ruddock warbles soft: 

So goodly all agree with sweet consent 
To this day’s merriment. 

Ah 1 my dear love, why do ye sleep thus long. 

When meeter were that ye should now awake. 

To await the coming of your joyous make. 

And hearken to the bird’s lovelearned song 
The dewy leaves among? 

Por they of joy and pleasance to you sing. 

That all the woods them answer, and their echo ring. 

My love is now awake out of her dreams. 

Arid her fait eyes, like stars that dimmed were 
With darksome cloud, now show their goodly beams 
More bright than Hesperus his head doth rear. 

Come now, ye Damsels, daughters of delight. 

Help quickly her to dight 1 

But first come, ye fair Hours, which were begot. 

In Jove’s sweet paradise, of Day and Night ; 

Which do the seasons of the year allot. 
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And all that ever in this world is fair 
Do make and still repair : 

And ye three handmaids of the Cyprian Queen, 

The which do still adorn her beauty’s pride, 

Help to adorn my beautifulest bride ; 

And, as ye her array, still throw between 
Some graces to be seen ; 

And, as ye use to Venus, to her sing. 

The whiles the woods shall answer, and your echo ring. 

Now is my love all ready forth to come : 

Let all the virgins therefore well await ; 

And ye, fresh Boys, that tend upon her groom. 

Prepare yourselves, for he is coming straight. 

Set all your things in seemly good array. 

Fit for so joyful day ; 

Thejoyful’st day that ever Sun did see. 

Fair Sun ! show forth thy favourable ray. 

And let thy lifull heat not fen'ent be. 

For fear of burning her sunshiny face. 

Her beauty to disgrace. 

O fairest Phoebus 1 father of the Muse 1 
If ever I did honour thee aright. 

Or sing the thing that mote thy mind delight. 

Do not thy servant’s simple boon refuse ; 

But let this day, let this one day, be mine ; 

Let all the rest be thine : 

Then I thy sovereign praises loud will siiig. 

That all the woods shall answer, and their echo ring. 

Hark 1 how the Minstrels gin to shrill aloud 
Their merry Music that resounds from far. 

The pipe, the tabor, and the trembling crowd. 

That well agree withouten breach or jar. 

But most of all the Damsels do delight, 

When they their timbrels smite. 

And thereunto do dance and carol sweet. 

That all the senses they do ravish quite ; 

The whiles the Boys run up and down the street. 

Crying aloud with strong confused noise. 

As if it were one voice. 

Hymen 1 10 Hymen ! Hymen they do shout ; 

That even to the heavens their shouting shrill 
Doth reach, and all the firmament doth fill : 

To which the people standing all about, 

As in approvance, do thereto applaud, 

And loud advance her laud ; 
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And evermore they Hymen, Hymen ! sinp, 

That all the woods them answer, and their echo nng. 


Lo ! where she comes along «ilh portly pace, 

Like Pheebe, from her chamber of the East, 

Arising forth to run her mighty race, 

Clad all in white, that seems a virgin best. 

So well it her beseems, that ye would ween 
Some Angel she had been. 

Her long loose yellow locks, like golden wire 
Sprinkled with pearl, and pearling flowers atv/cen, 

Do like a golden mantle her attire ; 

And being crowned with a garland green, 

Seem like some maiden Queen. 

Her modest eyes, abashdd to behold 
So many gazers as on her do stare, 

Upon the lowly ground affixed are ; 

Ne dare lift up her countenance too Irold, 

But blush to hear her praises sung so loud. 

So far from being proud. 

Nathless, do ye still loud her praises sing. 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo ring. 

Tell me, ye Merchants’ Daughters, did ye see 
So fair a creature in your town before, 

So sweet, so lovely, and so mild as she. 

Adorned with beauty’s grace and virtue’s store? 

Her goodly eyes like sapphires shining bright. 

Her forehead ivory white. 

Her cheeks like apples which the sun hath rudded, 
Her lips like cherries charming men to bite. 

Her breast like to a bowl of cream uncrudded. 

Her paps like lilies budded. 

Her snowy neck like to a marble tower ; 

And all her body like a palace fair. 

Ascending up, with many a stately stair. 

To honour’s seat and ch.astity’s sweet bower 1 
Why stand ye still, ye Virgins, in amaze 
Upon her so to gaze. 

Whiles ye forget your forjnet lay to sing, 

To which the woods did answer, and your echo ring. 

But if ye saw that which no eyes can see. 

The inward beauty of her lively spright. 

Garnished with heavenly gifts of high decree. 

Much more then would ye wonder at that sight, 
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And stand astonished like to those which read 
Medusa’s mazeful head. 

There dwells sweet love, and constant chastity. 
Unspotted faith, and comely womanhood. 

Regard of honour, and mild modesty. 

There virtue reigns as Queen in royal throne, 

And giveth laws alone. 

The which the base affections do obey. 

And yield their services unto her will. 

Ne thought of things uncomely ever may 
Thereto approach to tempt her mind to ill. 

Had ye once seen these her celestial treasures 
And unrevealed pleasures. 

Then would ye wonder, and her praises sing. 

That all the woods should answer, and your echo nng. 

Open the temple gates unto my love ! 

Open them wide that she may enter in. 

And all the posts adorn as doth behove, 

And all the pillars deck with garlands trim. 

For to receive this Saint with honour due 
That cometh in to you ! 

With trembling steps and humble reverence, 

She cometh in before the Almighty’s view : 

Of her, ye virgins, learn obedience. 

When so ye come into those holy places. 

To humble your proud faces ! 

Bring her up to the high altar, that she may 
The sacred ceremonies there partake. 

The which do endless matrimony make ; 

And let the roaring organs loudly play 
The praises of the Lord in lively notes ; 

The whiles, with hollow throats. 

The Choristers the joyous anthem sing, _ 

That all the woods may answer, and their echo ring. 

Behold, whiles she before the altar stands. 

Hearing the holy priest that to her speaks. 

And blesseth her with his two happy hands. 

How the red roses flush up in her cheeks, ^ 

And the pure snow, with goodly vermil stain. 

Like crimson dyed in grain ! 

That even the Angels, which continually 
About the sacred altar do remain, 

^ Forget their service, and about her fly. 

Oft peeping in her face, that seems more fair 
The more they on it stare. 
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But her sed eyes, still fastened on the ground, 

Are governdd with goodly modesty, 

That suffers not one look to glance awry, 

\Wch may let in a little thought ansound. 

"Why blush yc, love, to give to me your hand 
The pledge of all our band? 

Sing, ye sweet Angels, alleluia sing. 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo ring. 

Now all is done ; bring home the Bride again 1 
Bring home the triumph of our victory ! 

Bring home with you the glory of her gain, 

With joyance bring her and with jollity ! 

Never had man more joyful day than this. 

Whom heaven would heap with bliss. 

Make feast therefore now alt this livelong day ; 

This day for ever to me holy is. 

Pour out the wine without restraint or stay, 

Pour not by cups but by the bellyful 1 
Pour out to alt that wall. 

And sprinkle alt the posts and walls with wine, 

That they may sweat, and drunken be withal 1 
Crown ye God Bacchus with a coronal, 

And Hymen also crown with wreaths of vine ; 

And let the Graces dance unto the rest. 

For they can do it best : 

The whiles the maidens do their carol sing, 

To which the woods shall answer, and their eclio ring. 

Ring ye the bells, ye Young Men of the town. 

And leave your wonted labours for this day : 

This day is holy ; do ye write it down, 

That ye for ever it remember may. 

This day the sun is in his chiefest height. 

With Barnaby the bright. 

From whence decliiUng daily by degrees, 

He somewhat loseth of his heat and light. 

When once the Crab behind his back he sees. 

But for this time it ill ordained was. 

To choose the longest day in all the year. 

And shortest night, when longest fitter were : 

Yet never day so long but late would pass ! 

Ring ye the bells, to make it wear away, 

And bonfires make all day ; 

And dance about them, and about them sing. 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo ring 1 
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Ah ! when will this long weary day have end, 

And lend me leave to come unto my love? 

How slowly do the hours their numbers spend ; 

How slowly does sad Time his feathers move ! 

Haste tliee, O fairest Planet ! to thy home 
Within the Western foam : 

Thy tired steeds long since have need of rest 1 
Long though it be, at last I see it gloom, 

And the bright evening star with golden crest 
Appear out of the East. 

Fair child of beauty ! glorious lamp of love ! 

That all the host of heaven in ranks dost lead. 

And guidest lovers through the night’s sad dread. 
How cheerfully thou lookest from above. 

And seem’st to laugh atween thy twinkling light, 

As joying in the sight 

Of these glad many, which for joy do sing. 

That all the woods them answer, and their echo ring 1 

Now cease, ye Damsels, your delights forepast 1 
Enough is it that all the day was yours : 

Now day is done, and night is nighing fast. 

Now bring the Bride into the bridal bowers. 

The night is come, now soon her disarr.ay. 

And in her bed her lay ; 

Lay her in lilies and in violets. 

And silken curtains over her display. 

And odoured sheets, and Arras coverlets. 

Behold how goodly my fair love does lie 
In proud humility ! 

Like unto Maia, uhen as Jove her took 
In Tempe, lying on the flowery grass 
’Twixt sleep and wake, after she weary was 
With bathing in the Acidalian brook ! 

Now it is night, ye Damsels may be gone ; 

And leave my love alone ; 

And leave likewise your former lay to sing : 

The woods no more shall answer, nor your echo nng. 

Now welcome. Night 1 thou Night so long expected. 
That long day’s labour dost at last defray. 

And all my cares, which cruel love collected. 

Hast summed in one, and cancelled for aye I 
Spread thy broad wng over my love and me. 

That no man may us see ; 

And in thy sable mantle us enwrap, 

From fear of peril and foul horror free. 
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Let no false treason seek us to entrap, 

Not any dread disquiet once annoy 
The safety of out joy ; 

But let the night be calm and quietsome, 

Without tempestuous storms or sad affray ; 
take as v;h.cn Jove with fair Alcracna lay. 

When he begot the great Tirynthian groom : 

Or like as when he with thyself did he, 

And begot Majesty. 

And let the maids and young men cease to sing ; 

Ne let the woods them answer, nor their echo ting. 

Let no lamenting cries nor doleful tears 
Be heard all night within, nor yet without ; 

Ne let false whispers, breeding hidden feats. 

Break gentle sleep with misconceived doubt. 

Let no deluding dreams, nor dreadful sights. 

Make sudden sad affrights, 

Ne let housefires, not lightning’s helpless harms ; 

Ne let the I’ouke, nor other evil sprites, 

Ne let mischievous witches with their charms, 

Ne let hobgoblins, names whose sense we see not. 

Fray us with things that be not 1 

Let not the shriek-owl, nor the stork, bo heard ; 

Nor the night raven, that still deadly yells ; 

Nor damnid ghosts, called up with mighty spells. 

Nor grisly vultures make us once alfeared ! 

Ne let the unpleasant choir of frogs still croaking 
Make us to wish their choking ! 

Let none of these their dreary accents sing ; 

Ne let the woods them answer, nor their echo ring. 

But let still Silence true night-watches keep. 

That sacred peace may in assurance reign, 

And timely Sleep, when it is-time to sleep. 

May pour his limbs forth on your pleasant plain ; 

The wWles an hundred little w inged Loves, 

Like divers feathered doves, 

Shall fly and flutter round about the bed. 

And in the secret dark, that none reproves, 

Their pretty stealths shall work, and snares shall spread 
To filch away sweet snatches of delight, 

Concealed through covert night- 

Ye sons of Venus, play your sports at will ; 

For greedy Pleasure, careless of your toys. 

Thinks more upon her paradise of jojs. 

Then what ye do, albeit good or ill I 
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AH night therefore attend your merry play, 

For it will soon be day : 

Now none doth hinder you, that say or sing ; 

Ne will the woods now answer, nor your echo ring. 

Who is the same, which at my window peeps. 

Or whose is that fair face that shines so bright ? 

Is it not Cynthia, she that never sleeps. 

But walks about high heaven all the night ? 

O fairest goddess ! do thou not envy 
My love with me to spy ; 

For thou likewise didst love, though now unthought. 

And for a fleece of wool, which privily 

The Latmian shepherd once unto thee brought. 

His pleasures with thee wrought ! 

Therefore to us be favourable now ; 

And sith of women’s labours thou hast charge, 

And_ generation goodly dost enlarge. 

Incline thj’ will t’ effect our wishful vow. 

And the chaste womb inform with timely seed, 

That may our comfort breed : 

Till which we cease our hopeful hap to sing, 

Ne let the woods us answer, nor our echo ring. 

And thou, great Juno, which with awful might 
The laws of wedlock still dost patronise. 

And the religion of the faith first plight 
With sacred rights hast taught to solemnise. 

And eke for comfort often called art 
Of women in their smart : 

Eternally bind thou this lovely band. 

And all thy blessings unto us impart ! 

And thou, glad Genius, in whose gentle hand 
The bridal bower and genial bed remain 
Without blemish or .st.ain. 

And the sweet pleasures of their love s delight 
With secret aid dost succour and supply, 

Till they bring forth the fruitful progeny : 

Send us the timely fruit of this same night 1 
And thou, fair Hebe, and thou. Hymen free. 

Grant that it may so be 1 

Till which we cease your further praise to sing, 

Ne any w'oods shall answer, nor your echo ring. 

And ye high Heavens, the temple of the Gods, 

In which a thousand torches flaming bright 
Do bum, that to us wretched earthly clods 
In dreadful darkness lend desired light ; 

G 
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For sure they did not seem 
To be begot of any earthly seed, 

But rather angels, or '>f angels’ breed ; 

Yet were they bred of summer’s heat, they say. 

In sweetest season, when each flower and weed 
The earth did fresh array ; 

So fresh they seemed as day, 

Even as their bridal day, which was not long ; 

Sweet Thames ! run softly, "till I end my song. 

Then forth they all out of their baslcets drew 
Great store of flowers, the honour of the field. 

That to the sense did fragrant odours yield. 

All which upon those goodly birds they threw. 

And all the waves did strew. 

That like old Peneus’ waters they did seem. 

When, down along by pleasant Tempe’s shore. 
Scattered with flowers through Thessaly they stream, 
That they appear, through lilies’ plenteous store, 

Like a bride’s chamber floor. 

Two of those Nymphs, meanwhile, two garlands bound 
Of freshest flowers which in that mead they found. 

The which presenting all in trim array. 

Their snowy foreheads therewithal they crowned. 
Whilst one did sing this lay, ' 

Prepared against that day, 

Against their bridal day, which was not long 

(Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song !)i — 

‘ Ye gentle birds, the world’s fair ornament. 

And heaven’s glory, whom this happy hour 
Doth lead unto your lovers’ blissful bower, 

Joy may you have, and gentle hearts content 
Of your love’s couplement ! 

And let fair Venus, that is queen of love. 

With her heart-quelling son upon you smile : 

Whose smile, they say, hath virtue to remove 
All love's dislike, and friendship’s faulty guile 
For ever to assoil ! 

Let endless peace your steadfast hearts accord. 

And blessed plenty wait upon your board ; 

And let your bed w ith pleasures chaste abound, 

That fruitful issue may to you afford. 

Which may your foes confound, 

And make your joys redound 

Upon your bridal day, which is not long : 

Sweet Thames! run softly, till 1 end my song.’ 
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So ended she ; and all the rest around 
To her redoubled that her undersong, 

Which said, their bridal day should not be long ; 

And gentle Echo from the neighbour ground 
Their accents did resound. 

So forth those joyous birds did pass along 
Adowm the Lee, that to them murmured low. 

As he would speak, but that he lacked a tongue. 

Yet did by signs his glad affection show. 

Making his stream run slow ; 

And all the fowl which in his flood did dwell 
’Gan flock about these twain, that did e.xcel 
The rest, so far as Cynthia doth shend 
The lesser stars. So they, enranged well, 

Did on those two attend. 

And their best service lend 

Against their wedding day, which was not long; 

Sweet Thames ! run softly,,till I end my song. 

At length they all to merry London came, 

To merry London, my most kindly nurse, 

That to me gave this life’s first native source, 

Though from anotlier place I take my name, 

An house of ancient fame ! 

There when they came, whereas those bricky towers 
The which on Thames’ broad, agdd back do ride. 

Where now the studious lawyers have their bowers ; 
There whilom wont the Templar ICnights to bide. 

Till they decayed through pnde ; 

Next whereunto there stands a stately place. 

Where oft I gained gifts and goodly grace 
Of that great lord, which therein wont to dwell ; 

Whose want too well now feels my friendless case ; 

But ah ! here fits not well 
Old woes, but joys, to tell 
Against the bridal day, which is not long : 

Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song. 

Yet therein now doth lodge a noble peer. 

Great England’s glory and the tvorld’s rvide w^onder. 
Whose dreadful name late through all Spain did thunder. 
And Hercules’ two pillars standing near 
Did make to quake and fear. 

Fair branch of honour, flower of chivalry. 

That fillest England with thy triumph’s fame, 

Joy have thou of thy noble victory. 

And endless happiness of thine own name 
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That piomiselh the same ! 

That, through thy prowess and victorious arms, 

Thy country may be freed from foreign harms, 

And great Elisa's glorious name may ring 
Through all the world, filled w ith thy wide alarms. 
Winch some brave muse may smg 
To ages followung. 

Upon the bridal day, which is not long ; 

Sweet Thames 1 run softly, till I end my song. 

From those high towers this noble lord issuing. 

Like radiant Hesper, when his golden hmr 
In the ocean billow s he hath bathed fair, 

Descended to the riser’s open mewing, 

With a great train ensuing. 

Above the rest were goodly to be seen 
Two gentle knights of lovely face and feature. 
Beseeming well the bower of any queen. 

With gifts of wit and ornaments of nature 
Fit for so goodly stature 

That like the twins of Jove they seemed in sight. 
Which deck the bauldnck of the lieaiens bright s 
They two, forth pacing to the rivet’s side, 

Received those two fair brides, their love’s delight ; 
Which at th' appointed tide, 

Each one did m.ake bis bride 

Against their bridal day, which is not long : 

Sweet Thames ! tun softly’, till I end my song. 

Edmund Spenser. 
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FAIN WOULD 1, BUT I DARE NOT 

Fain would I, but I dare not ; I dare, and yet I may not ; 

I may, although I care not, for pleasure when I play not. 

You laugh because you like not ; 1 yest whenas I yoy not ; 

You pierce, although you strike not ; I strike and yet annoy 
not. 

1 spy, whenas I speak not ; for oft I speak and speed not ; 

But of my wpunds you reck not, because you see they bleed 
not; 

Yet bleed they where you see not, but you the pain endure not ; 
Of noble mind they be not, that ever kill and cure not. 
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I see, ^\henas I view not ; I wish, although I crave not ; 

1 serve, and yet I sue not ; 1 hope for that I have not ; 

I catch, although I hold not ; I bum, although I flame not ; 

I seem, whenas I would not ; and rvhen I seem, I am not. 

Yours am I, though I seem not, and will be, though I show not ; 
Mine outward deeds then deem not, when mine intent you know 
not ; 

But if my serving prove not most sure, although I sue not, 
Withdraw your mind and love not, nor of my ruin rue not. 

Waller Raleigh. 
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THE SILENT LOVER 

Passions are likened best to floods and streams : 
The shallosu murmur but the deep ai e dumb ; 
So, when affections yield discourse, it seems 
The bottom is but shallow whence they come. 
They that are rich in woids, in words discover 
That they are poor in that which makes a lovei. 

Wrong not, sweet empress of my heart. 
The merit of true passion. 

With thinking that he feels no smart. 

That sues for no compassion ; 

Since, if my plaints serve not to approve 
The conquest of thy beauty. 

It comes not from defect of love. 

But from excess of duty. 


For, knowing that I sue to serve 
A saint of sUch perfection, 

As all desire, but none_ deserve, 

A place in her affection : 

I rather choose to want relief 
Than venture the revealing. 
Where glory recommends the grief, 
Despair distrusts the healing ! 
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Thus those desites that aim too high 
For any mortal lover. 

When reason cannot make them die, 

Discretion dotli them cover. 

Yet, when discretion doth bereave 
Tire plaints that they should utter, 

Then thy discretion may perceive 
That silence is a suitor. 

Silence in love bewrays mote woe 
Than words, though ne’er so witty ; 

A beggar that is dumb, you know. 

May challenge double pity. 

Then wrong not, dearest to my heart. 

My true, titougli secret, passion ; 

He smarteth most that hides his smart, 

And sues for no compassion. 

WaUir RatHgh, 


So 

TO COLIN CLOUT 

Beauty sat bathing by a spring, 

Where fairest shades did hide her. 

The winds blew calm, the birds did sing. 

The cool streams ran beside her. 

My wanton ihoughts enticed mine eye 
To see what was forbidden : 

But better memory said. Fie, 

So vain desire was chidden — 

Hey, nonnie, nonnie ! 

Into a slumber then I fell, 

When fond imagination 
SeemW to sec but could not tell 
Her feature or her fashion. 

But, even as babes in dreams do smile 
And sometimes fall a weeping. 

So 1 awaked, as wise this while. 

As when I fell a sleeping — 

Hey, nonnie, nonnie ! 

Anthony Munday, 
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ONLY JOY 


Only Toy, now here you are 
Fit to hear and ease my care, _ 

Let my whispering voice obtain 
Sweet reward’for sharpest pain ; 

Take me to thee, and thee to me — 
‘No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be I 

Night hath closed all in her cloak, 
Twinkling stars love-thoughts provoke. 
Danger hence, good care doth keep. 
Jealousy himself doth sleep ; 

Take me to thee, and tliee to me ^ 

‘ No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be ! 

Better place no wit can find 
Cupid’s knot to loose or bind ; 

Tliese sweet flowers our fine bed too. 
Us in their best language woo ; 

Take me to thee, and thee to me— 

‘ No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be ! 


This small light the moon bestows 
Serves thy beams but to disclose ; 

So to raise my hap more high. 

Fear not else, none can us spy ; 

Take me to thee, and thee to nio-- 
‘ No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be . 

That you heard was but a mouse. 

Dumb Sleep holdeth all the house : 

Yet asleep, methinks they say, ^ 

‘ Young fools take time while you may ! 
Take me to thee, and thee to nm— 

‘ No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be . 


Niggard Time threats, if we miss 
This large offer of our bliss. 

Long stay, ere he grant the same. 

Sweet, then, while each thing dotli frame, 
Take me to thee, and thee to me--^ 

‘ No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be i 
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Your fair mollict is a-bed, 

Candles oul and curtains spread ; 
She tliinUs you do letters write ; 
Write, but first let me indite : 

Tabe me to thee, and thee to me — 

‘ No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be ! ’ 

Sweet, alas, why strh'c you lliusT 
Concord better filteth us. 

Leave to Mars the force of liands. 
Your power in your beauty stands. 
Take thee to me, and me to thee — 

* No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be 1 ’ 


Woe to me ! and do you swear 
Me to hate ? but 1 forbear 1 
Cursed be my destinies all. 

That brought me so high to fall ! 

Soon with my death I will please thee — 

* No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be 1 ’ 

Philif Sidnty. 
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THOSE LOOKS WHOSE BEAMS BE JOY 


Those looks, whose beams be joy, whose motion is delight ; 
That face, whose lecture shows what perfect beauty is ; 

That presence, which doth give dark hearts a living light ; 

That grace, which Venus weeps that she herself doth miss ; 

That hand, W'hjch without touch holds more than Atlas might; 
Those lips, which make death’s pay a mean price for a kiss ; 
That skin, whose past-praise hue scorns this poor term of white 
Those w;ords, which do sublime the quintessence of bliss ; , 
That voice, which makes the soul plant himself in the ears ; 
That conversation sweet, where such high comforts be. 

As, constered in true speech, the name of heaven it bears — 
Makes me in my best thoughts and quietest judgments see 
That in no more but these I might he fully blest : 

Yet, ah I my maiden Muse doth blush to tell the best 1 

Philif Sidney 
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83 

•WITH HOW SAD STEPS 

With how sad steps, O Moon, thou clim’st the skies 1 
How silently, and wth how wan a face 1 
What, may it be that even in heav’nly place 
That busy archer his sharp arrows tries ? 

Sure, if that long-with«love-acquainted eyes 
Can judge of love, thou feel’st a lover s case : 

I read it in thy looks ; thy languished grace 
To me, that feel the like, thy state decries. 

Then, ev*n of fellowship, O Moon, tell me, 

Is constant love deem’d there but want of wit? 

Are beauties there as proud as here they be ? 

Do they above love to be lov’d, and yet 
Those lovers scorn whom that love doth possess 
Do they call virtue there ungratefulness ? 

^ Philip Sidney. 


84 

I MIGHT 

1 MIGHT 1— unliappy word— O me, I might. 

And then would not, or could not, see my bliss. 
Till now wrapt in a most infernal , 

1 find how heav’nly day, rvretch ! I did mia I 
Heart, rend thyself— thou dost thyself but nght I 
No lovely Farb made thy Helen his ; _ 

No force, no fraud robbed thee of thy de g , 
Nor Fortune of thy fortune author ^ ; 

But to myself myself did give the hl°'Y> , 
mile too much wit, forsooth, so troubled me. 
That I respects for both our sakcs m^ust show . 
And yet could not, by rising morn, toesee 
How fab a day was near. _0 pumshcd e}K, 
That I had been more foolish, or more wise^l^ 
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Who hath his fancy pleasM 

With fruits of happy sight, 

Let here his eyes be raised 
On Nature’s sweetest light : 



SIDNEY 


loS 


A light vfhicli doth dissever, 

And yet unite the eyes ; 

A light which, dying never. 

Is cause the looker dies. 

She never dies, hut bstetli 
In life of lover’s heart ; 

He ever dies that wasteth 
In love his chiefest part : 

Thus is her life still guarded 
In never-dying faith ; 

Thus is his dealli rewarded. 

Since she lives in his death. 

Look, then, and die. Tlie pleasure 
Doth answer well the pain ; 

Smalt loss of mortal treasure. 

Who may immortal gain ! 

Immortal be her graces, 

Immortal is her mind : 

They fit for heavenly places. 

This heaven in it doth bind. 

But eyes these beauties see not. 

Nor sense that grace descries ; 

Yet eyes deprived be not 
From sight of her fait eyes. 

Which, as of inward glory 
They arc the outward seal, 

So may they live still sorry. 

Which die not in that weal. 

But who hath fancies pleasM 
With fruits of happy sight, 

Let here his eyes be raised 
On Nature’s sweetest light ! 

Philip Sidney* 
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MY true love hath MY HEART 

My true love hath my heart, and I have his, • 
exchange one for another given : 

I dear, and mine he cannot miss. 

There never was a belter bargain driven : 

My true love hath my heart, und I have his. 
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His heart in me keeps him and me in one, 

My heart in him his thoughts and senses guides : 

He loves my heart, for once it was his own, 

I cherish his because in me it bides : 

My true love hath my heart, and I have nis. 

Phthii Sidney. 
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SONG 

The Nightingale, as soon as April bringeth 
Unto her rested sense a perfect waking, , 

While late-bare Earth, proud of new clothing, springein. 
Sings out her woes, a thorn her song-book making ; 

And, mournfully bewailing. 

Her throat in tunes expresseth 

What grief her breast oppresseth 

For Tereus’ force on her chaste will prevailing. 

O Philomela fair 1 O take soine gladness 
That here is juster cause of plaintfui ^dness l 
Thine earth now springs, mine fadeth ; ^ 

Thy thorn without, my thorn my heart insadein. 

Alas 1 she hath no other cause of anguish 

But Tereus’ love, on her by stroiig hand wroken , 

Wherein she suflering, all her spirits lan^isn, 

Full womanlike complains her will was broken. 

But I, who, daily craving. 

Cannot have to content me. 

Have more cause to lament me, 

Since wanting is more woe than too much havi g. 

O Philomela fair I O take some gladness 
That here is juster cause of plainlful^dncss 
Thine earth now springs, mine fadeth ; 

Thy thorn ivithout, my thorn my heart inva c • 

Phitif Sidney. 
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SPLENDiniS LONGUM VAEEDICO NUGIS 

Leave me, O Love, which rcachest but to dust, 

And thou, my mind, aspire to higher things i 
Grow rich in that which never taketh rust - 
Whatever fades, but fading pleasure brings. 
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Draw in tliy bentn';, and humble all thy mipht 
To that sweet yoVc w-hnc lasting freedoms be ; 

Which hrcaVs the clouds, and opens forth the light, 

That doth both shine, and give us sight to see. 

O, tahc fast hold 1 let that light be thy guide 
In this small course sshich birth draws out to death, 

And thint how evil liccomelh him to slide, 

Who Ecelccth heaven, and comes of heavenly breath. 
Then farewell, world ; thy uttermost I sec: 

Eternal Love, maintain thy life in me. 

Phthp Stiney. 
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WHAT BIRD SO SINGS 

What bud so sings, yet so docs wail? 

O, 'tis the ravished nightingale ! 

‘ JuR. jug, jug, jug, tercu,’ she cries, 

And still her woes at midnight rise. 

Brave pricb-soiig t who is’l now we hear? 

None but the lark so shrill and clear ; 

Now at heaven’s gates she claps her w mgs, 

The morn not waking till she sings, 

Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat, 

Poor rolun redbreast tunes Jus note 
Hark how the jolty cuckoos sing 
Cuckoo to welcome in the spring ! 

Cuckoo to welcome in the spring ! 

John Lyly. 
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ROSALIND’S SONG 

Love in my bosom like a bee 
Doth suck his sweet : 

Now sviih his svings he pkaj-s with me, 
Now with his feet. 

Within mine eyes he makes his nest. 
His bed amidst my tender breast ; 

My kisses arc his daily feast ; 

And jet he robs me of my rest. 

Ah wanton, will ye ? 
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And if I sleep, then percheth he 
With prctlj; flight, 

And mates his pillow of my knee 
The livelong night. 

Strike I my lute, he tunes the string ; 

He music plays, if so I sing ; 

He lends me every lovely thing : 

Yet croel he my heart doth sting. 

Whist, wanton, still ye ! 

Else I with roses every day 
Will whip you hence. 

And hind you, when you long to play. 

For your offenec. 

I Ml shut mine eyes to keep you m, 

I Ml make you fast it for your sin, 

I Ml count your power not worth a pin . . . 

Alas, what hereby shall I win. 

If he gainsay me? 

What if I heat the wanton boy 
With many a rod ? 

He rvill repay me with annoy, 

Because a god. 

Then sit thou safely on my knee, 

Then let thy bower my bosom be ; 

Lurk in mine eyes, I like of thee ' 

O Cupid, so thou pity me. 

Spare not, but play thee ! 

^ Thotuas Ledge. 
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A LOVER’S VOW 

First shall the lie.avcns want starry light. 
The seas be robbed of their w.ir es, _ 

The day want sun, the sun want bright, 

The night w.ant shade, the dead men graves, 
The April flowers and leaf and tree, 
Before I false my faith to thee 1 

First shall the tops of highest hills 
By humble plains be overpried. 
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And pods scorn the Muses’ qnills, 

And fish fotsahe the wutcr-glidc, 

And Iris lose her coloured weed, 

Before I fail thee at thy need ! 

First direful Hate shall turn to peace, 

And Love relent in deep disdain. 

And Death his fatal stroke shall cease. 

And Envj’ pity every pain. 

And Pleasure mourn, and Sorrow smile, 
Before I talk of any guile ! 

First Time shall stay his stayless race. 

And Winter bless his boughs with corn. 

And snow bemoisten July’s face. 

And Winter Spring and Summer mourn. 
Before my pen by help of fame 
Cease to recite thy sacred name ! 

Tkomas 
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A PRAISE OF ROSALIND 

Of all chaste birds the Phoenix doth excel, 

Of alt strong beasts the Hon bears the bell, 

Of all sweet flowers the rose doth sweetest smell, 

Of all fair maids my Rosalind is fairest. 

Of all pure metals gold is sole purest, 

Of all high trees the pine hath highest crest. 

Of all soft sweets 1 like my mistress’ breast. 

Of all chaste thoughts my mistress’ thoughts arc rarest.' 

Of all proud birds the eagle pleaseth Jove, 

Of pretty fowls kind Venus likes the dove. 

Of trees Minerva doth the olive love. 

Of all sweet nymphs I honour Rosalind. 

Of all her gifts her wisdom pleaseth most. 

Of all her graces virtue she doth boast : 

For all these gifts my life and joy is lost. 

If Rosalind prove cruel and unkind. 


Thomas Lodge, 
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AN OLD SOLDIER 

His golden locks Time hath to silver turned — 

O Time too swift, O siviftness never ceasing ! 

His youth ’gainst time and age hath ever spumed, 
But spurned in vain ; youth waneth by increasing 1 
Beauty, strength, youth, are flowers but fading seen ; 
Duty, faith, love, are roots, and ever green. 

His helmet now shall make an hive for bees. 

And, lovers’ sonnets turned to holy psalms, 

A man-at-arms must now sert'e on his knees. 

And feed on prayers, which are Old Age his alms : 
But, though from court to cottage he depart, 

His saint is sure of his unspotted heart. 

And when he saddest sits in homely cell. 

He’ll teach his swains tliis carol for a song : — 
‘Blessed be the hearts that wish my sovereign well. 
Cursed be souls that think her any wrong ! ’ 

Goddess, allow this aged man his right, 

To be your bedesman now that was your knight ! 

George Peele. 


94 

SAMELA 

Like to Diana in her summer-weed, 

Girt with a crimson robe of brightest dye 
Goes fair Samela 

AVhiter than be the flocks that straggling feed, 
When washed by Arethusa’s Fount they lie. 

Is fair Samela. 

As fair Aurora in her morning-grey. 

Decked with the ruddy glister of her love, 

Is fair Sameix 

Like lovely Thetis on a calmM day, 

Whenas her brightness Neptune’s fancy move. 
Shines fair Sameh. 

H 
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Her tresses gold, her eyes like glassy streams, 
Her teeth arc pearl, the breasts ate ivory 
Of fair Samela 1 

Her cheeks, like rose and lily, yield forth gleams. 
Her brows bright arches framed of ebony, • 

Thus fair Samela 

Passeth fair Venus in her bravest hue. 

And Juno in the show of majesty 

(For she’s Samela 1), 

Pallas in wit ! All three, if you well view, 

For beauty, wit, and matchless dignity 
Yield to Samela. 

Rolerl Gretue. 
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WEEP NOT, MV WANTON 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 
When thou art old there ’s grief enough for thee ! 
Mother's wag, pretty boy, 

Father’s sorrow, father’s joy. 

When thy father first did see 
Such a boy by him and me. 

He was glad, 1 was woe : 

Fortune changed made him so. 

When he left his pretty boy, 

Last his sorrow, first his joy. 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 
When thou art old there 's grief enough for thee 1 
Streaming tears that never stint, 

Like pearl-drops from a flint. 

Fell by course from his eyes. 

That one anothePs place supplies. 

Thus he grieved in every part : 

Tears of blood fell from his heart. 

When he left his pretty boy. 

Father’s sorrow, father’s joy. 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 
When thou art old there ’s grief enough for thee ! 
The wanton smiled, father wept. 

Mother cried, baby leapt ; 
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More he crowed, more we cried, 

Nature could not sorrow hide : 

He must go, he must kiss 
Child and mother, baby bliss. 

For he left his pretty boy. 

Father’s sorrow, father’s joy. 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 

When thou art old there ’s grief enough for thee ! 

Roleri Greine. 
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LOVE IN ARCADY 

Ah, what is love ? It is a pretty thing. 

As sweet unto a shepherd as a king, 

And sweeter too ; 

For kings have cares that wait upon a crown. 
And cares can make the sweetest love to frown : 
Ah then ! ah then !_ 

If country loves such sweet desires do gain. 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain? 

His flocks are folded, he comes home at night, 
As merry as a king in his delight, 

And merrier too ; 

For kings bethink them what the state require. 
Where shepherds careless carol by the fire : 

Ah then ! ah then ! 

If country loves such sweet desires do gain. 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain ? 

He kisseth first, then sits as blithe to eat 
His cream and curds as doth the king his meat. 
And blither too ; 

For kings have often fears when they do^sup. 
Where shepherds dread no poison in their cup: 
Ah then ! ah then 

If country loves such sweet desires do gain. 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain ? 

To bed he goes, as wanton then, I ween. 

As is a king in dalliance with a queen. 

More wanton too ; 

For kings have many griefs effects to move, 
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Where shepherds have no greater grief than love : 

Ah then ! ah then J _ 

If country loves such sweet desires do gain, 

What lady would not love a shepherd swain? 

Upon his couch of straw he sleeps as sound. 

As doth the king upon his beds of down, 

More sounder too ; 

For cares cause kings full oft their sleep to spill. 

Where weary shepherds h'e and snort their fill : 

Ah then 1 ah then 

If country loves such sweet desires do gain, 

\Vhat lady would not love a shepherd swain ? 

Thus with his wife he spends the year, as blithe 
As doth the king at every tide or silhe. 

And blither too ; 

For kings have wars and broils to take in hand. 

Where shepherds laugh and love upon the land : 

Ah then! ah then ! 

If country loves such sweet desires do gain, 

What lady would not love a shepherd swain? 

JRoicrt Grunt. 
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THE BURNING BABE 

As I in hoary winter’s night 
Stood shivering in the snow. 

Surprised 1 was with sudden heat. 

Which made ray heart to glow ; 

And lifting up a fearful eye 
To view what fire was near, 

A pretty Babe all burning bright. 

Did in the air appear ; 

Who, scorchdd with excessive heat. 

Such floods of tears did shed. 

As though his floods should quench his flames, 
Which with his tears were bred. 

‘Alas !’ quoth he, ‘ but newly bom. 

In fiery beats I fry, 

Yet none approach to warm their hearts 
Or feel ray fire, but I. 
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My faultless breast the furnace is, 

The fuel wounding thorns ; 

Love is the fire, and sighs the smoke. 

The ashes shames and scorns ; 

The fuel Justice layeth on, 

And Mercy blows the coals ; 

The metal in this furnace wrought 
Are men’s defiled souls : 

For which, as now on fire I am 
To work them to their good. 

So will I melt into a bath. 

To wash them in my blood ! ’ 

With this he vanished out of sight, 

And swiftly shrunk away. 

And straight I called unto my mind 
That it was Christmas Day. 

RoUrt South-well. 
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A SUPPLICATION 

ok, Delia, how we esteem the half-blown rose. 
The image of thy blush, and summer’s honour. 
Whilst yet her tender bud doth undisclose 
That full of beauty Time bestows upon her ! 

No sooner spreads her glory in the air, 

But straight her wide-blown pomp comes to decline. 
She then is scorn’d, that late adorn’d the fair ; 

So fade the roses of those cheeks of thine ! 

No April can revive thy wither’d flow’rs. 

Whose springing grace adorns the glory nowl 
Swift speedy Time, feather’d with flying hours. 
Dissolves the beauty of the fairest brow ! 

Then do not thou such treasure waste in vain, _ 

But love now, whilst thou may’st be lov’d again. 

But love whilst that thou may’st be lov’d again, 

' Now whilst thy May hath fill’d thy lap with flowers . 
Now, whilst thy beauty bears without a stain. 

Now use the summer smiles, ere ivinter lowers 1 
And whilst thou spread’s! unto the rising sun 
The' fairest flower that ever saw the fight. 

Now joy thy time before thy sweet be done. 

And, Delia, think thy morning must have night. 
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And that thy hrightncss sets at length to west, 

When thon nilt close up that which now thou shotrst, 
And think the same becomes thy fading best, 

\Wch then shall most inaeil, and diadow most 1 
Men do not weigh the stalk for that it was. 

When once they find her flow’r, her glory, pass.' 

When men shall find thy flow’r, thy glory, pass, 

And thou, mth careful brow. Sitting alone, 

Received hast this message from thy glass. 

That tells the truth, and says that all is gone ; 

Fresh shall thou see in me the « ounds thou mad’st. 
Though spent tliy flame, in me the heat remaining : 

I that have lov’d thee thus before thou fad’st. 

My faith shall wax, when thou art in thy waning. 

The world shall find this miracle in me. 

That fire can burn when all the matter ’s spent 1 
Then what my faith hath been thyself shall see. 

And that thou wast unkind thou m.ay’st repent — 

Thou may’st repent that thou hast scorn’d my tears, 
kYhen winter snows upon thy sable hairs! 

Samuel DanitU 
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LOVE 

Lovf is a sickness full of w ocs. 

All remedies refusing ; 

A plant that with most cutting grows. 

Most barren with best using. 

Why so ? 

More we enjoy it, more it dies ; 

If not enjoyed, it sighing cries 
licigh ho 1 

Love is a torment of the mind, 

A tempest everlasting ; 

And ]ovc hath made it of a kind 
Not w ell, nor full, nor fasting. 

Why so? 

Mote wc enjoy it, more it dies ; 

If not enjoyed, it sighing cries 
Heigh ho ! 

Samuel Daniel* 
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A REMONSTRANCE 

Why should your fair eyes with such sov’reign grace 
Disperse their rays on ev’ry vulgar spirit, 

Whilst I in darkness, in the self-same place, 

Get not one glance to recompense my merit . 

So doth the ploughman gaze the wand’nng star, 

And only rest contented with the light 
That never leam’d what constellations are. 

Beyond the bent of his unknowing sight. 

O, why should beauty (custom to obey) 

To their gross sense apply herself so ill ? 

Would God I were as ignorant as they. 

When I am made unhappy by my skill. 

Only compeU’d on this poor good to boast, 

Heav’ns are not kind to them Uiat know them most . 

Michael Drayton. 


TO HIS COY LOVE 

I PRAY thee leave, love me no more, 

Call home the heart you gave me I 

I but in vain that saint adore. 

That can but will not save me. 

These poor half-kisses kill me quite 
Was ever man thus served? 

Amidst an ocean of delight 
For pleasure to be sterved? 

Show me no more those sTOvy breasts, 
With azure rivers branched. 

Where, whilst mine eye with plenty feasts. 
Yet IS my thirst not stanched. 

O Tantalus, thy pains ne er tell 1 
By me thou art prevented : 

’Tis nothing to be plagued in Hell, 

But thus in Heaven tormented. 

Clip me no more in those dear arms. 

Nor thy life’s comfort call me. 

O, these are but too powerful charms. 

And do but more enthral rot. 
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But !cc how patient ! am giown, 

In all llih coil alioat thee : 

Come, niceihinj;, let thy heatt alone, 

I cannot live without thee 1 

filithsti Draytatt, 
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valediction 

SiNCR there ’s no help, come let us kiss and part I 
Nay, I have done, you jtet no more of me. 

And I am glad, yea glad with all my heart. 

That thus so cleanly I myself can free ! 

Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows. 

And, when we meet at any lime again. 

Be it not seen in cither of our htnws 
That we one jot of former love retain. 

Now at the last gasp of Love’s latest breath. 

When, his pulse failing. Passion speechless lies, 

ViTien Faith is kneeling by his bed of death. 

And Innocence is closing up his eyes. 

Now if thou wouldst, when all have given him over, 
From death to life thou mighl’st him yet recover 1 

Michael Draytaa 
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the shepherd pleads 

Comp, live with me and be my love. 

And we will all the pleasures prove 
That hills and valleys, dale and field. 
And all the craggy mountains yield 1 

There will wc sit upon the rocks 
And see the shepherds feed their flocks. 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

There will 1 make thee beds of roses 
And a thousand fragrant posies ; 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroider’d all with leaves of myutle ; 
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A gon-n made of the finest wool, 

\yhich from our pretty lamhs we pull ; 

Fair-lined slippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the purest gold ; 

A belt of straw and ivy buds 
With coral clasps and amber studs : 

And if these pleasures may thee move. 

Come live with me and be my love 1 

Thy silver dishes, for thy meat 
As precious as the gods do cat, 

Shall on an ivory table be 
Prepared each day for thee and roc. 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May-morning. 

If these delights thy mind may move. 

Then live with me and be my love ! 

Christopher Marloice. 
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THE SHEPHERDESS REPLIES 

If all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue. 
These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

But time drives flocks from field to fold, 
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold ; 
And Philomel becometh dumb ; 

The rest complains of cares to come. 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields ; 

A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall. 

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses. 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 

Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten 1 
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Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 

Thy coral clasps and amber studs — 

All those in me no means can move 
To come to thee and be thy love. 

But could youth last, and love still breed ; 

Had joys no dale, nor at;e no need ; 

Then those delights my mind might move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

IValler Raleig/i. 
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ON A DAY 

On a day, alack the day 1 
LtOve, whose month is ever May, 

Spied a blossom passing fair 
Playing in the wanton air ; 

Through the velvet leaves the wind 
All unseen ’gan jiassage find. 

That the lover, sick to death, 

Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath. 

‘ ^r,’ quoth he, ‘ thy cheeks may blow ; 

Ait, would I might triumph so ! 

But, alack, my hand is sworn 
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet — 

Youth so apt to pluck a sweet I 
Ho not call it sin in me 
That I am forsworn for thee : 

Thou for whom e’en Jove would swear 
Juno but an Elhiope were. 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love.’ 

William Ehaicsfcari. 
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WHO IS SILVIA 

Who is Silvia? what is she, 

That all our swains commend her ? — 
Idoly, fair, and wise is she ; 

The heaven such pace did lend her, 
That she might admired be. 
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Is she kind as she is fair. 

For beauty lives with kindness? — 

Love doth to her eyes repair, ) 

To help him of his blindness ; \ 

And, being helped, inhabits there. } 

Then to Silvia let us sing. 

That Silvia is excelling ; 

She excels each mortal thing, 

Upon the dull earth dwelling : 

To her let us garlands bring. 

William Shaicsfeare. 
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‘HIEMS, WINTER . . . VER, THE SPRING’ 


When daisies pied, and violets blue, 

And lady-smocks all silver-white, 

And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue 
Do paint the meadows with delight. 

The cuckoo then on every tree_ 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he 
Cuckoo ! 

Cuckoo, cuckoo — O word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married car ! 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 

And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks, 
Wlien turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks, 
The cuckoo then on every tree 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he i 
Cuckoo 1 

Cuckoo, cuckoo — O word of fear, 

Unplcasing to a married car I 

n 

When icicles hang by the wall. 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail. 

And Tom bears logs into the hall. 

And milk comes frozen home in pml. 

When blood is nipped, ami ways be foul. 
Then nightly sings the staring owl : 
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Thy tooth is not so keen, 

Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 

Heigh ho ! sing, heigh ho 1 unto the_ green holly ; 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly ; 
Then, heigh ho, the holly ! 

This life is most jolly. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky. 

That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot ; 

Though thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remembered not. 

Heigh ho ! sing heigh ho ! 

^ B fa Shakespeare. 
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TAKE, O, TAKE THOSE LIPS AWAY 

Take, O, take those lips away. 

That so sweetly were forsworn. 

And those eyes, the break of day, 

Lights that do mislead the morn I 
But my kisses bring again. 

Seals of love but sealed in vam. 

Wslltam Shakespeare, 
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HARK, HARK, THE LARK 

Hark ! hark ! the lark at heaven’s gate sings. 
And Phcebus ’gins arise. 

His steeds to water at those springs 
On chaliced flowers that lies ; 

And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes ; 

With everything that pretty bin. 

My lady sweet, arise ! Shakespeare. 
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WHERE THE BEE SUCKS 

Where the bee suclcs, there suck I ; 

In a cowslip’s l>en I lie ; 

There 1 couch when owls do cry ; 

On the bat’s back I do fly 
After summer merrily ; 

Mcrnly, merrily, shall I live now 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Wttliatn Shakesfcare, 
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WHEN, IN DISGRACE 

When', in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state. 

And trouble deaf hcaN en with niy bootless cries, 

And look upon mj self, and curse my fate : 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, ^ 
Featured like him, like him with friends possess d. 
Desiring this man’s art and that man s scope. 

With what I most enjoy contented least : 

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising. 

Haply I think on thee, and then my state. 

Like to the lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven s rate 
For thy sweet love rememb’red such weato brings 
That then I scorn to change my state with kings. 

William htiahapeare. 
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WHEN TO THE SESSIONS 

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 
I summon up remembrance of things past, 

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, ^ ^ 

And with old woes new wail ray dear time s waste . 
Then can I drown an eye, unused to now, _ 

For precious friends liid in death s dateless nig , 
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And weep afresh love’s long since canceled woe, 

And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight ; 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, , 

And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan, 

V^ich I new pay as if not paid before 
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend. 

All losses are restored and sorrows end. 

William Skaktiptare. 
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WHAT IS YOUR SUBSTANCE? 

What is your substance? whereof are you made, 
Tliat millions of strange shadows on you tend ? 

Since every one hath, every one, one shade, 

And you, but one, can every shadow lend 1 
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you ; 

On Helen’s check all art of beauty set, * 

And you in Grecian trres arc painted new ; 

Speak of the spring and foison of the year. 

The one doth shadow of your beauty show. 

The other as your bounty doth appear ; 

And you in every blessdd shape we know. 

In all external grace you have some part. 

But you like none, none you, for constant heart. 

William Skakesfeart, 
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NO LONGER MOURN 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead 
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell 
Give warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world, rvith vilest worm’s to dwell. 
Nay, if you read this line, remember not 
The hand that writ it ; for I lore you so. 

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot. 
If thinking on me then should make you woe. 

O, if, I say, you look upon this verse 
When I perhaps compounded am with clay. 
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Do not so much as my poor name rehearse, 

But let your love even with my life decay ! 

Lest the wise world should look into your moan, 

And mock you u-ith me after I am gone. 

William Skakesptart. 
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THAT TIME OF YEAR 

That time of year thou may’st in me behold 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold. 

Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day 
As after sunset (adeth in the west ; 

Which by and by black night doth lake aw ay, 

Deatn's second sell, ttiat seals up all in re st. 
In'mcTBouTeeTrniEgTowng’oisudrfire, 

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie. 

As the death-bed whereon it must expire, 

Consumed with that which it was nourish’d by. 

This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong 
To love that well which thou must leave ere long. 

William Shaktspeare. 
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THEN HATE ME 

Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now ! 

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross. 

Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow. 

And do not drop in for an after-loss : 

Ah, do not, ,when my heart hath ’scaped this sorrow. 
Come in the reanvard of a conquer’d woe ; 

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow. 

To linger out a purposed overthrow. 

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last, 

When other petty griefs have done their spite. 

But in the onset come : so shall I taste 
At first the very worst of fortune’s might ; 

And other strains of woe, which now seem woe, 
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so. 

William Shakesptare. 

I 
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HOW LIKE A WINTER 

How like a winter hath my absence been 
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year ! 

What freezings ha\ c 1 felt, what dark days seen 1 
What old December’s bareness every where I 
And yet this time removed was summer’s time ; 

' The teeming autumn, big with rich increase, 

^Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime, 

( Dike widow’d wombs after their lords’ deceas e : 
Yetlhis abunda ntjs sue seem’d -to-me 
But hope ol f^hansandunfatherld JruU ; 

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee, 

And, thou away, the very birds are mute : 

Or, if they sing, ’tis with so dull a cheer 

That leaves look pale, dreading the winter’s near. 

William Shatafeare. 
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LOVE IS STRENGTHEN’D 

My love is strengthen’d, though more weak in scemiugi 
I love not less, though less the show appear r 
That love is merchandised whose rich esteeming 
The owner’s tongue doth publish every where. 

1 Our love was new', and then but in the sor ing, 
n W hen I was w o nt to CTcet it with my lays ; 

As I’hilomcl in summer s iront oolh sing. 

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days. 

Not that the summer is less pleasant now 

Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night, 

But that wild music burthens every bough. 

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight 
Therefore, like her, I sometime hold my tongue, 
Because I would not dull you with my song. 

Wtlliam Shakespeare, 
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TO ME, FAIR FRIEND 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old, 

For as you were when first your eye I eyed, 

Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold 
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Have from the forests shook three summers’ pride, 
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn’d 
In process of the seasons have I seen, 

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn’d, 
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green. 

Ah, yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand, 

Steal from his figure, and no pace perceived ; 

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand. 
Hath motioni and mine eye may be deceived : 

For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred : 

Ere you were born was beauty’s summer dead. 

William Shaiespeare. 
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WHEN IN THE CHRONICLE 

When in the chronicle'of wasted time 
I see descriptions of the fairest wights, 

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme 
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights. 

Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best. 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 

I see their antique pen would have e-rpress’d 
Even such a beauty as you master now. 

So all their praises are but prophecies ■ 

Of this our time, all you prefiguring j 
And, for they look’d but with divining eyes. 

They had riot skill enough your worth to sing: 

For we, which now behold these present days. 

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise. 

William Shaiupeat f. 
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O, NEVER SAY 

O, NEVER say that I w.as false of heart, 
Though absence seem’d my fl.ame to qualify I 
As eas y might I from my self depart 
As froiri my soul, which inTlfy oreast doth lie. 
1 hat is my home oi iovc : tl 1 have rangca, 
■Like him that 'travels, 1 return again ; , 



snAKnsrnAKi: 

Juit to Ac lime, not with the time cxch»nr.*'5» 

So that myself tirmit water for my stain. 

Never lielicsc, Aounh in my nature teinn''i 
All frailties that liesiejic all kinds of hloml, 

That it could so preposterously be stain'd, 

To lease for nolhino all thy sum of pood ; 

For nothinf; this wide umserse I c-alt, 

Save thou, my rose ; in it thou art m) all. 

Wslliam Skahsfiirt. 
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THE MARRIAGE OF TRUE MINDS 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not lose 
Which alters when it alteration finds. 

Or bends with the remover to remove : 

O, no ! It is an ever-fixiid mark, 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken ; 

It IS the star to every wandering bark. 

Whose worth 's unknown, although his height lie taken. 
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle’s compass come ; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks. 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error and upon me proved, 

I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

William Shaiafeurc. 
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POOR SOUL 

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth, 

My sinful earth these rebel pow ers array. 
Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth. 
Fainting thy outward walls so costly gay ? 
Why so large cost, having so short a lease, 
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend ? 
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess, 

np thy charge ? Is this thy body’s end ? 
Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss. 
And let that pine to aggravate thy store ; 
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Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross ; 

Within be fed, without be rich no more : 

So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men. 

And, Death once dead, there ’s no more dying then, 

. William Sliaitsftare. 
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LULLABY 

Upon my' lap my sovereign sits 
And sucks upon my breast ; 

Meantime his love maintains my life 
And gives my sense her rest. 

Sing lullaby, my little boy. 

Sing lullaby, mine only joy ! 

When thou hast taken thy repast. 

Repose, my babe, on me ; 

So may thy mother and thy nurse 
Thy cradle also be. 

Sing lullaby, my little boy. 

Sing lullaby, mine only joy 1 

I grieve that duty doth not work 
All that my wishing would. 

Because I would not be to thee 
But in the best I should. 

Sing lullaby, my little boy. 

Sing lullaby, mine only joy 1 

■yet as I am, and as I may, 

I must and will be thine. 

Though all too little for thy self 
'Vouchsafing to be mine. 

Sing lullaby, my little boy. 

Sing lullab)’, mine only joy ! 

Richard Raivlar.ds. 
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FOLLOW YOUR SAINT 

Follow your saint, follow with accents sweet ! 

Haste you, sad notes, fall at her flying feet ! 

There, wrapped in cloud of sorrow, pity move. 

And tell the ravisher of my soul I perish for her love : 

But, if she scorns my never ceasing pain, 

Then burst with sighing in her sight, and ne’er return again. 
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All lh:l 1 wnn f'iH <Ji'5 

SliU slit wai first, still <'m Kiy toon* cna ? 

Yet she roy love snil musk doth l-oth fly, 

The musk that her ceho is ami l^uctv’s sywfc'hy t 

Then lei my notes pursue her scornful thpht ! , i,, 

It shall sufticc that they svcrc htealheil and ilkti for her ti-i'j.*-*- 

7>.e"«--t Cce'/ic’' 
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C O M r., O, COM 1: 

COMn, O, come, my Itfc’s ilchght 1 
Let me not in Ispfpjor pine 1 
Lose loses no delay ; thy sight 
The mote enjoyed, the more dis'lce I 
O. come, and rate from me 
The pain of being deprisrd of thee ! 

Thou all ssveelness dost enclose, 

Lil'.e a little svotid of bli's : 

Beauty (piards thy looVs, the rose 
In them pure and eternal is : 

Come, (hen, and nuLc thy fliVht 
As sssift to me as heascnly light 1 

nc-^si Cartflc^. 
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LOVU ME OR NOT 

Love me or not, love her I must or die. 

Leave me or not, follosv her needs must I. 

O, that her grace svould my ss-ished comfoiU give 1 
llosv rich in her, hosv happy I should live 1 

All my desire, all my delight should be 
Her to enjoy, her to unite to me ; 

Ensy should cease, her svould I lose alone t 
Who loves by looli b seldom true to one. 

Could I enchant, and that it lawful were. 

Her svould 1 charm softly that none should hear; 
But love enforced rarely yields firm content : 

So would I love that neither should repent. 

Thomas 
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THHRE IS A GARDEN 

There is a garden in her face 
Where roses and v hite lilies grow ; 

A heavenly paradise is that place 
Wherein all pleasant fruits do flow. 

There cherries grow which none may buy, 

Till ‘Cherry Ripe’ themselves do cry. 

Those cherries fairly do enclose 
Of orient pearl a double row. 

Which when her lovely laughter shows. 

They look like rose-buds filled \nth snow ; 

Yet them nor peer nor prince can buy. 

Till ‘ Cherry Ripe ’ themselves do cry. 

Her eyes like angels watch them still. 

Her brows like bended bows do stand. 

Threatening with piercing frowns to kill 
All that attempt with eye or hand 

Those sacred cherries to come nigh, 

Till ‘ Cherry Ripe’ themselves do cry. 

Thomas Campion, 


133 

O SWEET DELIGHT 

O SWEET delight, O more than human bliss. 

With her to live that ever loving is ! 

To heat her speak whose lyords are so well placed 
That she by them, as they in her are graced ! 

Those looks to view that feast the viewer s eye. 

How blest is he that may so live and die 1 

Such love as this the Golden Times did know. 

When all did reap, yet none took care to sow ; 

Such love as this an endless sunder makes. 

And all distaste from frail affection takes. 

So loved, so blest in roy beloved am I : ^ 

Which till their eyes do ache, let iron men envy ! 

Thomas Campion. 
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WHEN THOU MUST HOME 

Whf-N tliou must home to shades of «n(Jer{;tound, 

And, there arrived, a neiv admired guest. 

The beauteous spirits do engirt thee round, 

Wiitc lope, blithe Helen, and the rest. 

To hear the stories of thy finished love 

From that smooth tongue whose music hell can move; 

Then will thou speak of banqueting delights, 

Of masques and revels which sweet youth did make. 

Of tourneys and great challenges of knights, 

And all these triumphs for thy beauty’s sake : 

When thou hast told these honours done to thee. 

Then tell, O, tell, how thou didst murder me. 

Thomas Camfion- 
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NEVER weather-beaten SAIL 

Never weather-beaten sail more willing bent to shore. 

Never tirW pilgrim’s limbs aflected slumber more. 

Than my wearied sprite now longs to fly out of my troubled 
breast — 

O, come quickly, sweetest Lord, and take my soul to rest ! 

Ever blooming are the joys of heaven’s high Paradise, 

Cold age deals not there our eats, nor vapour dims our eyes : 
Glory there the sun outshines ; whose beams the Blessed only see — 
O, come quickly, glorious Lord, and raise my sprite to Thee ! 

Thomas Campion. 
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spring, THE SWEET SPRING 

Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year’s pleasant king 1 
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring, 
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing : — 
Cuckoo, jug, jug, pu we, to witta woo ! 
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The palm and may make country houses gay, 

Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day, 

And we hear ay birds tune this merry lay : — 

Cuckoo, jug, jug, pu we, to witta woo ! 

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our feet, 
Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit. 

In every street these tunes our ears do greet : — 
Cuckoo, jug, jug, pu we, to witta woo ! 

Thomas Nashe. 
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IN TIME OF PESTILENCE 

Adied ! Farewell earth’s bliss ! 

This world uncertain is ; 

Fond are life’s lustful joys, 

Death proves them all but toys. 

None from his darts can fly ; 

1 am sick, I roust die. 

Lord have mercy on us ! 

Rich men, trust not in wealth ; 

Gold cannot buy you health ; 

Physic himself must fade ; 

All things to end are made ; 

The plague full swift goes by ; 

I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us 1 

Beauty is but a flower, 

Wliich wrinkles will devour ; 
Brightness falls from the air > _ 
Queens have died young and fair ; 
Dust hath closed Helen’s eye ; 

1 am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us ! 

Strength stoops unto the grave : 
Worms feed on Hector hrave ; 

Swords may not fight with fate ; 

Earth still holds ope her gate ; 

‘ Come, come,’ the bells do cry. 

1 am sick, I must die. 

Xoid have mercy on us ! 
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Wit with his wantonness, 

Taslcth death’s bitterness. 

Hell’s executioner 
Hath no ears for to hear 
What vain art can replj . 

1 am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us 1 

Haste, therefore, each degree, 

To w elcome destiny ! 

Heaven is our heritage. 

Earth but a player's stage. 

Mount n e unto the sky ! 

I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us ! 

Themas Nasht, 
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TO HIS MISTRESS, THE QUEEN OF 
BOHEMIA 

You meaner beauties of the night, 

That poorly satisfy our ej es 
Mote by jour number than jour light. 

You common people of the skies, 

What are you when the moon shall rise? 

You curious chanters of the wood. 

That warble forth Dame Nature’s lays. 
Thinking your passions understood 

By your w eak accents, what’s your praise 
When Philomel her voice shall raise ? 

You violets that first appear. 

By your pure purple mantles know n 
Like the proud \ irgins of the year. 

As if the spring were all your own. 

What are you when the rose is blown? 

So when my mistress shall be seen 
In form and beauty of her mind, 

By virtue first, then choice, a Queen, 

Tell me if she were not designed 
The eclipse and glory of her kind ? 

Henry Wolton. 
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Tnn siiupunjui to i m* rtowr-Rs 

Swrin 1.01.1*$ l‘ani<l.t«, ttni spttail 

Yoar f,rsdoa> fsloar-, uWcSi J'OJ coacliW bear 
WithSn jour paly *.■>«*( , 

Uj "03 ll.c Ecnilc vvinj; of setae calm brcalliinj; tsind 
Thai plays amids! ll.c pHm I 
If by tl 0 fasourof propitious s’.ars jo.i K-sin 
Sudt crace as in mv I- Ij's l>osom place to find, 

He proud to touch th.o'c places ; , , , , 

And at bra her wannth jour no. 'tire forth doth wear, 
Whrrthy her tlamly lorta arc iwcctly fed, 

Your honours of the llowny inc.ids 1 pry, 

You prcllj slauphtrrt of the earth and sun, 

With mild and seemly btcathinR straifiht display 
My bitter sir.ha that base ray heart undone 


i scorn, 


Verrailton roses, that uith new 
IDisplay j’our crtr.son fetUis fresh looVintj fair, 

Who'S radiant hii^hl ditiTraccs 
The rich ndonifd nys of roseate risirp raom, 

Ah! if her sitnin's Irnd _ . , 1 

Do pluck jour pjte, ere rho-hus vicir the land. 

And vail jour practoua t»omp in lovely Ivaturc s 5 
If eliance ray inistreas tracts , 

Fast by jour fowtis to take the summer s air. 

Then, woful i lushinp. tempt hcrf;lonous ejes 
To spread their tears, Adonis’ death tenortmp, 

And tcJl love’s torments, sorrowing lor her menu. 
Whose drops of blood, Trilhin jour leaves consorting, 
Keport fair Venus' moans to hate no end. 

Then may Remorse in pitjmg of mj- smart, 

Dry up my tears, and dwell within her heart. 
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TO NIGHT 


XV/ • w — - 

O NIGHT, O jealous Night, repugnant to my measures ! 

O Night so long desired, jet cross to my 
There ’s none but only thou that can perform ray pleasures. 
Yet none but only thou that Iimdcreth my intent. 
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Thy beams, Oiy spUcM beams, thy lamps that bum too brightly. 
Discover all my trains, and nakeH lay my drifts. 

That night by night I hope, yet fail my purpose nightly, 

Thy envious, glaring gleam defealeth so my shifts. 

Sweet Night, withhold thy beams, withhold them till to-morrow, 
\Yhose joys in lack so long a hell of torment breeds 1 

Sweet Night, sweet gentle Night, do not prolong my sorrow 5 
Desire is guide to me, and love no lodestar needs. 

Let sailors gare on stars and moon so freshly shining ; 

Let them that miss the way be guided by the light ; 

1 know my Lady’s bower, there needs no mote divining: 
.^fTection sees in dark, and Love hath eyes by night. 

Dame Cynthia, couch awhile ! hold in thy horns for shining, 
And glad not low’ting Night with thy too glorious rays ; 

Bat be she dim and dark, tempestuous and repining, 

That in her spite my sport may work thy endless praise 1 

And when my will is wrought, then, Cjurthia, shine, good lady, 
All other nights and days in honour of that night. 

That happy heavenly night, that night so dark and shady, 
NVherem my Love had eyes that lighted my delight ! 
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MADRIGAL 

My Love in her attire doth show her wit, 

It doth so well become her ; 

For every season she hath dressings fit, 

For Winter, Spring, and Sumnier. 

No beauty she sloth miss, 

When all her robes arc on • 

For Beauty's self she is, 

Wien all her robes arc gone. 

Ancnyr.mt. 
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mskUAisn or lovr 

if hivr be life, I long to die, 

Live (hey that list lor me : 

And h- jhs: gains the rnoit thereby 
A fvol, at least, shall be. 



anonymous 
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'Stsr^i wiA ro Jw thrn b”* pi "‘'I' = 
UnVspr, lifp they fis'jr, 

Wlixh do «i?etla>n. 

In diV by ftifi-r.1 KvU ihcy live, 
Py'h^nc dir^n'K in r.lRhS ; . 

Kacn frenn a nwind «.c*n 

Ibich «mi1e R dclipht. 

1{'( htp !htif l-tdy P<5'’'=‘''l 
It is f«t nlber’* love they deem : 

Hsn’d she seen of toy. 

Disdain diMh mite hci coy. 

Such is the peace that losem f.nd. 

Such is the life they lead. 

Blown here and there svilh every wind. 

Lite flowers in the mead. 

Kfrw war. now peace, then 'wr acain. 
Desire, despair, dchpht, di-dam : 
Thoupii dead, in miast of 'i'r» 

In {w^cci s'nfc * 
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w r. r, P V o u no more 

Wnr.r sou no more, sad fountains ! 

What need you flow ro f^'*/ 
l^t how the snowy mountains 
Heaven’s sun doth pcnily wistc 
But my sun's heavenly eyes 
View not your weepinp, 

That now lies slcepin;; 

Softly, now softly lies 

Sleeping. 

Sleep is a rcconcilmc, 

A rest that Jicacc l>ef:cm r 
Doth not the 'un rise smilinR 

When fair at cvn he sets? 

Rest you then, rest, sad eyes . 
Melt not in weeping, 

UTiile she tics sleeping 
Softly, now softly hes_ 

Sleeping. 


Aiter.ynious. 
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ARISE, MY THOUGHTS 

Arise, my .Thoughts, and mount you with the sun, 
Call all the winds to make you speedy wings, 

And to my fairest Maya see you run, 

And weep your last while wantonly she sings ; 

Then if you cannot move her heart to pity. 

Let 0, alas, ay site be all your ditty. 

Arise, my Thoughts, no more, if you return 
Denied of grace which only you desire. 

But let the sun your wings to ashes burn 
And melt your passions in his quenchless fire ; 

Yet if you move fair Maya’s heart to pity. 

Let smiles and love and kisses be your ditty. 

Arise, my Thoughts, beyond the highest star 
And gently rest you in fair Maya’s eye. 

For that is fairer than the brightest are ; 

But, if she frown to see you climb so high. 

Couch in her lap, and with a moving ditty, 

Of smiles and love and kisses beg for pity. 

Anonymous. 
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MADRIGAL 

I SAW my Lady weep. 

And Sorrow proud to be advanced so 
In those fair eyes where all perfections keep. 

Her face was full of woe. 

But such a woe tbelieve me) as wins more hearts 
Than Mirth can do with her enticing parts. 

Sorrow was there made fair. 

And Passion wise ; Tears a delightful thing ; 
Silence beyond all speech ; a "Wisdom rare 
She made her sighs to sing. 

And all things with so sweet a sadness move 
As made my heart at once both grieve and love. 
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O fairer than aught else 

The world can show, lease off tn time to grieve ! 
Enough, enough ! Your joyful look excels ; 
Tears kill the heart, believe 1_ 

O, strive not to be excellent in svoe, 

Which only breeds jour beauty’s overthrow ! 

A>ion)mous. 
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ANOTHER 

Thou art but young, thou say’st. 

And love’s delight thou weigh’st not ; 

O, take time while thou may’st. 

Lest when thou would’st thou may’st not ' 

If love shall then assail thee, 

A double anguish will torment thee ; 

And thou wilt wish (but wishes all will fail thee), 

‘ O me ! that I were young again 1 ’ and so repent 
thee. 

Anonymout, 
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my love 

Mt Love is neither young nor old. 

Not fiery-hot nor frozen cold. 

But fresh and fair .as spnnging-bnar 
Blooming the fruit of love s desire ; 

Not snowy-white nor rosj’-red. 

But fair enough for shepherd’s bed ; 

And such a love was never seen 
On hill or dale or countrj’-grccn. 

Anonymous. 
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DEAR, IF YOU CHANGE 

Dfar, if you change, I ’ll neacr choose ag.ain ; 
Sw ect, if yon shrink, I 'll never think of love ; 
Fair, if you fail. I'll judge all beauty vain ; 

' Wise, if too weak, more wits I ’ll never prove. 



144 


ANONYMOUS 


Dear, sweet, fair, wise I change, shrink, nor be not weak, 
And, on my faith, my faith shall never break ! ' 

Earth with her flowers shall sooner heaven adorn ; 

Heaven her bright stars through earth’s dim globe shall move ; 
Fire heat shall lose, and frosts of flames be bom ; 

Air, made to shine, as black as hell shall prove ; 

Earth, heaven, fire, air, the world transformed shall view. 
Ere I prove false to faith or strange to you 1 

^nonyf-aus. 
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MADRIGAL 

Love not me for comely grace. 

For my pleasing eye or face. 

Nor for any outward part, 

No, nor for a constant heart ! 

For these may fail or turn to ill — 

So thou and I shall sever. 

Keep, therefore, a true woman’s eye. 

And love me still, but know not why ! 

So hast thou the same reason still 
To dote upon me ever. 

A nonymeus. 
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SINCE FIRST 1 SAW YOUR FACE 

SiN'CE first I saw your face I resolved to honour and renown ye ; 
If now 1 be disdained, 1 wish my heart had never known ye. 
What ? I that loved and you that liked, shall we begin to wrangle : 
No, no, no, my heart is fast, and cannot disentangle. 

If I admire or praise too much, that fault you may forgive me ; 

Or if my hands had strayed a touch, then justly might you leave roe 
I asked you leave, you bade me love ; is ’t now a time to chide me 
No, no, no, I ’ll love you still, what fortune e’er betide me. 

The sun, whose beams most glorious are, rejecteth no beholder. 
And your sweet beauty past compare made my poor eyes th 
bolder. 

Where beauty moves, and wit delights, and .signs of kindness bin 
me. 

There, O, there ! where’er I go 1 ’ll leave my heart behind me. 

Anonymous. 
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COME, SHEPHERD SWAINS 

Come, shepherd swains, that t\ont to hear me sing, 
Now sigh and groan ! 

Dead is my Love, my Hope, my Joy, my Spring; 
Dead, dead, and gone ! 

O, She that was your Summer’s Queen, 

Vour dajs’ dehglit. 

Is gone and will no more be seen; 

O cruel spite ! 

Break all your pipes that wont to sound 
With pleasant cheer. 

And cast yourselves upon the ground 
To wail my Dear ! 

Come, shepherd sw ains, come, nymphs, and all a-row 
To help me cry ; 

Dead is my Love, and, seeing She is so, 

Lo, now I die 1 

Anon}moiis, 
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SISTER, AWAKE 

Sister, awako ! close not your eyes 
The Day her light discloses, 

And the bright Morning doth arise 
Out of her bed of roses. 

See, the clear Sun, the world’s bright eye. 
In at out window peeping; 

Lo 1 how he blushcth to espy 
Us idle wenches sleeping. 

Therefore, awake ! make haste, I say. 
And let us, without staying. 

All in our gowns of green so gay, 

Into the park a-maying ! 


K 


Anon} nous 
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TO DIAKA 

Qor.nS arnJ hcntrMs chafte and fair, 

JJow tlic Jtm is laid to sleep, 

Seated in thy sih'er chair. 

Stale in wonted manner heep : 

IJcsperus entreats thy Hph.t, 

Goddess eieellemty bripht. 

Earth, let not thy tnvions shade 
Dare ttscU to interpee'c t 
CsTithia's sUtninp. oih was made 
Heaven to clear when day did close : 

Bless us then with wished stpht, 

Goddess excellently briphl. 

I,ay thy Ixsw of pearl ajart. 

And thy crystal -shminE quiver 1 
Give unto the flying hart 
Space to breathe, hosv short soever j 
Thou that maheat a day of night, 

Goddess excellently btight. 

' Ben 
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CHAR IS 

See the chariot at hand here of Love, 

Wherein my Lady ridcib ! 

Each that draws is a swan or a dove. 

And well the car Love guideth. 

As she goes, all hearts do duty 
Unto her beauty ; 

And enamoured do wbh, so they might 
But enjoy such a sight, 

That they still were to run by her side, 

Through swords, through seas, whither she svould glide. 

Do but lool; on her eyes — they do light 
All that Love’s world compriseth 1 
Do but look on her hair — it is bright 
As Love’s star when it riseth ! 
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Do lr,it mark— her forehead ’* smoo'.her 
Than words that soothe her, 

And from her archetl brows sucJj a CTace 
Shtih itself Ihronch the face. 

As alone there triumphs to the life 

All the (piin, all the pood of the elements’ strife 1 

llarc you seen but a briBht lily ^row. 

Before rutle hands have touched it ? 

Have you marked but the fall of the snow, 

Before the soil hath smutchetl it ? 

Have you felt the wool of the beaver, 

Or swan’s down ever? 

Or liave smelt o’ the bud of the brier, 

Or tlic nard in the fire? 

Or have tasterl the bap of the bee? — 

O, so white, O, so soft, O, so sweet is she ! 

i'err jemen. 
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KISS ME, SWEET 

Kiss me, sweet : the wary lover 
Can your favours keep, and cover, 

^^^lcn the common courtinp jay 
All your bounties will betray. 

Kiss again : no creature comes. 

Iviss, and score up wealthy sums 

On my lips, thus hardly sundred 

iVhile you breathe. First give a hundred. 

Then a thousand, then another 

Hundred, then unto the other 

Add a thousand, and so more r 

Till you equal with the store. 

All the grass that Rumney yields. 

Or the sands in Chelsea fields. 

Or the drops in silver Thames, 

Or the stars that gild his streams, 

In the silent summer-nights, 

When youths ply their stolen delights : 
That the curious may not know 
How to tell ’em as they flow. 

And the envious, when they find 
What their number is, be pined. 


Den Jonson. 
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FOLLOW A SHADOW 

Follow a shadow, it still flies you, 

Seem to fly it, it will pursue : 

So court a mistress, she denies yon ; 

Let her alone, she will court you 
Say are not women truly, then. 

Styled but the shadons of us men? 

At morn and even shades are longest ; 

At noon they are or short or none : 

So men at weakest, they are strongest. 

But grant us perfect, they ’re not known. 

Say are not women truly, then. 

Styled hut the shadow s of us men ? 

Sen /onson. 
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TO CELIA 

Drink to me only with thine eyes. 

And I will pledge with mine ; 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup. 

And I ’ll not look for wine. 

The thirst that from the soul doth rise, 

Doth ask a dnnk divine : 

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup, 

I would not change for thine. 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath. 

Not so much honouring thee, * 

As giving It a hope, that there 
It could not withered be ; 

But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And sent’st it back to me ; 

Since when it grows, and smells, I swear. 

Not of itself, but thee. 

Sen Joneon. 
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THE KISS 

O, that joy so soon should waste ! 
Or so sweet a bliss 
As a kiss 
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Mipht not for ever last i 

So supsrctl, 50 melting, so soft, so rielicious, 

The os w that lies on rose?, 

Wien the mom hsrrelf discloses, 

Is not so precious. 

O, r.itlisr than I would it smother, 

Wetc I to t.aste such another, 
l! should be my wishing 
Tbit I might die kissing ! 

Btr. /enssr.. 
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UKOCING ANOTHKU 

For Ixive’s sake, kiss me once again ! 

1 long, and should not lieg in vain. 

Here ’.5 none to spy or sec : 

^\^ly do you doubt or stay? 

I 'll taste as lightly as the l>ce. 

That doth but touch his llowcr, and flics away. 

Once more, and, faith, I wilt be gone — 

Can he that loves ask less than one? 

Nay, you m.ay err in this. 

And all your bounty WTong : 

This could be called but h.alf a hi.ss ; 

What we 're but once to do, we should do long. 

I will but mend the hast, and tell 
Where, how, it would have relished well ; 

Join lip to lip, and tty : 

Each suck the other’s breath. 

And whilst our tongues perplexed lie. 

Let who will think us dead, or wish our death ! 

Ben Jonson. 
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A nymph's passion 

I LOVn, and he loves me again. 

Yet dare I not tell who ; 

For if the nymphs should know my swain, 
1 fear they’d love him loo; 
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Yet if it be not Icnown, 

The pleasure is as good as none, 

For that ’s a narrow joy is but our own. 

I ’ll tell, that if they be not glad, 

They yet may envy me ; 

But then, if 1 ^ow jealous mad, 

And of them pitied be. 

It were a plague ’bovc scorn ; 

And yet it cannot be forborne. 

Unless my heart would, as my thought, be tom. 

He is, if they can find him, fair. 

And fresh and fragrant too, 

As summer’s sUy, or purged air, 

And looks as lilies do 
That ate this morning blown : 

Yet, j'et I doubt he is not known, . 

And fear much more, that mote of him be shown t 

But he hath eyes so round and bright 
As make away my doubt. 

Where Love may all his torches light 
Though hate had put them out : 

But then, t’ increase my fears, 

'VA'hat nymph soe’er his voice but hears. 

Will be my rival, though she have but cars ! 

I 'll tell no more, and yet I love. 

And he loves me ; yet no 

One unbecoming thought doth move 

From either heart, I know ; 

But so exempt from blame, 

As it would be to each a fame. 

If love or fear would let me tell his name. 

Bm Jor.iOn. 
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EPITHALAMY 

Up 1 youths and virgins 1 up, and praise 
The god whose nights outshine his days 1 
Hymen, whose hallowed rites 
Could never boast of brighter lights. 
Whose bands pass liberty 1 
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Two of your troop, that with the morn were free, 
Are now waged to his war ; 

And what they arc. 

If you ’ll perfection sec. 

Yourselves must be. 

Shine, Hesperus ! shine forth, thou wished star ! 

What joy or honours can compare 
With holy nuptials when they arc 
Made out of equal parts 
Of years, of states, of hands, of hearts? 

When in the happy choice 

The spouse and spoused have the foremost voice, 

Such, glad of Hymen’s war. 

Live what they are 
And long perfection see : 

And such ours be. 

Shine, Hespcnis ! shine forth, thou wished star 1 

The solemn state of this one night 
Were fit to last an age’s light ; 

But there are rites behind 

Have less of state and more of kind : 

Love’s wealthy crop of kisses, 

And fruitful harvest of his mother’s blisses. 

Sound then to Hymen’s war 1 
That what these are. 

Who will perfection see 
May haste to be. 

Shine, Hesperus 1 shine forth, thou wished star ! 

Love’s Commonwealth consists of toys ; 

His Council are those antic boys. 

Games, Laughter, Sports, Delights, 

That triumph with him on these nights : 

To whom we must give way. 

For now their reign begins, and lasts till day. 
They sweeten Hymen’s war. 

And in that jar 

Makeall that married be 

Perfection see. . , , . 

Shine, Hesperus I shine forth, thou wished star 1 

Why stays the bridegroom to invade 
Her that would be a matron made ? 

Good-night 1 whilst yet ^ye may 
Good-night to you a virgin say. 
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To-morrow rise the same 

Tom mother is, wad ose a rroblet name ! 

Speed well in Hymen’s mar, 

That what you are, 

By your perfection, me 

And all may see 1 . , , , i 

Shine, Hespcnis 1 shine forth, thou wished star I 

To-night is Venus’ vigil kept. 

This night no bridegroom ever slept ; 

And if tlie fair bride do. 

The married say ’tis his fault too. 

Wake then, and let your lights 

Wake too, for they’ll tell nothing of your nights. 

But that in Hymen’s war 

You perfect are ; 

And such perfection we 
Do pray should be — 

Shine, Hesperus ! shine forth, thou wished star ! • 

That, ere the rosy-fingered Morn 
Behold nine moons, there may be bom 
A babe to uphold the fame 
Of Radcliffe’s blood and Ramsay’s n.ame. 

That may, in his great seed. 

Wear the long honours of his father’s deed I 
Such fruits of Hymen’s war 
Most perfect are ; 

And all perfection we 
Wish you should see. 

Shine, Hesperus 1 shine forth, thou wished star 1 

Jonsor.. 
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O, DO NOT WANTON 

O, DO not wanton with those eyes, 
Lest 1 be srek with seeing ; 

Nor cast them down, but let them rise, 
Lest shame destroy their being. 

O, be not angry with those fires, 

For then their threats will kill me ; 
Nor look too kind on my desires. 

For then my hopes will spill me. 
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O, do not steep them in thy tears, 

For so will sorrow slay me ; 

Nor spread them as distraught uith fears — 

M:ne o\\ n enough betray me 1 

' Ben Jorson. 
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GO AND CATCH 

Go and cateh a falling star, 

Get with child a mandrake root. 

Tell me where all times past are. 

Or who cleft the Devil’s foot, 

Teach me to hear mermaids singing, 

Or to keep off envy’s stinging ; 

And find. 

What wind 

Serves to advance an honest mind 1 

If thou be’st bom to strange sights, 

Things inv isiblc go see ; 

Ride ten thousand days and nights, 

Till age snow white hairs on thee ; 

Thou, when thou return’st, wilt tell me 
All strange wonders that befell thee ; 

And swear 
No where 

Lives a woman true and fair I 

If thou find’st one let me know. 

Such a pilgrimage were sweet ; 

Yet do not, I would not go, 

Though at next door we might meet : 
Though she were true when jou met her. 
And last, till you write your letter ; 

Yet she 
Will be 

False, ere I come, to two or three ’ 

John Donne. 
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BREAK OF DAY 

Stay, O sweet, and do not nse ! 

The light, that shines, comes from thine eyes. 
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The day breaks not : it is my heart, 

Because that you and I must part. 

Stay, or else my joys will die, 

And perish in their infancy. 

’Tis true, ’Us day : what though it bo ? 

O, wilt thou therefore rise from me? 

Why should we rise, because ’tis light ? 

Did we he down, because ’twas night? 

Love, which in spite of darkness brought us hither, 
Should in despite of light keep us together. 

Light hath no tongue, but is all eye. 

If it could spe.ak as well as spy, 

Tbis were the worst that it could say 
That, being well, I fam would stay, 

And that I lov'd my heart and honour so. 

That I would not from her, that had them, go. 

Must business thee from hence remove? 

O, that’s the worst disease of lose ! 

The poor, the foul, the false, lore can 
Admit, but not the busied man. 

He, which hath business, and makes lose, doth do 
Such wrong, as sshen a married man doth woo. 

Mn Donne. 
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THE MESSAGE 

Send home my long strayed e> cs to me. 
Which, O 1 too long has e dss clt on thee. 
But if they tliere has’c Icam’d such ill. 
Such forced fashions 
And false passions. 

That they be 
Made by thee 

Fit for no good sight, keep them sUll. 

Send home my harmless heart again. 
Which no unworthy thought could sttun I 
But, if it be taught by thine 
To make jestings 
Of pretestings. 

And break both 
Word and oath. 

Keep it still — ’tis none of mine. 
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Yet send me back my heart and eyes, 

That I may know and see thy lies, 

And may laugh and joy, when thou 
Art in anguish, 

And dost languish 
For some one. 

That will none. 

Or prove as false as thou dost now. 

John Donne, 
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AS IT FELL UPON A DAY 

As it fell upon a day 

In the merry month of May ; 

Sitting in a pleasant shade 
Which a grove of myrtles made. 

Beasts did leap, and birds did sing. 

Trees did grow, and plants did spring ; 
Everything did banish moan, 

Save the Nightingale alone. 

She, poor bird, as all-forlorn, 

Lean’d her breast up-till a thorn, 

And there sung the dolefull’st ditty, 

That to hear it was great pity. 

‘ Fie, fie, fie,’ now would she cr>' ; 

‘ Teru, teru 1 ’ by and by ; 

That to hear her so complain, _ 

Scarce from tears I could refrain ; 

For her griefs, so lively shown. 

Made me think upon mine own. _ 

‘ Ah,’ thought I, ‘ thou mourn’st in vain ! 
None takes pity on thy pain : 

Senseless trees, they cannot hear thee ; 
Ruthless beasts, they will not cheer thee : 
King Fandion he is dead 
All thy friends are lapp’d in lead ; 

All thy fellow birds do sing. 

Careless of thy sorrowing. 

(Even so, poor bird, like thee 
None alive will pity me) — 

Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled. 

Thou and I were both beguiled. 

Every one that flatters thee 
Is no friend in misery. 
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Words are easy, like the wind ; 

Faithful friends are hard to find. 

Every man -rvill be thy friend 
Whilst thoa hast rvherewith to spend ; 

But if store of crowns be scant, 

No man will supply thy want. 

If that one be prodigal. 

Bountiful they will him call, 

And with such-likc flattering, 

* Pity hut he were a king ’ 1 
If he be addict to vice. 

Quickly him they will entice. 

If to women he be bent. 

They have at commandment. 

But if Fortune once do frown, 

Then farewell his great renown ! 

They that fawn’d on him before 
Use his company no more. 

He that is thy friend indeed, 

He will help thee in thy need ; 

If thou sorrow, he will weep ; 

If thou wake, he cannot sleep ; 

Thus of every grief in heart 
He rvith thee doth bear a part. 

These are certain signs to know 
Faithful friend from flattering foe. 

Richard BarnfitU 
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ANTHEM 

Lord, what am I ? A worm, dust, vapour, nothing ! 
What is my life ? A dream, a daily dying ! 

What is my flesh ? My soul’s uneasy clothing ! 

What is my time? A minute ever flying : 

My time, my flesh, my life, and I ; 

What are we. Lord, but vanity? 

Where am I, Lord ? down in a vale of death : 

What is my trade ? sin, my dear God offending 
My sport sin too, my stay a puff of breath : 

What end of sin ? Hell’s horror never ending ! 

My way, my trade, sport, stay, and place 
Help to make up my doleful case. 
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Lord, what art thou? pure life, power, beaut 5 ’, bliss ; 
Where dwell’st thou ? up above in perfect light : 
What is Thy time ? eternity it is : _ 

What state? attendance of each glorious spnte : 
Thyself, thy place, thy days, thy state 
Pass all the thoughts of powers create. ' 

How shall I reach thee. Lord ? O, soar above. 
Ambitions soul 1 But which way should I fly ? 

Thou, Lord, art way and end : what wings have I ? 
Aspiring thoughts, of faith, of hope, of love 
O, let these wings, that way atone 

Present me to thy blissful Jthrone 1 , , „ 

Joseph Hall. 
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Love in thy youth, fair maid ; be wise. 
Old Time will make thee colder. 
And though each morning new arise 
Yet we each day grow older. 

Thou as heaven art fair and young, 
Thine eyes like twin stars shining ; 
But ere another day be sprung. 

All these will be declining. 


Then winter comes w ith all his fears. 
And all thy sweets shall borrow ; 

Too late then wilt thou shower thy tears. 
And I too late shall sorrow. 


Anonymous. 
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O SWEET CONTENT 

Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers? 
O sweet content ! 

Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perplexed? 

O punishment I , , 

Dost thou laugh to see how fools are vexw 
To add to golden numbers golden numbers? 

O sweet content ! 
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Const drink the waters of the crispM spring ? 

O sweet content ! 

Swira’st thou in wealth, yet sink’st in thine own tears? 
O punishment ! 

Then he that patiently want’s burden bears, 

No burden bears, but is a king, a king I 
O sweet content ! 

Work apace, apace, apace, apace ; 

Honest labour bears a lovely face ; 

Then hey noney, noney, hey noney, noney 1 

Timas DMrr. 
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BEAUTY, ARISE 

Seautv, arise, show forth thy glorious shining 1 
Thine eyes feed Love, for them he standeth pining. 
Honour and youth attend to do their duty 
To thee, their only sovereign beauty. 

Beauty, arise, whilst we, thy servants, sing 
lo to Hymen, wedlock’s jocund king: 
lo to Hymen, lo, lo, sing ! 

Of wedlock, love, and youth, is Hymen king. 

Beauty, arise, thy glorious lights display. 

Whilst we sing lo, glad to see this day. 
lo to Hymen, lo, lo, sing ! 

Of wedlock, love, and youth, b Hymen king. 

Tkairias Dikitr, 
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ye little birds 

Ye little birds that sit and sing 
Amidst the shady valleys. 

And see how Phillis sweetly walks 
Within her garden-alleys ; 

Go, pretty birds, about her bower ; 
Sing, pretty birds, she may not lower ; 
Ah, me ! methinks I see her frown ! 
Ye pretty wantons, warble. 
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Go, tell her through }Our chirping bills, 

As you by me are bidden. 

To her is only known my love, 

Which from the world is hidden. 

Go, pretty birds, and tell her so ; 

See that jour notes strain not too low ; 

For sUIl, melhinks, I sec her frown — 

Y'c pretty wantons, warble. 

Go tune your \ oices’ harmony. 

And sing, I am her loser ; 

Strain loud and sweet, that every note 
With sweet content may move her 

And she that hath the sweetest voice. 

Tell her I wall not change my choice ; 

Yet still, metliinks, I sec her frown ! 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

O, fly 1 make haste I see, see, she falls 
Into a pretty slumber. 

Sing round alwut her rosy bed. 

That, waking, she may wonder. 

Say to her, ’tis her lover true 

That sendeth love to you, to you ; 

And when you hear her kind reply. 

Return with pleasant warbhngs. 

Thomoi Hty-Mod. 
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PACK, CLOUDS, AWAY 

Pack, clouds, away, and welcome, day ! 
With night we banish sorrow. 

Sweet air, blow soft ; mount, lark, aloft 
To give my lo\c good monrou ! 

Wings from the >Mnd to please her mind, 
Notes from the lark I *11 borrow ; 

Bird, prune thy wing, nightingale, sing, 
To give my love good morrow I 
To gi\e my love good morrow. 

Notes from them all I *U borrow. 

Wake from thy nest, robin redbreast 1 
Sing, birds, in every furrow, 

And from each bill let music shrill 
Give my fair love good morrow 1 
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Blackbird and tbtush in evtrj’ bush, 
Stare, linnet, and cocksparrow, 

You pretty elves, amonRsi yourselves 
Sing my fair love good morrow ! 

To give my love good morrow, 

Sing, birds, in every furrow 
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aspatia’s song 

Lay a garland on my hearse 
Of the dismal yew. 

Maidens, willow branches hear- 
say I died true. 

My love was false, but I was firm 
From my hour of birth. 

Upon my buried body lie 

Lightly, gentle earth I j^^.^putcUr 
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AWAY, delights 

AWAy, delights 1 go seek some other dwelling. 

For I must die. 

Farewell, faUe love I thy tongue is ever telling 
Lie after lie. 

For ever let me rest now'from thy smarts ; 

Alas, for pity, go. 

And fire their hearts 

That have been hard to thee 1 Mine was not so. . 

Never agmn deluding love shall know me, 

For I will die ; _ 

And all those griefs that think to ove^ow me. 

Shall be as 1. 

For ever will I sleep, while poor maids cry : — 

‘ Alas, for pity, stay. 

And let us die , 

\Vith thee 1 men cannot mock us in the clay. 

JohnpltUUi 
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COME HITHER, YOU THAT LOVE 

Come hillicr, yon (hat love, and liear me sinR 
Of jojv still fjtouint;, 

Green, fresh, amt lusty as the pride of spring. 

And eser blowini; ! 

Come hither, youths, that blush, and dare not knou 
WTiat is desire, 

And old men, worse than you, that cannot blow 
One spark of fire 1 

And with the power of my enchanting song, 

Boys shall be able men, and old men young. 

Come hither, you that hope, and jou that cry. 

Leave off complaining 1 

Youth, strength, and beauty, that shall never die. 

Are here remaining. 

Come hither, fools, and blush you stay so long 
From being blessed, 

And mad men, worse than you, that suiTcr wrong. 

Yet seek no rest ! 

And in an hour, with my enchanting song. 

You shall be ever pleased, and young maids long. 

John Fletcher, 
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NOW THE LUSTY SPRING 

Now the lustv Spring is seen I 
Golden yellow, g.audy blue, 
D.aintily invite the view. 
Everywhere on every green, 

Roses blushing as they blow. 

And enticing men to pull, 

Lilies whiter than the snow , 
Woodbines of sweet honey full : 
All love’s emblems, and all cry : — 
‘Ladies, if not plucked, wc die.’ 

Yet the lusty Spring hath stayed I 
Blushing red and purest white 
Daintily to love invite 
Every woman, every iiiaia. 

L 
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Cherries I issmg .is thcj Rrci\, 

.Vnd ms lime mcr lo lisle, 

Apple' csen rieht lieloir, 

Wmtlmc gently to the siaist : 

All love’s emblem', mil all cr^ : — 

* Ladies, if not pluchcd, we die ' 

Join rkUhr. 
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HEAR, YE LADIES 

IlFAR, ye ladies that despise, 

What the might j Love has done 1 
I ear eximplcs, and be wi'c : 

fair Calisto was a nun ; 

Leda, sailing on the 'trcim 
To decciic the hopes of nun, 

Loie accounting but a dream, 

Doted on a silicr s«an ; 

Danac, in a bmaen ton cr. 

Where no lore n.is, loved a shower. 

Hear, j e ladies that arc co) , 

■What the mighty Love can do I 
Fear the fierceness of the toy : 

The chaste moon he malrcs to woo ; 
Vesta, kindling holy fires. 

Circled round about n ilh 'pies, 

Nev er dreaming loose desires. 

Doting It the altar dies , 

Ilion in a short hour higher 
He can build, and once more fire. 

John FUUher, 
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DEAREST, DO NOT 

Be \r 1:4T, do not you delay me, 

Since Ihou kno^^est, I must be gone ! 

ind and tide, 'Us thought, doth slay me. 
But *Us vund that must be blcmn 
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Irora that breath, whose native smell 
Indian cx-lonrs far excel. 

O, then sp'alc, thou fairest fair ! 

Kill not him that vow"; to sene thee, 

But perfume this neighbouring air. 

Else dull silence, sure, will slervc me! 

Tis 1 word that’s rjuicUy spoken. 

Which being restrained, a heart is broken 

Mn rUtef'er. 
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A SONG OF BRIDAL 

Roses, their sharp spines being gone. 
Not ro^al in tlieir smells alone 
But in their hue ; 

Maiden pinks, of odour faint ; 

Daisies smell-less, jet most quaint j 
And sweet thjme trnc ; 

Primrose, firstborn child of Ver, 
Merrj' springtime’s harbinger. 

With her bells dim j 
Oxlips in their cradles growing ; 
hlangolds on deathbeds blowing ; 
I-arks’-hecls trim : 

AJl dear Nature’s children svv cct 
Lie ’fore bride and bridegroom’s feet, 

^ Blessing their sense ' 

Not an angel of the air. 

Bird melodious or bird fair. 

Be absent hence ' 

The crow, the slanderous cuckoo, nor 
The boding raven, nor chough hoar. 
Nor chattering pie. 

May on our bride house perch or sing. 
Or with them any discord bring. 

But from it fly 1 


jehn Fletcher 
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IN PRAISE OF MEEANCHOEY 

HP.Kcr, all you vain delights, 

As short as ate the nights 

Wherein you spent your folly ! 

There 's nought ii\ this life sweet. 

If man were wise to sec'l. 

But only Melancholy, 

O sweetest Melancholy ! 

Welcome, folded arms, and fixed eyes, 

A sight that piereing mortifies, 

A loot that 's fastened to the ground, 

A tongue chained up without a sound ! 

Fountain-heads and pathless groves. 

Places which pale passion loves ; 

Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 
Are warmly boused, save bats and owls ; 

A midnight bell, a parting groan — 

These are the sounds we feed upon, 

Then stretch our bones in a still gloomy valley . • 
Nothing’s so dainty sweet as lovely melancholy 1 

John FltUhcr.- 
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INVOCATION 

Why art thou slow, thou rest of trouble, Death, 

To stop a wretch's breath. 

That calls on thee, and offers her sad heart 
A prey unto thy dart? 

I am nor young nor fair ; be, therefore, hold : 

Sorrow hath made me old, 

Deformed, and wrinkled ; all that I can crave 
Is quiet in ray grar'e. 

Such as live happy, hold long life a jewel ; 

But to me thou art cruel, 

If thou end not my tedious misery 
-And 1 soon cease to be. 

Strike, and strike home, then ! Pity unto itie. 

In one short hour’s delay, is tyranny. 

Philip Massingtr. 
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MEDITATION 

{On the Tombs in JVes/minster Abbey) 

Mortality, behold and fear ! 

What a change of flesh is here ! 

Think how many royal bones 
Sleep within this heap of stones ; 

Here they lie had realms and lands, 

Who now want strength to stir their hands ; 
Where from their pulpits seal’d with dust 
They preach : — ‘ In greatness is no trust.’ 

Here ’s an acre sown indeed 
With the richest royall’st seed 
That the earth did e’er suck in, 

Since the first man died for sin ! 

Here the bones of birth have cried : — 

‘ Though gods they were, as men they died. ' 
Here are sands, ignoble things, 

Dropt from the ruin’d sides of kings. 

Here ’s a world of pomp and state. 

Buried in dust, once dead by fate. 

Francis Beaumont. 
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PHOEBUS, ARISE 

Phoedos, arise. 

And paint the sable skies 
With azure, white, and red ! 

Rouse Memnon’s mother from her Tython’s bed. 
That she thy carrier may with roses spread ; 

The nightingales thy coming each where sing ; 
Make an eternal spring, 

Give life to this dark world which lielh dead ; 

Spread forth thy golden hair 

In larger locks than thou wast wont before. 

And, emperor-like, decore 

With diadem of pearl thy temples fair ; 

Chase hence the ugly Night, 

Which serves but to make dear thy glorious light. 
This is that happy morn 
That day, long-wished day. 

Of all my life so dark 



i66 


DRUMMOND 


(I{ cmel stars have not my ruin sworn, 

And Fates not hope betray), 

Which, only white, deserves 
A diamond for ever should it mark ; 

This is the morn should bring unto this grove 
My love, to hear and recompense my lore. 

Fair king, who all preserves, 

But show tliy blushing beams 

And thou two sweeter cj cs 

Shalt see than those which by Peneus’ streams 

Did once thy heart surprise : 

Nay, suns, w hich shine as clear 

As thou when two thou did to Rome appear 1 

Now, Flora, deck thyself in fairest guise ; 

If that jc. Winds, would hear 
A voice surpassing far Amphion’s lyre. 

Your stormy chiding slay ; 

Let Zephyr only breathe. 

And with her tresses play. 

Kissing sometimes these purple ports of death 1 
The winds all silent are. 

And Phoebus in his chair, 

Ensaffroning sea and air. 

Makes vanish every star i 

Night like a drunkard reels 

Beyond the hills to shun his flaming wheels ; 

The fields with flow’rs are deck’d in every hue ; 
The clouds bespangle with bright gold their blue ; 
Here is the pleasant place, 

And ev'ry thing, save her, who all should grace. 

William Drummond, 
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MADRIGAL 

My thoughts hold mortal strife: 

1 do detest my life, 

And, with lamenting cries. 

Peace to my soul to bnng 

Oft call that prince which here doth monarchise. 
But he, grim-gnnning king. 

Who caitives scorns, and doth the blest surprise. 
Late having decked with beauty ’s rose his tomb. 
Disdains to crop a weed, and will not come. 

William Drummond, 
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WOOING SONG 

Love is the blossom where there blows 
Everything that lives or grows ; 

Love doth make the Heav’ns to move, 
And the Sun doth burn in love : 

Love the strong and weak doth yoke, 
And makes the ivy climb the oak. 

Under whose shadows lions wild, 
Soften’d by love, grow tame and mild. 
Love no med’cine can appease, 

He burns the fishes in the seas. 

Not all the skill his wounds can stench. 
Not all the sea his fire can quench. 

Love did make the bloody spear 
Once a leafy coat to wear, 

While in his leaves there shrouded lay 
Sweet birds, for love, that sing and play. 
And of all love’s joyful flame, 

I the bud and blossom am. 

Only bend thy knee to me, 

Thy wooing shall thy winning be ! 

See, see the flowers that below 
Now as fresh as morning blow, 

And of all the virgin rose 
That as bright Aurora shows, 

How they all unleaved die, 

Losing their virginity I 
Like unto a summer-shade. 

But now bom, and non they fade. 

Every thing doth pass aw.ay. 

There is danger in delay. 

Come, come gather then the rose. 

Gather it, or it you lose ! 

All the sand of Tagus’ shore 
Into my bosom casts his ore : 

All the valleys’ swimming corn 
To my house is yearly borne : 

Every grape of ev ery vine 
Is gladly brais’d to make me wine. 

While ten thousand kings, as proud, 

To carry up my train have bow’d. 
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And a world of ladies send me 
In my chambers to attend me : 

All the stars in heaven that shine, 

And ten thousand more, arc mine : 

Only bend thy hnce to me, 

Thy wooing shall thy winning be ! 

Gilts Fiilchtr, 
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A BROKEN HEART 

Glorirs, pleasares, pomps, delights and ease, 
Can blit please 

Outward senses, when tlie mind 
Is untroubled, or by peace refin’d. 

Crowns may flourish and decay, 

Beauties shine, but fade away. 

Youth may revel, yet it must 
lie down in a bed of dust. 

Earthly honours flow and waste, 

Time alone doth ch.angc and last. 

Sorrows mingled with contents prepare 
Rest for care. 

Love only reigns in death ; though art 
Can find no comfort for a Broken Heart. 

John Ford 
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SHALL I TELL YOU WHOM 1 LOVE 

SiiALi. 1 tell you whom I love? 

Hearken then a while to me. 

And if such a woman move 
As I now shall versify. 

Be assured, ’tis she, or none 
That 1 love, and love alone. 

Nature did her so much right. 

As she scorns the help of art. 

In as many virtues dight 
As e’er j-et embraced a heart. 

So much good so truly tried 
Some for less were deified. 


William Brostmt, 



BROWNE 


169 


188 

A LOVER’S GREETING 

Welcome, welcome do I sing, 

Far more welcome than the spring ! 
He that parteth from you never 
Shall enjoy a spring for ever. 

Love, that to the voice is near 
Breaking from your ivory pale. 

Need not walk abroad to hear 
The delightful nightingale. 

Love, that looks still on your eyes, 

Tho’ tlie winter have begun 
To benumb our arteries. 

Shall not want the summer’s sun. 

Love, that still may see your checks, 
Where all rareness still reposes. 

Is a fool if ere he seeks 
Other lilies, other roses. 

Love, to whom your soft lip yields, 

And perceives yont breath in kissing, 
All the odours of the fields 
Never, never shall be missing. 

Love, that question would anew 
what fair Eden was of old. 

Let him rightly study you. 

And a brief of that behold ! 

Welcome, welcome then I sing. 

Far more welcome than the spring 1 
He that parteth from you never 
Shall enjoy a spring for ever. 

William Brovine. 
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LOVE’S ERRAND 

Go, thou gentle whispering Wind, 
Bear this Sigh ! and if thou find 
Where my cruel fair doth rest. 

Cast it in her snowy breast i 
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So, inflam’d by my desire, 

It may set her heart on fire. 

Those sweet kisses thou shall gain,' 

Will reward thee for thy pain. 

Boldly light upon her lip. 

There suck odours, and thence skip 
To her bosom. Lastly fall 
Down, and wander over all. 

Range about those ivory hills, 

From whose every part distils 
Amber dew. There spices grow, 

Tlieie pure streams of nectar flow ; 

There perfume thyself, and bring 
All those sweets upon thy wing. 

As thou return’st, change by thy power 
Every weed into a flower, 

Turn ever}’ thistle to a vine. 

Make the bramble eglantine : 

For so rich a booty made, 

Do but this, and I am paid. 

Thou canst with thy powerful blast 
Heal apace, and cool as fast •, 

Thou canst kindle hidden flame, 

And again destroy the same : 

Then, for pity, either stir 
Up the Fire of Love in her, 

That alike both flames may shine, 

Or else quite extinguish mine. 

Thomas Careiu. 
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give me more love 

Give me more love or more disdain 1 
The torrid or the frozen zone 
Bring equal ease unto my pain : 

The temperate affords me none. 
Either extreme, of love or hate. 

Is sweeter than a calm estate. 
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Give me a storm : if it be love, 

Like_ Danae in that golden shower, 

I swim in pleasure ; if it prove 
Disdain, that torrent will devour 
My vulture-hopes ; and he ’s possessed 
Of Heaven, that ’s but from Hell released. 

*rhen cro^vn my joys, or cure my pain : 

Give me more love or more disdain ! 

Thomas Carrw. 
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WHEN THOU, POOR EXCOMMUNICATE 

When thou, poor Excommunicate 
From all the joys of love, shalt see 

The full reward and glorious fate 
Which my strong faith shall purchase me. 
Then curse thine own inconstancy J 

A fairer hand than thine shall cure 
That heart, which thy false oaths did wound ; 

And to roy soul a soul more pure 
Than thine shall by Love’s hand be bound. 
And both with equal glory crown’d. 

Then shalt thou weep, entreat, complain 
To Love, as I did once to thee ; 

WTien all thy tears shall be as vain 
As mine were then : for thou shalt be 
Damn’d for thy false apostacy. 

Thomas Carr.u. 
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ASK ME NO MORE 

Ask me no more where Jove bestows. 
When June is past, the fading rose : 
For in your beauty’s orient deep 
These flowers, as in their causes, sleep. 
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Ask me no more, whuhtr ilo stray 
The coWcn atoms of Ine day : 

For m pure lose heascn did prepare 
Those powders to tnnch your hair. 


Ash me no more, whither doth haste 
The Nightingale, when May is past : 

For m your sweet disidmg throat 

She \\ inter*;, anti keeps warm her note 


Ask me no more, where those stars light, 
That downwards fall m dead of night ; 
For in your c>cs the> sU, and there 
FixAl become, as in their sphere. 


Ask me no more, if east or west 
The Phanix build her spicy nest : 

For unto jou at last she flies, 

And m your fragrant bosom dies 

Thomas Carr.o. 
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THE LOVER AND THE BELOVED 

E*en like two little bank dividing brooks 
That wash the pebbles w ith their wanton streams. 
And, having ranged and searched a thousand noo > 
Meet both at length in silver breasted Thames, 
\Vherc in a greater current they conjoin . 

So I my Best*Belo\cd*s am ; so He is mine* 

E’en so we met ; and after long pursuit, 

E*cn so we join’d ; we both became entire , 

Ko need for either to renew a suit. 

For I was flax and be was flames of fire ; 

Our firm-united souls did more than twine , 

So 1 my Best Beloved’s am ; so He is mine. 

If all those glittering Monarchs that command 
The servile quarters of this earthly ball, 

Should lender, m exchange, their shares of land, 

I would not change my fortunes for them all : 
Their wealth is but a counter to my coin ; 

The w orld ’s but theirs ; but my Belov ^ ’s mine. 

Trends Queries. 
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HAVE YOU A DESIRE 


Have you a desire to see 
The glorious Hen\ en’s epitome ? 

Or an ahstract of the Spring ? 

Adonis' garden? or a Thing . j 

Fuller of wonder ? Nature s shop displayed. 
Hung with the choicest pieces she has mader 
Here behold it open laid. 


Or else would you bless your eyes 
With a type of Paradise ’ 

Or behold how poets feign 

Jove to sit amidst his tram? 

Or see (what made Actaon rue) 

Diana 'mongst her virgin crew 
Lift up your eyes and view . 

Peter Hausied 
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EASTER 


Rise, heart ; thy Lord is risen. Sing his praise 

m^tohes^thS by the hand, that thou likewise 
With him may’st rise. 

That, as his death calcined thee to 

His life may make thee gold, and much more just. 

Awake, my lute, and struggle for thy part 

With all thy art. , v,:^ n.>mp 

The Cross taught all uood to resound his name. 

Who bore the same. . , , , 

His stretched sinews taught .all stnngs, J 

Is best to celebrate this most high y- 

Consort both heart and lute, and twist a son^ 

Pleasant ahd long ; „,,tc vied 

Or, since all music is but three p 
And multiplied, , 

O, let thy blessed Spirit » P”*’ , 

And make up our defects with his 
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I got me flowers to strew thy way, 

I got me boughs off many a tree : 

But thou wast up by break of day, 

And brought’st thy sweets along with thee. 

The Sun arising in the East, 

Though he give light, and th’ East perfume, 
If they should offer to contest 
With thy arising, they presume. 

Can there be any day but this. 

Though many suns to shine endeavour ? 

We count three hundred, but we miss : 

There is but one, and that one ever. 

George Heriert. 
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THE QUIP 

The merry World did on a day 
With liis train-bands and mates agree 

To meet together, where I lay. 

And all in sport to jeer at me. 

First, Beauty crept into a rose. 

Which when I plucked not, * Sir,’ said she, 

‘Tell me, I pray, whose hands are those ? ’ — 
But Thou shall answer, Lord, for me. 

Then Money came, and chinking still, 

‘ What tune is this, poor man ? ’ said he : 

‘ I heard in Music you had skill, ’ 

But Thou shall answer. Lord, for me. 

Then came brave Glor)‘ puffing by 
In silks that whistled — who but he? 

He scarce allowed me half an eye — 

But Thou shall answer, Lord, for me. 

Then came quick Wit and Conversation, . 
And he would needs a comfort be. 

And, to be short, make an oration — 

But Thou Shalt answer. Lord, for me. 
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Yet when the hour of Thy design 
To answer these fine things shall come, 
Speak not at large, say, I am 1 hine, 

And then they have their answer home. 

George Herbert. 
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VIRTUE 

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright, 

The bndal of the earth and sky : 

The dew shall weep thy fall to night, 

For thou must die. 

Sweet rose, whose hue angry and bra\e 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye 
Thy root is ever in its gras e, 

And thou must die. 

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses, 

A box where sweets compacted lie • 

My music shows ye have your closes. 

And all must die. 

Only a sweet and virtuous soul. 

Like seasoned timber, never gives, 

But though the whole world turn to coal. 
Then chiefly lives 

George Herbert. 
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THE CALL 

Come, my Way, my Truth, my Life : 

Such a Way as giv es us breath. 

Such a Truth as ends all strife. 

And such a Life as killeth death ! 

Come, my Light, my Feast, my Strength ; 

Such a Light as shows a feast. 

Such a Feast as mend' in length, 

Such a Strength aa makes his guest I 
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Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart : 

Such a Joy as none can move. 

Such a Love as none can part, 

Such a Heart as joys in love ' 

George Hericrl. 
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CHERRY-RIPE 

Cherry-kipe, ripe, ripe, I cry ! 

Full and fair ones t Come and buy ! 

If so he you ask me w here 
They do grow, I answer: — ‘There, 

Where my Julia’s lips do smile ; 

There ’s the land, or cherry-isle. 

Whose plantations fully show 
All the year where cherries grow.’ 

Rolcrl Herrick 
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TO HIS MISTRESS 

Choose me your valentine. 

Next let us many — 

Love to the death will pine 
If lie long tarry. 

Promise, and keep your vows. 

Or vow ye never : 

Love’s doctrine disallows 
Troth-breakers cv cr. 

You have broke promise twice. 

Dear, to undo me 1 

If you prove faithless thrice, 

None then will woo ye. 

Reiert Herrick. 
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TO »tYRRHA, hard-hearted 

Fold now thine arms, and hang the head 
Like to a Uly withered ; 
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Next look thou like a sickly moon, 

Or like Jocasta in a swoon ; 

Then weep, and sigh, and softly go 
Like to a widow drown’d in woe, 

Or like a virgin full of ruth 

For the lost sw eetheart of her youth : 

And all because, fair maid, thou art 
Insensible of all my smart. 

And of those evil da)s that be 
Now posting on to punish thee ! 

The gods are easy, and condemn 
All such as are not soft like them. 

Robert Herrick. 
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TO D I A N E M E 

Sweet, be not proud of those two eyes 
Which, starlike, sparkle in their skies ; 

Nor be you proud that you can see 
All hearts your captiies, yours yet free ; 

Be you not proud of that rich hair 
Which wantons with the love-sick air: 

Whcnas that ruby, which you wear 
Sunk from the tip of your soft ear. 

Will last to be a precious stone 
When all your world of beauty’s gone. 

Robert Herrick. 
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TO CORINNA GOING A-MAYING 

Get up, get up for shame ! The blooming Mom 
Upon her wings presents the God unshorn. 

See how Aurora throws her fair. 
Fresh-quilted colours through the air; 

Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see 
The dew bespangle herb and tree 1 
Each flower has wept and bow’d toward the east 
Above an hour since 1 yet you not dress’d ? 

Nay ! not so much ns out of bed ? 

When all the birds ha\c matins said 
M 
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And sung their thankful hymns, 'tis sin, 

Nay ! profanation to keep in. 

Whereas a thousand virgins on this day 
Spring sooner than the lark to fetch in May. 

Rise and put on your foliage, and he seen 
To come forth, like the spring-time, fresh and green 
And sweet as Flora. Take no care 
For jewels for your gown or hair : 

Fear not ; the leaves will strew 
Gems in abundance upon you : 

Besides, the childhood of the day has kept. 

Against you come, some orient pearls unwept 1 
Come and receive them while the light 
Hangs on the dew-locks of the Night : 

And Titan on the eastern hill 
Retires himself, or else stands still. 

You come forth. Wash, dress, be brief in praying 
Few beads are best when once we go a-Maying. 

Come, my Corinna, come ; and, coming, mark 
How each field turns a street, each street a park 
Made green and trimm’d wnth trees ; see how 
Devotion gives each house a bough 
Or branch : each porch, each door ere this 
An ark, a tabernacle is. 

Made up of white-thorn neatly interwove. 

As if here were those cooler shades of love I 
Can such delights be in the street 
And open fields, and we not see ’t ? 

Come, we ’ll abroad ; and let’s obey 
The proclamation made for May, 

And sin no more, as we have done, by staying, 

But, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying 1 

There ’s not a budding boy or girl this day 
But is got up, and gone to bring in May. 

A deal of youth ere this is come 
Back, and with white-thorn laden home. 

Some have despatch’d their cakes and cream 
Before that we have left to dream : 

And some have wept, and woo’d, and plighted troth. 
And chose their priest ere we can cast off sloth : 

Many a green-gown has been given. 

Many a kiss, both odd and even ! 

. Many a glance, too, has been sent 
From out the eye, love’s firmament 1 
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Many a jest told of the keys’ betraying 

This night, and locks pick’d, yet we’re not a-Maying ! 

Come, let us go, while we are in our prime. 

And take the harmless folly of the time. 

We shall grow old apace, and die 
Before we know our liberty. 

Our life is short, and our days run 
As fast away as does the sun. 

And, as a vapour or a drop of rain. 

Once lost, can ne’er be found again. 

So when or you or I are made 
A fable, song, or fleeting shade. 

All love, all liking, all delight 
Lies drowned with us in endless night. 

Then while time serves, and we are but decaying, 
Come, my Corinna, come, let ’s go a-Maying. 

Rolert Htrrici, 
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TO LIVE MERRILY AND TO TRUST TO 
GOOD VERSES 

Now is the time for mirth. 

Nor cheek or tongue be dumb ; 

For, with the flowery earth. 

The golden pomp is come. 


The golden pomp is come ; 

For now each tree docs wear, 
Made of her pap and gum. 

Rich beads of amber here. 

Now rains the rose, and now 
The Arabian dew besmears 
My uncontrolled brow_ 

And my retorted h.airs. 

Homer, this health to thee. 

In sack of such a kind 
That it would make thee see 
Though thou wett ne’er so blind 
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Next, Virgil I’ll call forth" 

To pledge this second health 
In wine, whose each cup’s worth 
An Indian commonwealth. 

A goblet next 1 ’ll drink 
To Ovid, and suppose, 

Made he the pledge, he ’d think 
The u orld had all one nose. 

Then this immensive cup 
Of aromatic wine, 

Catullus, I quaff up 
To that terse muse of thine I 

Wild I am now with heat : 

O Bacchus, cool thy rays. 

Or, frantic, I shall eat 
Thy th)rse, and bite the bajs I 

Round, round the roof does run, 

And, being ravish’d thus. 

Come, I mil drink a tun 
To my Propertius 

Now, to Tibullus, next. 

This flood I drink to thee 1 
But stay, I see a text 
That this presents to me ; — 

‘ Behold, Tibullus lies 
Here burnt, whose small return 
Of ashes scarce suffice 
To fill a little um ’ 

Trust to good verses then : 

They only will aspire 
When pyramids, as men, 

Are lost i’ the funeral fire ; 

And when all bodies meet 
In Lethe to be drown’d. 

Then only numbers sweet 
With endless life are crown’d. 

Robert Hernci, 
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TO VIOLETS 

Welcome, maids-of-honour I 
You do bring 
In the Spring, 

And wait upon her. 

She has virgins many. 

Fresh and fair; 

Yet you are 

More sweet than an}'. 

You 're the maiden posies. 

And so grac’d 
To be plac’d 

’Fore damask roses. 

Yet, though thus respected, 

By-and-by 
Ye do lie. 

Poor girls, neglected I 

Roltrt Herrick. 
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TO THE VIRGINS, TO MAKE MUCH 
OF TIME 

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may : 

Old Time is still a-flying. 

And this same flower that smiles to-day 
To-morrow will be dying. 

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun. 

The higher he ’s a-getting. 

The sooner will his race be run. 

And nearer he ’s to setting. 

That age is best which is the first, 

When youth and blood are warmer ; 

But, being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times still succeed the former. 
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Then be not coy, but use your time, 

And while ye may, go marry : 

For, having lost but once your prime, 

You may /or ever tarry. 

Rohcyl Herrick. 
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A MEDITATION FOR HIS MISTRESS 

You arc a tulip seen to-day : 

But, dearest, of so short a stay 

That where j ou grew scarce man can say. 

You are a lovely July-flower : 

Yet one rude wind or ruffling shower 
Wilt force j ou hence, and in an hour. 

You are a sparkling rose i’ th’ bud ; 

Yet lost ere that chaste flesh and blood 
Can show where you or grew’ or stood. 

You arc a full-spread, fair-set vine, 

And can with tendrils love entwine. 

Yet dried ere you distil your w me. 

You are like balm enclosed well 
In amber, or some crystal shell, 

Yet lost ere you transfuse your smell. 

You are a dainty violet. 

Yet wither’d ere you can be set 
Within the virgin’s coronet. 

You ate the queen all flowers among : 

But die you must, fair maid, ere long. 

As he, the maker of this song. 

Roiert Herrick, 
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TO .MUSIC, TO BECALM HIS FEVER 

Charm me asleep and melt me so 
With thy delicious numbers, 

That, being ravished, hence I go 
Away in easy slumbers. 
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Ease my sick head 
And make my bed, 

Thou Power that canst sever 
From me this ill, 

And quickly still, 

Though thou not kill 
My fever. 

Thou sw eetly canst convert the same 
From a consuming fire 
Into a gentle-licking flame. 

And make it thus expire. 

Then make me weep 
My pains asleep. 

And give me such reposes 
That I, poor I, 

May think thereby 
I live and die 

’Mongst loses. 

Fall on me like a silent dew, 

Or like those maiden showers 
Which, by the peep of day, do strew 
A baptism o’er the flowers ! 

Melt, melt my pains 
With thy soft strains, 

That, having ease me given. 

With full delight 
I leave this light. 

And take my flight 
For heaven I 

Robin Herrick. 
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TO THE rose: a SONG 

Go, happy Rose, and, interwove 
With other flowers, bind my love. 
Tell her, too, she must not be 
Longer flowing, longer free. 

That so oft has fetter’d me. 

Say, if she’s fretful, I have bands 
Of pearl and gold to bind her hands. 
Tell her, if she struggle still, 

I have myrtle rods (at will) 

For to tame, though not to kill. 
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Take thou my Messing: thus, and go 
And tell her this — ^Itut do not so ; 

Lest a handsome anger fly 
Like a lightning from her eye. 

And burn thee up as well as I ! 

/fafrrf Herrick. 
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TO PRIMROSES FILLED WITH MORNING 
DEW 

Why do ye sveep, sweet babes? can tears 
Speak grief in you, 

^'Vho were "but horn 
Just as the modest mom 
Teem’d her refreshing dew ? 

Alas ! you have not known that shower 
That mars a flower ; 

Nor felt th’ unkind 
Breath of a blasting wind j 
Nor are ye worn with years. 

Or wrapp’d as we, 

Who think it strange to see 
Such pretty flowers, such like to orphans young, 

To speak by tears before ye have a tongue. 


Speak, whimp’ring younglings, and make known 
The reason why 
drtwap wnd. ssw-p. 

Is it for want of sleep 
Or childish lullaby ? 

Or that ye have not seen as yet 
The violet ? 

Or brought a kiss 
From that sweetheart to this? 

No, no, this sorrow shown 
By your tears shed 
Would have this lecture read : 

That things of greatest, so of meanest worth. 

Conceiv’d with grief arc, and with tears brought forth. 

Roieri Herrick, 
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TO THE WILLOW TRE'E 

Thou art to all lost love the best. 

The only true plant found, 

"Wherewith young men and maids, distress’d 
And left of love, are crown’d. 

When once the lover’s rose is dead 
Or laid aside forlorn, 

Then willow-garlands ’bout the head 
Bedew’d w ith tears are worn. 

When with neglect, the lovers’ bane. 

Poor maids rewarded be. 

For their love lost, their only gain 
Is but a wreath from thee. 

And underneath thy cooling shade. 

When weary of the light. 

The love-spent jouth and love-sick maid 
Come to weep out the night. 

Hoicri Herrtci, 
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ro ANTHEA, WHO MAY COMMAND HIM 
ANYTHING 

Bid me to live, and I will live 
Thy Protestant to be ; 

Or bid me love, and I will give 
A loving heart to thee. 

A heart as soft, a heart as kind, 

A heart as sound and free 

As in the whole world thou canst find. 

That heart I ’ll give to thee. 

Bid that heart stay, and it will stay 
To honour thy decree ; 

Or bid it languish quite away. 

And ’t shall do so for thee. 
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Bid me to weep, and I wll weep 
^Vhilc I have eyes to see ; 

And, having none, yet I will keep . 

A heart to weep for thee. 

Bid me despair, and I’ll despair 
Under that cypress-tree ; 

Or bid me die, and I will dare 
E’en death to die for thee. 

Thou art my life, my love, my heart, 

The very eyes of me. 

And hast command of every part 
To live and die for thee. 

Roberl Htrnci. 
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TO MEADOWS 

Ye have been fresh and green. 

Ye have been 61!’d with flowers, 

And ye the walks have been 
Where maids have spent their hours. 

You have beheld how they 
With wicker arks did come 

To kiss and bear away 
The richer cowslips home. 

You ’ve heard them sweetly sing. 

And seen them in a round : 

Each virgin like a spring. 

With honeysuckles crow n’d. 

But now we see none here 
Whose silvery feet did tread. 

And with dishevcll’d hair 
Adorn’d this smoother mead. 

Like unthrifls, having spent 
Y'our slock and needy grown, 

Y’ are left here to lament 
Your poor estates, alone. 

Robert Herrick. 
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TO DAFFODILS 

Fair daffodils, wc weep to see 
You haste away so soon : 

As yet the early-rising sun 
Has not attain’d his noon. 

Stay, stay, 

Until the hasting day 
Has run 

But to the evensong. 

And, having prayed together, we 
Will go with you along. 

We have short time to stay as you. 

We have as short a spring. 

As quick a growth to meet decay, 

As you, or anything. 

We die. 

As your hours do, and dry 
Away, 

Like to the summer’s rain. 

Or as the pearls of morning’s dew. 

Ne’er to be found again, 

Robert Herrick. 
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THE MAD MAID’S SONG 

GoOD-morrow to the day so fair. 
Good-morning, sir, to you ; 

■ Good-morrow to mine own tom hair, 
Bedabbled with the dew. 

Good-morning to this primrose too. 
Good-morrow to each maid 

That will with flowers the tomb bestrew 
Wherein my love is laid. 

Ah ! woe is me, woe, woe is me 1 
Alack and well-a-day 1 

For pity, sir, find out that bee 
Which bore my love away. 



igo 
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the night piece; to jXJEli 

Her eyes Ac glow-wotm lend thee, 

The shooting stats attend thee, 

And the elves also, 

Whose little eyes glow 
Like the sparks of fire, befriend Ihec ! 

Ko \Vill-o’-tli’-Wisp mislight thee, 

Nor snake nor slow-worm bile thee; 

But on, on thy way 
Not making a stay, 

Since ghost there ’s none to affright thee ! 

Let not Ac dark thee cumber ; 

'What though the moon does slumher I 
The stars of the night 
Will lend thee their liglit, 

Like tapers clear without number. 

Then, Julia, let me woo thee. 

Thus, thus to come unto me ! 

And when I shall meet 
Thy silv'ry feet, 

My soul I ’ll pour into thee. 

Roitrt Htrrici. 
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TO ELECTRA 

I DARE not ask a kiss, 

I dare not beg a smile. 

Lest, having that or this, 

I might grow proud the while. 

No, no, the utmost share 
Of my desire shall be 
Only to kiss that air 
That lately kissed thee. • - 

Roleri Herrich, 
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,A HYMN 

O, FLY, my soul 1 What hangs upon 
Thy drooping wings, 

And weighs them down 

With love of gaudy mortal things ? 

The Sun is now i’ the east : each shade. 

As he doth rise. 

Is shorter made, 

That earth may lessen to our eyes. 

O; be not careless then and play 
Until the star of peace 
Hide all his beams in dark recess 1 
Poor pilgrims needs must lose their way. 

When all the shadows do increase. 

James Shirley. 
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earth’s victories 

The glories of our blood and state 
Are shadows, not substantial things ; 
There is no armour against Fate ; 

Death lays his icy hand on kings : 
Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down, 

And in the dust be equal made 

With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the 6eid, 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill ; 
But their strong nerves at last must yield — 
They tame but one another still : 

Early or late. 

They stoop to fate. 

And must give up their murmuring breath. 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 

The garlands wither on your brow. 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds I 
Upon Death’s purple altar now. 

See where the victor-victim bleeds ! 
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Your heads must come 
To the cold tomb ; 

Only the actions of the just 

Smell sweet and blossom m their dust. 

James Shirh), 
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DIRGE 

Hark! now ceerjthmg is still, 

The screech-owl and the whistler shrill 
Call upon our dame aloud, 

And bid her quickly don her shroud. 

Much you had of land and rent ; 

Your length in clay’s now competent. 

A long war disturbed your mind ; 

Here your perfect peace is signed. 

Of what is ’t fools make such \am keeping ? 

Sin their conception, their birth w eeping, 

Their life a general mist of error. 

Their death a hideous storm of terror 1 
Strew your hair with powders sweet, 

Don clean linen, bathe your feet. 

And (the foul fiend more to check) 

A cruciti’c let bless your neck : 

’Tis now full tide 'tw een night and day J 
End \ our groan, and come aw ay. 

John JVels/er. 
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OF TIME 

Time is the feathered thing. 

And, whilst I praise 

The spaiklings of thy looks and call them rays, 
Takes wing. 

Leaving behind him as he flics 
An unperceived dimness in thine eyes. 

His tninutes, whilst they are told. 

Do make us old ; 

And every sand of his fleet glass. 

Increasing age as it doth pass. 

Insensibly sows wrinkles there 
Where flowers and roses do appear. 
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, MAYNE 

YTiilst we do speal:, out fire 
Doth info ice expire, 

Flames turn to frost ; 

And, ere we can 

Know how our crow turns swan, 

Or how a silver snow 
Springs thcre where jet did grow. 

Our fading spring is in dull winter lost 1 

Since then the Night hath hurled 
Darkness, love’s shade, 

Over its enemy, the Day, and made 
The world 

Just such a blind and shapeless thing 
As ’twas before light did from darkness spring. 
Let us employ its treasure 
And make shade pleasure : 

Let.’s number out the hours by blisses. 

And count the minutes by our kisses ; 

Let the heavens new motions feel 
And by our embraces wheel ; 

And whilst we try the way 
By which Love doth convey 
Soul into soul, 

And, mingling, so 
Makes them such raptures know 
As makes them entranciid lie 
In mutual ecstasy. 

Let the harmonious spheres in music roll ! 

Jasper Mapne. 
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THE LARK NOW LEAVES 

The laB: now leaves his wat’ry nest. 

And, climbing, shakes his dewy wings. 

He takes this window for the east. 

And to implore your light, he sings : — 

‘ Awake, awake ! the mom will never rise. 
Till she can dress her beauty at your eyes.’ 

The merchant bows unto the seaman’s star. 
The ploughman from the sun his season takes ; 
But still the lover wonders what they are, 

Who look for day before his mistress wakes. 

N 
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Awake, airakc ! break thro’ yoiir veils of lawn ! 
Then draw your curtains, and begin the dawn. 

William Davenani. 
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THE SOLDIER GOING TO THE WARS 

Preserve thy sighs, unthrifty girl. 

To purify the ait ! 

Thy tears to thread, instead of pearl. 

On bracelets of thy hair ! 

The trumpet makes the echo hoarse. 

And svafces the louder drum ; 

Expense of grief gains no remorse, 

WTien sorrow should be dumb. 

For I must go where hazy Peace 
Will hide her drowsy head, 

And, for the sport of kings, increase 
The number of the dead. 

But first I’ll chide thy cruel theft 1 
Can I in war delight. 

Who, being of my heart bereft, 

Can have no heart to fight ? 

Thou know’st the sacred laws of old ' 
Ordain’d a thief should pay. 

To quit him of his theft, sevenfold 
What he had stolen away ? 

Thy payment shall but double be : 

O, then with speed resign 

My own seduced heart to me. 

Accompanied with thine. 

William Davenafit, 
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WAKE, ALL THE DEAD 

Wake, all the de.ad I W’hat ho ! what ho ! 
How soundly they sleep whose pillows lie low ! 
They mind not poor lovers, who walk above 
On the decks of the world in storms of love.' 
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No whisper now nor ghnee shall pass 
Through syickels or through panes of glass, 

For our syindows and doors arc shut and birred. 
Lie close in the church, and In the churchyard ' 
In every grave make room, make room ! 

The world’s at an end, and we come, we come ! 

The State is now lyovc’s foe. Love’s foe : 

'T has_ seized on his arms, his quiver and bow. 
Has pinioned his wings, and fettered his feet. 
Because he made way for lovers to meet. 

But, O sad ehance, his judge vv as old 1 
Hearts cruel grow, when blood grows cold. 
Nom.in being young his process would dr.ivv. 

O heavens, that love should be subject to law ' 
Lovers go woo the dead, the dead 1 
Lie two in a grave, and to bed, to bed ! 

It'i/ZrcCT Dazinajit. 
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TO ROSES IN THE BOSOM OF CASTARA 

Ye blushing virgins happy are 
In the chaste nunn’ry of her breasts. 

For he’d profane so chaste a fair. 

Who ere should call them Cupid’s nests 

Transplanted thus how bright ye grow ! 

How rich a perfume do ye yield ! 

In some close garden, cowslips so 
Are sweeter th.in i’th’ open field. 

In those white cloisters live secure 
From the rude blasts of wanton breath. 

Each hour more innocent and pure. 

Till you sh.all wither into death. 

Then that which living gave you room. 

Your glorious sepulchre shall be. 

There wants no marble for a tomb. 

Whose breast hath marble been to me. 

Wtlha/n Hdbu 
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GO, LOVELY ROSE 
Go, lovely Rose — 

Tell her, that wastes her time and me, 

That now she knows, 

When I resemble her to thee, 

How sweet and fair she seems to be. 

Tell her, that’s young 
And shuns to have her graces spied, 

That, h.adst thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide, 

Thou must have uncommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired : 

Bid her come forth, 

Suffer herself to be desired. 

And not blush so to be admired. 

Tlien die — that she 
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee : 

How ^all a part of lime they share 
That ate so wondrous sweet and fait. 

Bdtnund WclUf 
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ON A GIRDLE 

That which her slender waist confined 
Shall now my joyful temples bind : 

No monarch but would give his crown 
His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my Heaven's extremest sphere. 

The pale which held that lovely deer : 

My joy, my grief, mjt hope, my love 
Lid all within this circle move. 

A narrow compass ! And yet there 
Dwell all that’s good, and all that’s fair ! 

Give tnc but what this ribband bound, , 

Take all the test the Sun goes round. 

Edmund WdEtn 
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THE ART OF LOVE 

Honest lover whosoever. 

If in all thy love there ever 

Was one wav’ring thought, if thy flame 

Were not still ever, still the same • 

Know this, 

Thou lov’st amiss ; 

And to love true. 

Thou must begin again, and love aneu . 

If when she appears i’ th’ room, 

Thou dost not quaUe, and art struck dumb, 

And in striving this to cover 

Dost not speak thy words tivice over : 

Know this. 

Thou lov’st amiss ; 

And to love true. 

Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

If fondly thou dost not mistake. 

And all defects for graces take ; 

Persuad’st thy self that jests are broken, 
When she hath little or nothing spoken : 
Know this. 

Thou lov’st amiss ; 

And to love true, 

Thou must begin again, and love anew 

If when thou appear’st to be within, 

Thou lett’st not men ask and ask again ; 
And when thou answerst, if it be 
To what was ask’d thee properly ; 

Know this. 

Thou lov’st amiss ; 

And to love true. 

Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

If when thy stomach calls to cat. 

Thou cult’st not fingers ’stead of meat. 

And with much gazing on her face 
Dost not rise hungry from the place : 

Know this. 

Thou lov’st amiss ; 

And to love true. 

Thou must begin again, and love anew. 
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If by this thou dost discover 
That thou art no perfect lover, 

And desiring to love true, 

Thou dost begin to love anew : 

Know this, 

Thou lov’st amiss ; > . 

And to love true, 

Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

/oAtt SuMi«g. - 


233 

OUT UPON ITt I HAVE LOVED ■ 

Out upon it ! I have loved 
Three whole days together. 

And am like to love three more, 

If it prove fair weather ! 

Time shall moult away his wings, 

Ere he shall discover 

In the whole wide world again 
Such a constant lover. 

But the spite on ’t is, no praise 
Is due at all to me ; 

Love with me had made no stays. 

Had it any been but she. 

Had it any been but she. 

And that very face. 

There had been at least e’er this 
A dozen dozen in her place ! 

John Suckling* 
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PRITHEE, SEND ME BACK MV HEART 

I PRITHEE, send me back my heart. 

Since I cannot have thine : 

For if from yours you will not part. 

Why then sbouldst thou have mine ? 
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Yet now 1 think on 't — let it he 1 
To find it were in vain : 

For thou ’st a thief in either eye 
Would steal it back again. 

Why should two hearts in one breast lie, 

And yet not lodge together? 

O Love, where is thy sympathy. 

If thus our breasts thou sever? 

But love is such a mystery 
I cannot find it out ; 

For when I think I ’m best resolved, 

I then am in most doubt. 

Then farewell care, and farewell woe! 

I will no longer pine : 

For I’ll believe I have her heart. 

As much as she has mine. 

John Stickling. 
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WHr.N, DEAREST, I BUT THINK OP IHEE 

When, dearest, I but think of thee, 

Mcthinks all things that lovely be 
Are present, and my soul delighted ; 

For beauties that from worth arise 
Arc like the grace of deities, 

Still present with us, tho’ unsighted. 

Thus, whilst I sit, and sigh the day 
With all his borrow’d lights away. 

Till night’s black vvnngs do overtake me, 
Thinking on thee, thy beauties then, 

As sudden lights do sleepy men. 

So they by their bright rays aw.ike me. 

Thus absence dies, and dying proves 
No absence can subsist with loves 
That do partake of fait jierfection s 
Since in the darkest night they may, 

By love’s quick niolion, find a^way 
To see each o*hcr by rctlcction. 
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The waving sea can with each flood 
Bathe some higli pronotit, that has stood 
Far from the mam up in the river : 

O, thinhnot then bat love can do 
As much, for that ’s an ocean too, 

Which flows, not every day but, ever ! 

John SuM-rs 
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HVMN ON THE MORNING OF CHRIST’S 
NATIVITY 

It was the winter wild, 

Willie the heav cn-bom child 
All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies ; 

Nature, in awe to him. 

Had doffed her gaudy tnm. 

With her great Master so to sjmpathise : 

It was no season then for her 

To wanton with the Sun, her lusty paramour. 

Only with speeches fair 
She WOOS the gentle air 
To hide her guilty front with innocent snow , 

And on her nahed shame. 

Pollute with sinful blame. 

The saintly veil of maiden white to throw ; 
Confounded, that her Maker’s eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities 

But He, her fears to cease. 

Sent down the meek-eyed Peace : 

She, crowned with olive green, came softly sliding 
Dow n through the turning sphere. 

His ready harbinger. 

With turtle wang the amorous clouds dividing ; 
And, waving wide her myadle wand. 

She strikes a univ ersal peace through sea and land. 

No w.ar, or battle’s sound. 

Was heard the world around ; 

The idle spear and shield were high uphung ; 

The hook^d chariot stood 
Unstained with hostile bloody 
The trumpet spake not to the arm^d throng ; 
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And kings sat still with awful eye, 

As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by. 

But peaceful was the night 
Wherein the Prince of Light 
His reign of peace upon the earth began. 

The winds, with wonder whist, 

_ Smoothly the waters kissed. 

Whispering new joys to the mild Ocean, 

Who now hath quite forgot to rave. 

While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed wave 

The stars, with deep amaze, 

Stand fixed in steadfast gaze. 

Bending one w.ay their precious influence. 

And will not take thur flight 
For all the morning light. 

Or Lucifer that often warned them thence ; 

But in their glimmering orbs did glow. 

Until their Lard himself bespake, and bid them go. 

And, though the sh.idy Gloom 
Had giv en Day her room, 

The Sun himself wathheld his wonted speed. 

And hid his head for shame. 

As his inferior flame 

The new -enlightened world no more should need : 
He saw a greater Sun appear 

Than his bright throne or burning axletree could bear 

The shepherds on the law n. 

Or ere the point of dawn, 

Sat simply chatting m a rustic row : 

Full little thought they than 
That the mighty Pan 

Was kindly come to live with them below : 

Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep. 

Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep. 

When such music sweet 
Their hearts and ears did greet 
As nev er was by mortal finger strook, 
Divinely-warbled voice 
Answering the stringed noise. 

As all their souls in blissful rapture took 
The air, such pleasure loth to lose. 

With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly close. 
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Nature, that heard such sound 
, Beneath the hollow round 
Of Cynthia’s seat the Airy region thrilling, 

Now was almost won 
To think her part was done. 

And that her reign had here its last fulfilling ; 

She knew such harmony alone 

Could hold all Heaven and Earth in happier union. 

At last surrounds their sight 
A globe of circular light, _ - . , 

That with long beams the shamefaced Night arrayed 
The helmed Cherubim 
And sworded Seraphim 

Ate seen in glittering tanks with wings displayed, 
Harping in loud and solemn guite. 

With unexptessive notes, to Heaven’s new-born Heir. 

Such music (as ’tis said) 

Before was never made 
But when of old the Sons of Morning sung, 

While the Creator great 
Hb constellations set. 

And the well-balanced World on hinges hung, 

And cast the dark foundations deep. 

And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel keep. 

Ring out, ye crystal spheres I 
Once bless our human cats. 

If ye have power to touch our senses so ; 

And let your silver chime 
Move in melodious time ; 

And let the bass of heaven’s deep organ blow; 

And with your ninefold harmony 

Make up full consort to the angelic symphony. 

For, if such holy song 
Enwrap our fancy long. 

Time will run back and fetch the Age of Gold ; 

And speckled Vanity 
Will sicken soon and die ; 

And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould ; 

And Hell itself will pass away, ' 

And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 

Yea, Truth and Justice then 
Will down return to men. 

Orbed in a rainbow ; and, like glories wearing, ' 
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Mercy will sit between, 

Throned in celestial sheen, 

With radiant feet the tissued clouds down steering; 
And Heaven, as at some festival. 

Will open wide the gates of her high palace-hall. 

But wisest Fate says : — ^No, 

This must not yet be so ; 

The Babe yet lies in smiling infancy 
That on the bitter cross 
Must redeem out loss. 

So both himself and us to glorify : 

Yet first, to those ychained in sleep, 

The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through the deep, 

With such a horrid clang 
As on Mount Sinai rang, 

While the red fire and smouldering clouds outbrake : 
The aged Earth, aghast. 

With terror of that blast. 

Shall fi-om the surface to the centre shake. 

When, at the world’s last sessidn. 

The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread his throne. 

And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is. 

But now begins ; for from this happy day 
The Old Dragon under ground. 

In straiter limits bound. 

Not half so far casts his usurped sway. 

And, wroth to see his kingdom fail. 

Swinges the scaly horror of his folded tail. 

The Oracles are dumb ; 

No voice or hideous hum 
Runs through the arched roof in words deceiving. 
Apollo from his shrine 
Can no more dir me. 

With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving. 

No nightly trance, or breathed spell. 

Inspires the pale-eyed priest from the prophetic cell. 

The lonely mountains o’er. 

And the resounding shore, 

A voice of weeping heard and loud lament ; 

From haunted spring, and dale 
Edged with poplar pale. 

The parting Genius is with sighing sent ; 
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With flowet-inwoven Ucises torn 

The Nymphs in twilight shade of tangled ihichcts mourn. 

In consecrated earth. 

And on the holy hearth, 

The Lars and Lemurcs moan with midnight plaint ; 
In urns, and altars round, 

A drear and dying sound 
Affrights the flamens at their service quaint ; 

And the chill marble seems to srv eat, 

WTnle each peculiar Power forgoes his wonted seat. 

Peur and Baalim 
Forsalce their temples dim, 

With that twice-b.attered God of P.alestine ; 

And mooned Ashtaroth, 

Heaven’s queen and mother both. 

Now sits not girt with tapers’ holy shine ; 

The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn ; 

In vain the T> rian maids their i\ ounded Thammui mourn. 

And sullen Moloch, fled, 

Hath left in shadows dread 
His burning idol all of blackest hue : 

In vain with cymbal’s ring 
They call the grisly king. 

In dismal dance about the furnace blue ; 

The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 

Isis, and Orus, and the dog Anubis, haste. 

Not IS Osins seen 
In Memphian grove or green, 

Trampling the unshowered grass with lowings loud 1 
Nor can he be at rest 
Within his sacred chest ; 

Nought but profoundest Hell can be his shroud ; 

In vain, with timbrellcd anthems dark, 

The sable-stoled sorcerers bear his worshipped ark. 

He feels from Juda’s land 
The dreaded Infant’s hand ; 

The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky ej e ; 

_ Nor all the gods beside 

Longer dare abide. 

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine ; 

Our Babe, to show his Godhead true, 

Can in his swaddling bands control the damned crew. 
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So, when the sun in bed, 

Curtained with cloudy red. 

Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 

The flocking shadows pale 
Troop to the infernal jail. 

Each fettered ghost slips to his several grave, 

And the yellow-skirted fays 

Fly after the night-steeds, leaving their moon-loved mare. 

But see 1 the Virgin blest 
Hath laid her Babe to rest. 

Time is our tedious song should here have ending ; 
Heaven’s youngest-teemed star 
Hath fixed her polished car. 

Her sleeping Lord wdth handmaid lamp attending ; 
And all about the courtly stable 
Brinht-hamessed Angels sit in order serviceable. 

John Milton, 
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AT A SOLEMN MUSIC 

Blest pair of Sirens, pledges of Heaven’s joy, 
Sphere-born harmonious sisters. Voice and \ erse, 
Wed your divine sounds, and mixed power employ. 
Lead things with inbreathed sense able to pierce ; 
And to our high-raised phantasy present 
That undisturbed song of pure concent 
Aye sung before the sapphire-coloured throne 
To Him that sits thereon. 

With saintly shout and solemn jubilee : 

Where the bright Seraphim in burning row 
Their loud uplifted angel-tmmpets blow, 

And the Cherubic host in thousand quires 
Touch their immortal harps of golden wires, 

With those just Spirits, that wear victorious palms. 
Hymns devout and holy psalms 
Singing everlastingly : 

That we on Earth, with undiscording voice, 

May rightl)’ answer that melodious noise ; 

As once we did, till disproportioned sin 

Jarred against nature’s chime, and with h^h dm 

Broke the fair music that all creatures made 

To their great Lord, whose love their motion swayce 

In perfect diapason, whilst they stood 

In first obedience, and their stale of good . 
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O, may soon again lencw tliat song, 

And keep in tune vrith Heaven, till God ere long 
To Ills cclcslial consort us unite. 

To live with Him, and sing in endless mom of light ! 

John Milton. 
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ON TIME 

Fly, envious Time, till thou run out thy race 5 
Call on the lazy leaden-stepping Hours, 

MTiosc speed is but the heavy plummet’s pace : 

And glut thj-self with what thy womb dcsoiirs. 

Which is no more than what is false and sain. 

And merely mortal dross ; 

So little IS our loss. 

So little IS thy gam ' 

For, when as each thing bad thou hast entombed, 

And, last of all, thy greedy self consumed, 

Then long Eternity shall greet out bliss 
With an individual kiss, 

And joy shall overtake us as a flood ; 

When every thing that is sincerely good 
And perfectly divine, 

With Truth, and Peace, and Ixivc, shall ever shine 
About the supreme throne 
Of Him, to w hose happy making sight alone 
When once our heav enlj -guided soul shall climb. 

Then, all this earthly giossncss quit, 

Attired with stars vie shall for ever sit. 

Triumphing over Death, and Chance, and thee, O Time. 

John Milton. 
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THE SONG OF COMUS 

The star that bids the shepherd fold 
Now the top of heaven doth hold. 
And the gilded car of day 
His glowing axle doth allay 
In the steep Atlantic stream. 

And the slope sun his upward beam 
Shoots against the dusky pole. 
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r.icing toward t)ic other goal 
Of hi< chamber in the cast. 

Meanwhile welcome joy and feast, 

Midnight shout and revelry, 

Tipsy dance and jollity 1 
Braid your lochs with rosy twine. 

Dropping odours, dropping svine I 
Rigour now has gone to bed ; 

And Ads ice with scrupulous head, 

Strict Age, and sour Severity, 

With their grave saws, in slumber he. 

We, that arc of purer (ire. 

Imitate the starry quire, 

Who, in their nightly watchful spheres. 

Lead in swift round the months and years. 

The sounds and seas, with all their finnj' drove. 
Now to the moon in w.ncring niorrice move ; 
And, on the tawny s.ands and sheKcs, 

Trip the pert faeries and the dapper elves. 

By dimpled brook and fountain-brim 
The wood nymphs, decked with daisies trim, 
Their merry wakes and pastimes keep — 

What hath niglit to do with sleep ? 

Night hath better sweets to prove ; 

Venus now wakes, and avakens Love. 

Come, let us our rites begin 
— 'Tis only daylight that makes sin — 

Which these dun shades will ne’er report. 

Hail, Goddess of nocturnal sport. 

Dark-veiled Cotytto, to whom the secret flame 
Of midnight torches burns ! Mysterious dame, 
That ne’er art railed but when the dragon-womb 
Of Stygian darkness spets her thickest gloom. 
And ra.akcs one blot of all the air. 

Stay thy cloudy ebon chair. 

Wherein thou ridest with Hecate, and befriend 
Us thy- vowed priests, till utmost end 
Of all thy dues be done, and none left out : 

Ere the blabbing eastern scout. 

The nice Morn,'on the Indian steep, 

From her cabined loophole peep. 

And to the tell-tale Sun descry 
Our concealed solemnity ! 

Come, knit hands, and beat the ground 
In a light fantastic round 1 r i \r n 
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THE INVOCATION TO SABRIN 

Sabrina fair, _ , 

Listen, where thou art sitting 

Under the glassy, cool, translucent wa\e. 

In twisted braid of lilies knitting 

The loose tram of thy amber-dropping hair 1 

Listen for dear honour’s sake. 

Goddess of the silver lake. 

Listen, and save ! 

Listen and appear to us. 

In name of great Oceanus ; 

By the earth-shaking Neptune’s mace, 

And Tethys’ grave ihajesbe pace ; 

By hoary Nereus’ wrinkled look, 

And the Carpathian wizard’s hook ; 

By scaly Triton’s winding shell, 

And old soothsajnng Glaucus’ spell ; 

By Leucothea’s lovely hands, 

And her son that rules the strands ; 

By Thetis’ tinsel-slippered feet, 

And the songs of Sirens sweet ; 

By dead Patthenope’s dear tomb, 

And fair Ligeia’s golden comb. 

Wherewith she sits on diamond-rocks. 

Sleeking her soft alluring locks ; 

By all the nymphs that nightly dance 
Upon thy streams with wily glance : 

Rise, rise, and heave thy rosy head 
From thy coral-paven bed. 

And bridle in thy headlong wave. 

Till thou our summons answered have 1 
Listen, and save 1 

John MtUon. 
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THE SPIRIT EPILOGUISES 

To the ocean now I fly. 

And those happy climes that lie 
Where day never shuts his eye. 

Up in the broad fields of the sky 1 
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There I snck the liquid air, 

All amidst the gardens fair 
Of Hesperus, and his daughters three 
That smg about the golden tree. 

Along the crisp^ shades and bowers 
Revels the spruce and jocund Spring ; 

The Graces, and the rosy-bosomed Hours, 
Thither all their bounties bring. 

There eternal summer dwells. 

And west-winds with musky wing 
About the cedam alleys fling 
Nard and cassia’s balmy smells. 

Iris there with humid bow 
Waters the odorous banks, that blow 
Flowers of more mingled hue 
Than her purfled scarf can show. 

And drenches with Elysian dew 
— List, mortals, if your ears be true ! — 

Beds of hyacinth and roses, 

^Vhere young Adonis oft reposes, 

Wa.xing well of his deep wound. 

In slumber soft ; and on the ground 
Sadly sits the Assyrian queen. 

But far above, in spangled sheen. 

Celestial Cupid her famed son advanced 
Holds his dear Psyche, sweet entranced 
After her wandering labours long. 

Till free consent the gods among 
Makes her his eternal bride ; 

And from her fair unspotted side 
Two blissful t^vins arc to be born. 

Youth and Joy — so Jove hath sworn I 

But now my task is smoothly done : 

I can fly or I can run 
Quickly to the green earth’s end. 

Where the bowed welkin slow doth bend. 

And from thence can soar as soon 
To the corners of the moon. 

John Mtllm. 
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LYCIDAS 

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more, 
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere, 

O 
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I come to pWck your berries harsh and crude, 

And with forced fingers rude 

Shatter your leaves teforc the mellowing year 1 . 

Bitter constraint and sad occasion dear 
Compels me to disturb your season due ; 

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime. 

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer ! 

Who would not sing for Lycidas ? he knew 
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme. 

He must not float upon his wateiy' bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 

Without the meed of some melodious tear. 

Begin, then, Sisters of the sacred well 
That from beneath the seat of Jove dotli spring ; 

Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string. 

Hence with denial vain and coy excuse : 

So may some gentle Muse 

With lucky words favour my destined urn. 

And, as he passes, turn 

And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud I 

For we were nursed upon the self-same hill, 

Fed the same flock, by fountain, shade, and rill ; 
Together both, ere the high lawns appeared 
Under the opening eyelids of the Morn, 

Wc drove a-field, and both together heard 
What time the grey-fly winds her sultry horn. 

Battening our flocks with the fresh den's of night, 

Oft till the star that rose at evening bright 

Toward heaven’s descent had sloped his westering wheel. 

Meanwhile tlie rural ditties were not mute : 

Tempered to the oaten flute, 

Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad sound would not be absent long ; 

And old Damoetas loved to hear our song. 

But, O 1 the hc.avy change, now thou art gone, 

Now thou art gone and never must return 1 
Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods and desert caves, 

With wild thyme and the gadding vine o’ergrown. 

And all their echoes, mourn. 

Tlie willows, and the hazel copses green. 

Shall now no more be seen 

Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays. 

As killing as the canker to the rose. 

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze, 
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Or frost to flowers, that their gay wardrobe wear, 

When first the white-thorn blows : 

Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherd’s ear. 

Where were ye. Nymphs, when the remorseless deep 
Closed o’er the head of your loved Lycidas ? 

For neither were ye playing on the steep 
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie. 

Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high. 

Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream. 

Ay me ! I fondly dream 

‘ Had ye been there ’ ... for what could that have done ? 
What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore. 

The Muse herself, for her enchanting son, 

^Vhom universal nature did lament, 

Wien by the rout that made the hideous roar. 

His gory visage down the stream was sent, 

Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore ? 

Alas 1 what boots it with incessant care 
To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd’s trade, 

And strictly meditate the thankless Muse ? 

Were it not better done, as others use. 

To sport with Amaryllis m the shade. 

Or with the tangles of Nexra’s hair ? 

Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise 
(That last infirmity of noble mind) 

To scorn delights and live laborious days ; 

But, the fair guerdon when we hope to find. 

And think to burst out into sudden blaze. 

Comes the blind Fury with the abhorred shears. 

And slits the thin-spun life. ‘ But not the praise,’ 

Phoebus replied, and touched my trembling ears : 

‘Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil, 

Nor in the glistering foil 

Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies. 

But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes 
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove ; 

As he pronounces lastly on each deed. 

Of so much fame in heaven expect thy meed.’ 

O fountain Arethuse, and thou honoured flood. 
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crowned with vocal reeds. 

That strain 1 heard was of a higher mood. 

But now my oat proceeds, 

And listens to the Herald of the Sea, 

That came in Neptune’s plea. 
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He asked the waves, and asked the felon winds, 

Wiat hard mishap hath doomed this gentle swain ? 

And questioned every gust of ru^ed wings 
That blows from off each beaked promontory. 

They knew not of his story ; _ , ' 

And sage Hippotades their answer brings. 

That not a blast was from his dungeon strayed : 

The air was calm, and on the level brine 
Sleek Panope with all her sisters played. 

It was that fatal and perfidious Kirk, 

Built in the eclipse and rigged with curses dark, 

That sunk so low that sacred head of tliine. 

Next, Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow, 

His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge, 

Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 
Like to th.at sanguine flower inscrilwd with woe. 

‘All 1 who hath reft,’ quoth be, ‘ my dearest pledge?’ 
Ijist came, and last did go, 

The Pilot of tlie Galilean Lake ; 

Two massy keys he bore of metals tw.ain 
(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain). 

He shook his mitred locks, and stem bespake : — | 

' How well could I have spared for thee, young swain, 
Enow of such as, for their bellies’ sake. 

Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold ! 

Of other care they little reckoning make 
Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast. 

And shove away the worthy bidden guest. 

Blind mouths 1 that sc.arcc themselves know how to hold 
A sheep-hook, or have leamt aught else the least ; 
That to the faithful herdman’s art belongs ! 

What recks it them ? 'What need they ? They are sped 
And, when they list, their lean and flashy songs 
Grate on their scrannel pipes of WTCtched straw ; ■ ' 

The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed. 

But, swoln with wind and the rank mist they draw. 

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread ; 

Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw 
Daily devours apace, and nothing said. 

But that two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more.’ 

Return, Alpheus ; the dread voice is past ■ 

That shrunk thy streams ! Return, Sicilian Muse, 

•And cal! the vales, and bid them hither cast. ‘ 

Their bells and flowerets of a thousand hues 1 
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Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use 
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks, 

On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely looks, 
Throw hither all your quaint enamelled eyes. 

That on the green turf suck the honeyed showers, 

And purple all the ground with vernal flowers. 

Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies. 

The tufted crow-toe, and pale jessamine, 

The white pink, and the pansy freaked with jet. 

The glowing violet. 

The musk-rose, and the well-attired w'oodbine. 

With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head. 

And every flower that sad embroidery wears ; 

Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed. 

And dafiadillies fill their cups with tears, 

To strew the laureate hearse where Lycid lies. 

For so, to interpose a little ease. 

Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise. 

Ay me 1 whilst thee the shores and sounding seas 
Wash far away, where’er thy bones are hurled : 
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides, 

\’^_ere thou perhaps under the whelming tide 
Visit’st the bottom of the monstrous world ; 

Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied, 

Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old. 

Where the great Vision of the guarded mount 
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona’s hold. 

Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with ruth : 
And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth ! 

Weep no more, woful shepherds, weep no more, 

For Lycldas, your sorrow, is not dead, 

Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor ! 

So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed. 

And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 

And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky ; 

So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high. 

Through the dear might of Him that walked the waves. 
Where, other groves and other streams along. 

With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves, 

And hears the unexpressive nuptial song. 

In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love. 

There entertain him all the Saints above. 

In solemn troops, and sweet societies. 

That sing, and singing in their gloi^ move. 

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
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Puts invincible might 

To quell the mighty of the earth, the oppressor, 
The brute and boisterous force of violent men. 
Hardy and industrious to support 
Tyrannic power, but raging to pursue 
The righteous and all such as honour truth ! 

He all their ammunition 
And feats of war defeats. 

With plain heroic magnitude of mind 
And celestial vigour armed ; 

Their armouries and magazines contemns. 

Renders them useless, while 

With winged expedition 

Swift as the lightning glance he executes 

His errand on the wicked, who, surprised. 

Lose their defence, distracted and amazed. 

John Mtllon. 
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BID ME NOT GO 

Bid me not go where neither suns nor showers 
Do make or cherish flowers ; 

Where discontented things in sadness lie. 

And Nature grieves as I ! 

When I am parted from those c) es. 

From which my better day doth rise. 

Though some propitious power 
Should plant me in a bower, 

AVhere amongst happy lovers I might sec 
How showers and sunbeams bring 
One everlasting spring. 

Nor would those fall, nor these shine forth to me. 
Nature herself to him is lost. 

Who loseth her he honours most ! 

Then, fairest, to my parting view display 
Your graces all in one full day. 

Whose blessed shapes I 'll snatch and keep, till when 
I do return and view again : 

So by this art fancy shall fortune cross, 

And lovers live by thinking on their loss 1 

XVtUtam Carhirt^hl. 
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THE CARELESS GALLANT 

Let us sing and be tneriy, dance, joke, and rejoice. 
With claret and sherry, theorbo and voice ! 

The changeable world to our joy is unjust, 

All treasure ’s uncertain, 

Then down with your dust : 

In frolicks dispose your pounds, shillings, and pence. 
For we shall be nothing a hundred years hence. ■ 

We’ll sport and be free, wilh Frank, Betty, and Dolly, 
Have lobsters and oysters to cure melancholy : 
Fish-dinners will make a man spring like a flea, 

Dame Venus, love’s lady. 

Was born of the sea ; 

With her and with Bacchus we ’ll tickle the sense, 

For we shall be past it a hundred years hence. 

Your most beautiful bit, who hath all eyes upon her, 
That her honesty sells for a hogo of honour. 

Whose lightness and brightness doth cast such a splcndt 
That none but the stars 
Ate thought fit to attend her. 

Though now she seems pleasant and sweet to the sense, 
Will be damnable mouldy a hundred years hence. 

Then why should we turmoil in cares and in fears. 

And turn our tranquillity to sighs and tears ? 

I.et ’s eat, drink, and play, ere the worms do corrupt us 
For I say, that /’oji mortem 
NuHa voUtptarl . . 

Let ’s deal with our damsels, that we may from thence 
Have broods to succeed us a hundred years hence 1 

Thomas Jordan- 
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MY DEAR AND ONLY LOVE 

My dear and only love, I pray 
That little world of thee 
Be governed by no other sway 
But purest monarchy ; 

For if confusion have a part, 

Which virtuous souls abhor, 

And hold a synod in thy heart, 

I '11 never love thee more. 
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Ltkc Alexander I will reign, 

And I will reign alone : 

My thoughts did evermore disdain 
A rival on my throne. 

He either fears his fate too much, 

Or his deserts are small. 

Who dares not put it to the touch. 

To gain or lose it all. 

But, if thou wilt prove faithful then 
And constant of thy word, 

I ’ll make thee glorious by my pen, 

And famous by my sword ; 

I ’ll serve thee in such noble wajs 
Was never heard before ; 

1 ’ll crown and deck thee all w ith bays. 

And love thee more and more. 

James Graham, Marquis of Montrose. 
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ON A PRAYER-BOOK SENT TO MRS. M. R- 

Lo, here a little volume, but great book ! 

A nest of new-born sweets. 

Whose native pages, disdaining 
To be thus folded and complaining 
Of these ignoble sheets, 

Affect more comely bands. 

Fair one, from thy kind hands. 

And confidently look 
To find the rest 

Of a rich binding in your breast ! 

It is in one choice handful, Heaven ; and all 
Heaven’s royal hosts encamp'd, thus small 
To prove that true schools use to tell, 

A thousand angels in one point can dwell. 

It is love’s great artillery. 

Which here contracts itself, and comes to he 
Qose couch’d in their white bosom ; and from thence. 
As from a snowy fortress of defence. 

Against their ghostly foe to take their part. 

And forti^ the hold of your chaste heart. 
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It is an armouo’ of lislil ; 

Let constant use l)ut keep it bright, 

You ’ll find it jdelds 

To holy hands and humble hearts 

More swords and shields 

Than sin hath snares, or hell hath di 

Only he sure 
The hands be pure 

That hold these weapons, and the eyes 
Those of turtles, chaste, and true, 

Wakeful, and wise, 

Here’s a friend shall fight for you. 

Hold but this hook before your heart, 

Let Prayer alone to play his part 1 

But, O 1 the heart 

That studies this high art 

Must be a sure housekeeper. 

And yet no sleeper. 

Dear soul, be strong, 

Mercy will come ere long. 

And bring her bosom full of blessings. 
Flowers of never-fading graces 
To make immortal dressings 
For worthy souls, whose wise embraces 
Store up themselves for Him who is alone 
The spouse of virgins, and the Virgin’s Son 1 

But if the noble bridegroom when lie comes 
Shall find the wand’ring heart from home. 
Leaving her chaste abode 
To gad abroad. 

Amongst the gay mates of the God of Flies 
To take her pleasure, and to play 
And keep the Devil's holy day ; 

To dance in the sunshine of some smiling. 
But beguiling 

Spheres of sweet and sugar’d lies. 

Some slippery pair 
Of false, perhaps, as fair. 

Flattering but forswearing eyes : 

Doubtless some other heart 
Will get the start ■ 

Meanwhile, and, stepping in before. 

Will take possession of that sacred store ' 
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Of hidden sweets and holy joys ; 
Words which are not licard with ears — 
These tumultuous shops of noise ; 
Effectual whispers, whose still .voice 
The soul itself mote feels than heats ; 


Amorous languishments, luminous trances, 
Sights which are not seen with eyes ; 

Spiritual and soul-piercing glances, 

WHiose pure and subtle lightning flics 
Home to the heart, and sets the house on fire, 
And melts it dow n in sweet desire, 

Yet docs not stay 

To aslc the windows leave to pass that way ; 


Delicious deaths, soft exhalations 
Of soul ; dear and divine annihilations 
A thousand unknown rites 
Of joys, and ratified delights ; 


A hundred thousand goods, glories, and graces. 
And many a mystic thing, 

ViTiich the divine embr.aces . 

Of the dear Spouse of Spirits with them will bring 
For which it is no shame 
That dull mortality must not know a name : 


Of all this store 

Of blessings, and ten thousand more. 
If when He come 
He find the heart from home 
Doubtless He will unload 
Himself some otherwhere, 

And pour abroad 
His precious sweets. 

On the fair soul whom first he meets. 


O fair 1 O fortunate ! O rich 1 O dear ! 

O happy, and thrice happy she. 

Dear silver-breasted dove 
Whoe’er she be. 

Whose early love. 

With winged vows. 

Makes haste to meet her morning spouse. 
And close with his immortal kisses I 
Happy, indeed, who never misses 
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To improve that precious hour, 

And every day 
Seize her sweet prey. 

All fresh and fragrant as he rises, 

Dropping with a balmy shower, 

A deUcious dew of spices ! 

O, let the blcssful heart hold fast 
Her heavenly armful, she shall taste 
At once ten thousand paradises ! 

She shall have power 
To rifle and deflower 

The rich and roseal spring of those rare sweets. 
Which w ith a swelling bosom there she meets. 
Boundless and infinite, bottomless treasures 
Of pure inebriating pleasures ! 

Happy proof she shall discover. 

What joy, what bliss. 

How many heavens at once it iS, 

To have a God become her lover ! 

Richard Crashav:. 


249 

ON THE GLORIOUS ASSUMPTION OF THE 
IlLESSED VIRGIN 

Hark ! she is call’d, the parting hour is come ; 

Take thy farewell, poor world. Heaven must go home. 

A piece of heavenly light, purer and brighter 

Than the chaste stars, whose choice lamps come to light her. 

While through the crystal orbs, clearer than they. 

She climbs, and makes a far more milky way. 

She 's call’d again ; hark ! how th’ immortal Dove 
Sighs to his silver mate : — ‘ Rise up, my love, 

Rise up, my fair, my spotless one ! 

The wmter ’s past, the rain is gone : 

The spring is come, the flowers appear. 

No sweets, since thou arc wanting here. 

Come away, my lo\ c ; 

Come away, my dove ; 

Cast off delay : 

The court of heav’n is come. 

To wait upon thee home ; 

Come away, come awayl ’ 
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She’s call’d again, and will she go? 

When Heav’n bids come, who can say no ? 

Hcav’n calls her, and she must away ; 

Heav'n will not, and she cannot stay. 

Go then, go, glorious, on the golden wings 
Of the bright youth of heaven, that sings 
Under so sweet a burden : go. 

Since thy great Son will have it so ; 

And while thou go’st, our song and we 
Will, as we may, reach after thee : — 

‘ Hail ! holy <^ueen of humble hearts. 

We in thy praise will have our parts ; 

And though thy dearest looks must now be light 
To none but the blest heavens, whose bright 
Beholders, lost in sweet delight. 

Feed for ever their fair sight 
With those divinest eyes, which we 
And our dark world no more shall see ; 

Though our poor joys are parted so. 

Yet shall our lips never let go 
Thy gracious name, but to the last 
Our loving song shall hold it fast. 

Thy sacred name shall be 

Thyself to us, and we 

With holy cares will keep it by us ; 

We to the last 
Will hold it fast, 

And no assumption shall deny us. 

All sweetest showers 
Of fairest flowers 
We '11 strew upon it : 

Though our sweetness cannot make 
It sweeter, they may take 
Themselves new sweetness from it. 

Maria, men and angels sing, 

Maria, mother of our King. .... 

Live, rarest princess, and may the bngnt 
Crown of a most incomparable light . , 

Embrace thy radiant brows ! O, may the best 
Of everlasting joys bathe thy white breast 1 
Live our chaste love, the holy mirth 
Of heaven, and humble pride of earth : 

Live crown of women, queen of rnen : 

Live mistress of our song ; and when 
Our weak desires have done their best,^ 

Sweet angels come, and sing the Crashavi. 
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ON THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME 

I SING the name which none can say 
But touch’d with an interior ray ; 

The name of our new peace ; our good : 

Our bliss, and supernatural blood : 

The name of ail our lives and loves. 

Hearken, and help, ye holy doves 1 
The high-bom brood of day ; jou bnght 
Candidates of blissful light. 

The heirs elect of love ; whose names belong 
Unto the everlasting life of song ; 

All ye wise souls, vv ho in the vv ealthy breast 
Of this unbounded name build your warm nest. 
Awake, my glorj’. Soul, if such thou be. 

And that fair w ord at all refer to thee, '■ 

Awake and sing. 

And be all wing ; 

Bring hither thy whole self ; and let me see 
What of thy parent heav’n jet speaks in thee 1 
O, thou art poor 
Of noble pow’rs, I sec, 

And full of nothing else but empty me ; 

Narrow, and low , and infimtclj less 
Than this great morning’s mighty business ! 

One little world or two, 

Alas ! will never do ; 

W’e must have store. 

Go, Soul, out of thjself, and seek for more ; 

Go and request 

Great Nature for the key of her huge chest 
Of Heav’ns, the self-involving set of spheres, 
WTiich dull mortaUty more feels than hears ; 

Then rouse the nest 

Of nimble art, and trav ersc round 

The airy shop of soul-appeasing sound : 

And beat a summons in the same 
All-sovereign name. 

To warn each several kind 
And shape of sweetness — be they such 
As sigh with supple wind 
Or answer artful touch — 

That they convene and come away 
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To wait at the love-crowTi^ doors of that 
Illustrious day. 

Shall we dare this, my Soul ? We '11 do % and bring 
No other note for ’t, but the Name we sing. 

Wake, lute and harp. 

And every sweet-lipp’d thing 
That talks with tuneful string ; 

Start into hfe, and leap with me 
Into a hasty fit-tuned harmony. 

Nor must you think it much 
T’ obey my bolder touch ; 

I have autliority in Love’s name to take you 
And to the work of love this morning wake you. 

Wake, in the name 

Of Him who never sleeps, all things that are ; 

Or what’s the same, 

Are musical 
Answer my call 
And come along ; 

Help me to meditate mine immortal song ! 

Come, ye soft ministers of sweet sad mirth, 

Bring all your household-stuff of hear ’n on earth : 

O you, my Soul’s most certain wings. 

Complaining pipes, and prattling strings, 

Bring all the store 

Of sweets you have, and murmur that j ou ha\ e no more. 
Come, ne’er to part. 

Nature and art ! 

Come, and come strong. 

To the conspiracy of our spacious song. 

Bring all the pow’rs of praise 

Your provinces of well-united worlds pm raise ; 

Bring all your lutes and harps of hcav n and earth ; 
Whate’er co-operates to the common mirth ; 

Vessels of vocal joys, . 

Or you, more noble architects of intellectual noisc. 
Cymbals of hcav’n, or human spheres. 

Solicitors of souls or cars ; 

And when you are come, with all 
That you can bring, or we can call, 

O, may you fix 

For ever here, and mix 

Yourselves into the long 

And everlasting scries of a deathless song I 

Mix all your many worlds above. 

And loose them into one of love ! 

Cheer thee, my heart ! 
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For thou, too, host thy part 
And place in the great throng _ 

Of this unbounded, all-embracing song. 

Pow’rs of my soul, be proud ! 

And speak loud 

To all the dear-bought nations this redeeming name ; 
And in the wealth of one rich word proclaim 
New smiles to nature. 

May it be no wrong. 

Blest Heav’ns, to )ou, and your superior song. 

That we dark sons of dust and sorrow 
Awhile dare borrow 

The name of your delights, and our desires. 

And fit it to so far inferior lyres ! 

Our murmurs have their music, too. 

Ye mighty orbs, as well as you. 

Nor yields the noblest nest 

Of warbling seraphim to the cars of love, 

A choicer lesson than the joy ful breast 
Of a poor panting turtle-dove ; 

And we, low worms, have lease to do 

The s,ame bright business, ye third Heat ’ns, with you. 

Gentle spints, do not complain. 

We will have care 
To keep It fair. 

And send it back to you t^ain. 

Come, lovely name 1 appear from forth the bright 
R^ons of peaceful light ; 

Look from Thine own illustrious home. 

Fair king of names, and come : 

Leave all thy native glories in tlicir gorgeous nest. 

And give thyself awhile the gracious guest 
Of humble souls, that seek to find 
The hidden sweets 
Which man’s heart meets 
When Thou art master of the mind. 

Come, lovely name I life of our hope 1 
Lo, we hold our hearts wide ope ! 

Unlock thy cabinet of day. 

Dearest sweet, and come away. 

Lo, how the thirsty lands 

Gasp for thy golden show crs with long-stretch ’d hands ! 
Lo, how the labouring earth. 

That hopes to be 
All heaven by thee. 

Leaps at thy birth ! 

Th’ attending w otld, to wait thy rise, 
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First turn’d to eyes, 

And then, not knowing what to do, 

Turn’d them to tears, and spent them, too. 

Come, royal name ! and pay th’ expense 
Of all this precious patience ; 

O, come away. 

And kill the death of this delay ! 

O, see so many worlds of barren years 
Melted and measured out in seas of tears ! 

O, see the weary lids of wakeful hope. 

Love’s eastern windows, all wide ope. 

With curtains drawn, 

To catch the day-break of thy dawn ! 

O, darvn, at last, long-look’d for day ! 

Take thine own wings and come away. 

Lo, where aloft it comes ! It comes, among 
The conduct of adoring spirits, that throng, 

Like diligent bees, and swarm about it. 

O,' they are rvise, 

And know what sweets are suck’d from out it ! 

It is the hive 

By which they thrive, 

where all their hoard of honey lies. 

Lo, where it comes, upon the snowy dove’s 
Soft back, and brings a bosom big wth loves ! 
Welcome to our dark world, tliou womb of day ! 
Unfold thy fair conceptions, and display 
The birth of our bright joys. 

O thou compacted 

Body of blessings ! spirit of souls extracted ! 

O, dissipate thy spicy pow’ts, 

Cloud of condensed sweets, and break upon us 
In balmy show’ts ! 

O, fill our senses, and take from us 

All force of so profane a fallacy 

To think aught sweet but that which smells of thee . 

Fair, flow’iy name, in none but thee 

And thy nectareal fragrancy 

Hourly there meets 

An universal synod of all sweets ; 

By whom it is defined thus 
That no perfume 
For ever shall presume 
To pass for odoriferous. 

But such alone whose sacred pedigree 
Can prove itself some kin, sweet name, to thee 1 
Sweet name, in thy each syllable 
P 
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A thousand blest Arabias dwell : 

A thousand hills of frankincense. 

Mountains of myrrh, and beds of spices, 

And ten thousand paradises. 

The soul that tastes thee takes from thence. 

How many unknown worlds there are 
Of comforts, whicli thou hast in keeping ! 

How many thousand mercies there 
In Pity’s soft lap lie a-sleeping ! 

Happy he who has the art 
To aw ake them. 

And to take them 

Home, and lodge them in Ids heart I 
O, that it w ere as it was 'n ont to be. 

When thy old friends of fire, all full of thee. 

Fought against frowns witlr smiles ; gave glorious chase 
To persecutions ; and against the face 
Of death and fiercest dangers durst, with brave 
And sober pace, marcli on to meet a grave ! 

On tlieir bold breasts about the world they bore thee, 
And to the tectli of hell stood up to teach thee ; 

In centre of their inmost souls they ware thee, 

A\'here racks and torments strived in vain to reach thee. 

Little, alas ! thought they 

Who tore the fait breasts of thy friends, 

Their fury but made way 

For thee, and served them in thy glorious ends. 

What did their w capons, but with wider pores 
Enlarge thy flaming-breasted lovers, 

More freely to transpire 
That impatient fire. 

The heart that hides thee hardly covers ! 

What did their weapons, but set wide the doors 
For thee : fair purple doors, of Love’s devising. 

The ruby windows which enrich’d the east 
Of thy so oft-repeated rising ! 

Each wound of theirs was thy new morning, 

And re-enthroned tliee in thy rosy nest. 

With blush of thine own blood thy day adorning ! 

It was the vnt of love o'crflow’d the ^unds 
Of wrath, and made (he way through all these wounds. 
Welcome, dear, all-adorW name. 

For sure there is no knee 
That knows not thee ! 

Or, if there be such sons of shame, 

Alas ! what will they do 
When stubborn rocks shall bow. 
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And hills hang down their heav’n-saluting heads 

To seek for humble beds 

Of dust, where, in the bashful shades of night. 

Next to their own low nothing they may lie. 

And couch before the dazzling light of thy dread Majest)' ! 
They that by Love’s mild dictate now 
Will not adore thee. 

Shall then, with just confusion, bow 
And break before thee. 

Rickard Craskaiv. 
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TO LUCASTA GOING BEYOND THE SEAS 

If to be absent nere to be 
Away from thee ; 

Or that when I am gone, 

You or I u ere alone ; 

Then, my Lucasta, might I crave 

Pity from blust’ring wind or swallowing wave. 

But I ’ll not sigh one blast or gale 
To swell ray sml. 

Or pay a tear to suage 
The foaming blue-god’s rage ; 

For, whether he will let me pass 
Or no, I 'm still os happy as I w as. 

Though seas and land betwixt us both. 

Our fattli and troth. 

Like separated souls. 

All time and space controls. 

Above the highest sphere we meet. 

Unseen, unknown, and greet as angels greet 

So then we do anticipate 
Our after-fate. 

And arc alive i’ th’ skies. 

If thus our lips and ejes 

Can speak like spirits unconfined 

In hea\ en, their earthy bodies left behind. 

Rii Lari Lovelace, 



228 


LOVELACE 


252 

TO LUCASTA GOING TO THE WARS 

Tell me not, sweet, I am unkind. 

That from the nunnery 

Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind 
To war and arms I flie. 

True, a new mistress now I chase. 

The first foe in the field. 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such 
As you, too, shall adore : 

I could not love thee, dear, so much, 

Loied 1 not honour more. 

Richard Lmelact, 
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TO ALTHEA FROM PRISON 

When Love with unconfindd wings 
Hovers within my gates. 

And my divine Althea brings 
To whisper at the grates ; 

When I lie tangled in her hair. 

And fettered to her eye, 

The gods that wanton in the air 
Know no such liberty. 

When flowing cups run swiftly round 
With no allaying Thames, 

Our careless heads with roses bound. 
Our hearts with loyal flames ; 

When thirsty grief in wine we steep. 
When healths and draughts go free, 
Fishes that tipple in the deep 
ICnow no such liberty. 

When, Uke committed linnets, I 
With shriller throat shall sing 
The sweetness, mercy, majesty. 

And glories of my King j 
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When 1 shall voice aloud how good 
He is, how great should be, 

Enlarged winds that curl the flood 
Know no such liberty. 

Stone walls do not a prison make. 

Nor iron bars a cage ; 

Minds innocent and quiet take 
That for an hermitage : 

If I have freedom in my love. 

And in my soul am free, 

Angels alone that soar above 
Enjoy such liberty. 

Richard Lovelace. 
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AWAKE, awake, MY LYRE 

Awake, awake, my Ljre, 

And tell thy silent master’s humble talc 
In sounds that may prevail. 

Sounds that gentle thoughts inspire ! 

Though so exalted she 
And I so lowly be. 

Tell her, such different notes make all thy harmony. 

Hark ! how the strings awake. 

And, though the moving hand approach not near, 
Themselves with awful fear 
A kind of numerous trembling make ! 

Now all thy forces try ; 

Now all thy charms apply ; 

Revenge upon her ear the conquests of her eye. 

Weak Lyre ! thy virtue sure 

Is useless here, since thou art only found 

To cure, but not to wound. 

And she to wound, but not to cure 1 
Too weak too wilt thou prove 
My passion to remove ; 

Physic to other ills, thou ’rt nourishment to love. 

Sleep, sleep again, my Lyre ! 

For thou canst never tell my humble talc 
In sounds that will prevail, _ 

Nor gentle thoughts in her inspire ; 
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All thy vain mirth lay by ; 

Bid thy strings silent lie ; 

Sleep, sleep again, my Lyre, and let thy master die. 

Abraham Ccacley. 
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A MOCK SONG 

’Tis true, I never was in love : 

But now I mean to be, 

For there’s no art can shield a heart 
From love’s supremacy. 

Though in my nonage 1 have seen 
A world of taking faces, 

1 had not age or wit to ken 
Their several hidden graces. 

Those virtues which, though thinly set. 

In others are admired, 

In thee are altogether met. 

Which make thee so desired 

That, though I nev ei was in love. 

Nor never meant to be, 

Thj'self and parts above my arts 
Have drawn my heart to thee. 

Alexander Bronte. 
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BERMUDAS 

Where the remote Bermudas ride 
In the Oceans bosom ttnespied, 
from a small boat that rowed alon^ 

The listening svinds received this sang : — 

• What should we do but sing his praise 
That led us through the watery marc, 
Where he the huge sca.monsters wracks 
That lift the deep upon their backs. 

Unto an isle so long unknown, 

And yet far kinder than our own? 
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He lands us on a grassy stage, 

Safe from the storms’ and prelates rage : 

He gave us this eternal spnng 
WTiich here enamels everything, 

And sends the fowls to us in care 
On daily visits through the air. 

He hangs in shades the orange bright 
Like golden lamps in a green night, 

And docs in the pomegranates close 
Jewels more rich than Ormus shows : 

He makes the figs our mouths to meet, 

And throws the melons at our feet ; 

But apples plants of such a price. 

No tree could ever bear them t\\ ice. 

With cedars chosen by his hand 
From Lebanon he stores the laud, 

And makes the hollow seas that roar 
Proclaim the ambergrease on shore. 

He cast (of which we rather bo.ist) 

The Gospel’s pearl upon our coast. 

And in these rocks for us did frame 
A temple where to sound his name. 

O let our voice his praise exalt 
Till it arrive at heaven’s vault, 
mich, thence (perhaps) refunding, may 
Echo beyond the Mexique B.ay ! 

Thus sang thiy in the English boat 
A holy and a cheerful note : 

And all the suay, to guide their chime. 

With falling oars they heft the time. 

Andrrji Marvell. 
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AN HORATIAN ode 

The forward youth that would appear 
Must now forsake his Muses dear, 

Nor in the shadows sing 
His numbers languishing. 

’Tis time to lea\ e the books in dust, 
And oil the unused armour s rust, 
Removing from the wall 
The corselet of the hall. 
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So rcaUess CromwcU could nol ccasc 
In the inglorious arts of peace, 

But through adventurous war 
ErgM his active star ; 

And, like the three forked lightning, first 
Breaking the clouds where it was nunt. 
Did thorough his own side 
His fiery way divide : 

For ’tis all one to courage high, 

The emulous or enemy, 

And with such to inclose 
Is more than to oppose 1 

Then burning through the air he vv ent, 
And palaces and temples rent ; 

And Caesar’s head at last 
Did through his laurels blast. 

’Tis madness to resist or blame 
The face of angry Heaven’s flame ; 

And if vve would ^cak true. 

Much to the man is due, 

VTio from his private gardens, where 
He liv ed rcserv ed and austere. 

As if his highest plot 
To plant the bergamot. 

Could by industnous valour climb 
To rum the great work of Time, 

And cast the kingdoms old 
Into another mould. 

Though Justice against Fate complain. 
And plead the ancient nghts in vain 
(But those do hold or break, 
j\s men are strong or w eak), 

Nature, that haled emptiness. 

Allows of penetration less, 

And therefore must make room 
Where greater spints come 

What field of all the civil war. 

Where his were not the deepest scar ? 
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And Hampton shows what part 
He had of wiser art, 

Where, twining subtile fears with hope. 
He wove a net of such a scope 

That Charles himself might chase 
To Carisbrook’s narrow case, 


That thence the roj’al actor borne 
The tragic scaffold might adorn : 
While round the urmM bands 
Did clap their bloody hands. 


He nothing common did or mean 
Upon that memorable scene. 

But with his keeiier eye 
The ave’s edge did try ; 

Nor called the gods with vmlgar spite 
To vindicate his helpless right. 

But bowed his comely head 
Down, as upon a bed. 


This was that memorable hour 
Which first assured the forced power : 
So, when they did design 
The Capitol’s fust line, 

A bleeding head, where they begun, 
Did fright the architects to run ; 

And yet in that the State 
Foresaw its happy fate I 


And now the Irish are , . 

To see themselves m one yrar tamed . 
So much one man can do 
That doth both act and know . 


They can affirm his praises ■ 

And have, though overcome, confessed 
How good he is, how just, 

And fit for highest trust. 

Nor yet grown stiffer with coinmand, 
But sdll m the Republic s hand 
(How fit he is to sway. 

That can so well obc}- 
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He to the Commons’ feet presents 
A kingdom for his first year’s rents, 

And (vihat he mayj forbears 
His fame to make it theirs, 

And has his sword and spoils ungirt 
To lay them at the public’s skirt. 

So when the falcon high 
Falls heavy from the sky, 

She, having killed, no more doth search 
But on the next green bough to perch, 
Where, when he first does lure. 
The falconer has her sure. 

What may not then our isle presume, 
While victory his crest does plume ? 
What may not others fear. 

If thus he crowns each year ? 

As CiEsar he, ere long, to Gaul, 

To Italy an Hanmbal, 

And to all states not free 
Shall climacteric be. 

The Piet no shelter now shall find 
Within his party-coloured mind. 

But from this valour sad 
Shrink underneath the plaid : 

Happy if in the tufted brake 
The English hunter him mistake, 

Nor lay his hounds in near 
The Caledonian deer. 

But thou, the war’s and fortune’s son, 
March indefatigably on, 

And for the last effect. 

Still keep the sword erect 1 

Besides the force it has to fright 
The spirits of the shady night, 

The same arts ^at did gain 
A power must it maintain. 


Ardrrjj McritlL 
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O, LET ME CLIMB 
O, LET me climb 

When I lie down ! The pious soul by mght 
Is like a clouded star, whose beams, though said 
To shed their light 
Under some cloud. 

Yet are above, 

And shine and move 
Beyond that misty shroud. 

So in my bed, 

— ^That curtain’d grave — though sleep, like ashes, hide 
My lamp and life, both shall m Thee abide. 

Henry Vaughan, 
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Unfold ! unfold ! Take in His light, 

YTio makes thy cares more short than night. 
The joys which with His day-star nse 
He deals to all but drow^ eyes ; 

And, what the men of this %vorld miss, 

Some drops and dews of future bliss. 


Hark ! how the winds have changed their note. 
And with warm whispers call thee out ! 

The frosts are past, the storms are gone. 

And backward life at last comes on ; 


The lofty groves in express joys 
Reply unto the turtle’s voice ; 

And here in dust and dirt, O here. 
The lilies of His love appear ! 


Henry Vaughan. 
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THE WREATH 

Since I in storms used most to be. 
And seldom yielded flowers. 
How shall I get a wueath for Thee 
From those rude, barren hours r 
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The softer dressings of the Spring 
Or Summer’s later store 
I will not for Thy temples bring, 

Which thorns, not roses, wore. 

But a twined wreath of grief and praise, 

Prabe soil'd with tears, and tears again 
Shining with joy, like dewj' days. 

This day I bring for all Thy pain — 

Thy causeless pain ! — and, sad as death, 

Which sadness breeds in the most vain, 

— O, not in vain! — now bc^ Thy breath, 

Thy quickening breath, which gladly bears 
Through saddest clouds to that glad place. 
Where cloudless quires sing without tears. 

Sing Thy just praise, and see Thy face. 

Henry Vaugka.n. 
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PEACE 

My Soul, there is a country 
Far beyond the stars. 

Where stands a winged sentry 
All skilful in the wars : 

There above noise, and danger. 

Sweet Peace sits crown’d with smiles. 

And One bom in a manger 
Commands the beauteous files. 

He is thy gracious Friend, 

And — O my Soul, awake 1 — 

Did in pure love descend 
To die here for thy sake. 

If thou canst get but thither. 

There grows the flower of Peace, 

The Rose that cannot wither. 

Thy fortress, and thy ease. 

Leave then thy foolish ranges. 

For none can thee secure 
But One, Who never changes, 

Thy God, tliy life, thy cure, 

Henry Vaughan. 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT 

O DAY of life, of 
The only day dealt from 
A day so fresh, so 

'Twll show us each E ^ 

And make the dead, 

Youthful and fair to 

All other days, ’ 

Are but Light’s drawn 

They are '’■‘=,'*%'‘"uv^orious dawn. 
Like clouds, = not stay, 

O, come 1 arise ! snini. 

Dearly loved Day 1 . „ uite and I 

The fields are long cry. 

With earnest groans for frt , 

My feUow-creatur^ tM »y^^^ 

And stones, ^ clorious voice 

men shall we hear that gionou 

Oflifeandjoj's? ..cret bed 

That voice which to each 
Of my Lord’s dead 5j.c 

Shall bring true day, maa 

The way to ^„lute pilgrims rise. 

When shall those first wmtep b 

moseholy. I’^PPy^'o long-some men 
—Because they sleep so lOTg 
Count but the blots of a vain pen 
Dear Lord 1 make haste . 
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. T V UP THE BANK 
WALY WALY U 

O, WALY waly “P^o® ^e’brae. 

And waly waly down 

And waly waly ont to gae ! 

Where I and my ^ 

^ fto^lut w|s » brak- 

“m^UufLovedidlichtlyme. 
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O, waly waly, but love is bonny 
A little time while it is new ; 

But when ’ds auld, it waxeth cauld 
And fades aW like morning dew. 

O, wherefore should I busk my head ? 

Or wherefore should I kame my hair ? 

For my true Love has me forsook, 

And says he ’ll never loe me mair. 

Now Arthur’s-Seat sail be my bed: 

The sheets sail ne’er be prest by me. 

Saint Anton’s Well sail be my drink, 

Since my true Love has forsaken me. 
Marti’mas wind, when wilt thou blaw 
And shake the green leaves aff the tree ? 

0 gentle Death, when wilt thou come? 

For of my life I am wearie. 

'Tis not the frost, that freezes fell. 

Nor blawing snaw’s inclemencie, 

’Tis not sic cauld that makes me cry ; 

But my Love’s heart grown cauld to me. 
When we came in by Glasgow town 
We were a comely sight to see : 

My Love was clad in the black velvet. 

And I mysell in cramasie. 

But had I wist, before I kbt, 

That love had been sae ill to win, 

1 had lockt my heart in a case of gowd 
And pinn’d it with a siller pin. 

And, O I if my young babe were bom. 

And set upon the nurse’s knee. 

And 1 mysell were dead and gane. 

And the green grass growing over me ! 

Amnymoits, 
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HELEN OF KJRCONNELL 

I WISH I were where Helen lies ; 
Night and day on me she cries : 

O, that I were where Helen lies 
On fair Kirconnell lea ! 
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Curst be the heart that thought the thought, 
And curst the hand that fired the shot, 

When in my arms hurd Helen dropt. 

And died to succour me ! 

O, think na but my heart was sair 
\^en my I^ove dropt down and spak nae niair . 
I Imd her down ud’ meikle care 
On fair Kirconnell lea. 


As I went down the water-side. 
None but my foe to be my guide. 
None but my foe to be my guide. 
On fair Kirconnell lea : 


I lighted down my sword to draw, 

I hackid him in pieces sma’, 

1 hackM him in pieces sma’ 

For her s-ake that died for me. 

0 Helen fair beyond compare ! 

1 ’ll make a garland of thy hair _ 

Shall bind my heart for evermair 

Until the day I die. 

O, that I w ere u here Helen lies 1 
Night and day on me she crire : 

Out of my bed she bids me rise, ^ 
Says ‘ Haste and come to me ! 

0 Helen fair ! O Helen chaste ! 

If I were with thee, I were blest, 
AVhere thou lies low and takes thy rest 

On fair Kirconnell lea. 

1 wish my grave were growing green, 
A winding-sheet drawn ower my een. 
And I in Helen’s arms lying. 

On fair Kirconnell lea. 

I wish I were where Helen lies ; 

Night and day on me she cnes ; 

And I am weary of the skies. 

Since my Love died for me. 


/inonyrTtovu 
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THE TWA CORBIES 

As I was walking all alane, 

I heard twa corbies making a mane. 

The tane unto the tithcr say : — 

‘ YTrere sail we gang and dine to-day?’ 

‘ — In behint yon auld fail dyke, 

I wat there lies a new slain Knight ; 

And naebody kens that he lies there 
But his hawk, his hound, and lady fair. 

‘ His hound is to the hunting ganc, 

His hawk to fetch the wild-fowl hame. 

His lady’s ta’en another mate, 

So we may mak our dinner sweet. 

‘Ye’ll sit on his white hause-hane. 

And I ’ll pick out his bonnie blue een. 

Wi’ ae lock o’ his gowden hair 
We’ll theek our nest when it grows bare. 

‘ Mony a one for him males mane. 

But nane sail ken where he is gane ! 

O’er his white banes, where they are bare, 

The wind sail blaw for evermair.’ 

Anonymous, 
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WILLIE DROWNED IN YARROW 

Down in yon garden sw eet and gay 
Where bonnie grows the lily, 

I heard a f.ur maid sighing say : — 

‘ My wish be wi’ sweet Willie ! 

‘ Willie ’s rare, and Willie ’s fair, 

-And Willie ’s wondrous bonny ; 

And Willie hecht to marry me. 

Gin e’er he married ony. 

‘ O gentle wind, that bloweth south 
From where mj' Love repaireth. 

Convey a kiss frae his dear mouth, 

And tell me how he fareth ! 
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O, tell sweet Willie to come doun 
And hear the mavis sinpng. 

And see the birds on ilka bush 
And leaves around them hinging : 

‘ The lav’rock there, wj’ her white breast 
And gentle throat sac narrow ! 

There ’s sport eneuch for gentlemen 
On Leader hanghs and Yarrow. 

‘ O, Leader haughs arc wide and braid, 
And Yarrow haughs are bonny ; 

There Willie hecht to marry me. 

If ere he married ony 

‘But Willie’s gone, whom I thought on, 
And does not hear the weeping 

Draws many a tear frae ’s true lose’s e’e, 
When other maids arc sleeping. 

‘ Yestreen I made my lied fu’ braid. 

The night I ’ll mak’ it narrow. 

For a’ the Icc-Iang winter night 
1 lie twined o’ my marrow . 

‘ O, came ye by yon water-side? 

Pu’d you the rose or lily ? 

Or came you by yon meadow green, 

Or saw j ou my sw ect Willie ? ’ 

She sought him up, she sought him down, 
She sought him braid and narrow ; 

Syne, in the cleaving of a crag. 

She found him drown’d in Yarrow 
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O, FAIN WOULD I 

O, FAIN would I, before I die. 
Bequeath to thee a legacy. 

That thou may’st say, when I am gone. 
None had my heart but thee alone ! 
Had I as many hearts as hairs. 

As many lives as lovers’ fc.irs. 

As many lives as years have hours. 
They all and only should be yours ! 

Q 



STANLEY 


Dearest, before yon condescend 
To entertain a bosom-friend, 

Be sure you know your servant well 
Before your litrerly you sell : 

For love’s a fire in 3’oung and old, 

’Tis sometimes hot and sometimes cold. 

And now you know that, when they please. 
They can be sick of love’s disease. 

Then wisely choose a friend that may 
Last for an age, and not a day, 

Who loves thee not for lip or eye, 

But for thy mutual sjanpathy ! 

Let such a friend thy heart engage, 

For he will comfort thee in age, 

And kiss thy wrinkled, furrowed brow 
With as much joy os I do now. 

Anonymous. 
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THE RELAPSE 

O, TURN away those cruel eyes. 

The stars of my undoing ; 

Or death in such a bright disguise 
May tempt a second wooing. 

Punish their blind and impious pride. 

Who dare contemn thy glory ! 

It was my fall that deified 
Thy name, and sealed thy storj-. 

Yet no new sufferings can prepare 
A higher praise to crown thee : 

Though my first death proclaim thee fair. 

My second will unthrone thee. 

Lovers will doubt thou canst entice 
No other for thy fiiel. 

And if thou bum one victim twice, 

Both think thee poor and cruel. 

Thomas Stanley. 
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A SONG FOR SAINT CECILIA’S DAY 

From harmony, from heavenly harmony 
This universal frame began : 

When Nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay. 

And could not heave her head, 

The tuneiul voice was heard from high : — 

* Arise, ye more than dead 1 ’ 

Then cold, and hot, and moist, and dry. 

In order to their stations leap. 

And music’s power obey. 

From harmony, from heavenly harmony. 

This universal frame b^n : 

From harmony to harmony 

Through all the compass of the notes it ran, 

The diapason closing full in man. 

What passion cannot Music raise and quell ? 

When Jubal struck the chorded shell. 

His listening brethren stood around, 

And, wond’ring, on their faces fell 
To worship that celestial sound. 

Less than a God they thought there could not dwell 
Within the hollow of that shell. 

That spoke so sweetly and so well. 

What passion cannot Music raise .ind quell ? 

The trumpet’s loud clangor 
Excites us to arms. 

With shrill notes of anger 
And mortal alarms. 

The double double double beat 
Of the thundering drum 
Cries : — ‘Hark ! the foes come I 
Charge, charge, ’tis too late to retreat.' 

The soft complaining flute 
In dying notes discovers 
The woes of hopeless lovers. 

Whose dirge is whisper’d by the warbling lute. 
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DRYDEN 


Sighs wliich are from losers blown 
Do but gently heave the heart : 

E’en the tears they shed alone 
Cure, like tricklmg balm, their smart. 

Lovers, when they lose their breath, 

Bleed away in easy death. 

Love and Time vvilh reverence use : 

Treat them like a p.arting friend. 

Nor the golden gifts refuse 
YTiich in youth sincere they send. 

For each year their price is more 
And they less simple than before. 

Love, like spring-tides full and high. 

Swells m every youthful vein ; 

But each tide does less supply. 

Till they quite shrink in again : 

If a flow m age appear, 

’Tis but rain, and runs not clear. 

John Dry den. 
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I FEED A FLAME 

I FEED a flame vv itlim, which so torments me 
That it both pains my heart, and j et contents me : 
’Tis such a pleasing smart, and I so lov e it. 

That I had rather die than once remove it. 

Yet he, for whom I grieve, shall never know it; 

My tongue does not betray, nor my eyes show it. 
Not a sigh, not a tear, my pain discloses. 

But they fall silently, like dew on roses. 

Thus, to prevent my love from bemg cruel, 

My heart's the sacnfice, as 'tis the niel ; 

And vvhile I suffer this to give him quiet, 

My faith rewards my love, though he deny it. 

On his ejes will 1 gaze, and there delight me ; 
While I conceal my love no frown can fright me. 
To be more happy I dare not aspire. 

Not can I &11 more low, mounting no higher. 

John Dryden, 



BETTERTON 
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the magnificent lover 


WiiAT shall I do to show how much I love her? 

How many millions of sighs can sufiice ? 

That which wins other hearts never can move her 
Such feeble offerings of love she ’ll despise ! 

I will love more than man e’er loved before me, 
Gaze on her all the day, melt all the night, 

Till for her own sake at last she *11 implore me 
To love her less to preserve our delight. 


Since Gods themselv es could not ever be livingt 
Men must have breathing recruits for new joys : 
I would my soul could be ever improving, 

Tho’ eager love more than sorrow destroys ! 

In fair Aurelia’s arms leave me expiring ! 

To be embalmed with the sweets of her breath, 
To the last moment I ’ll still be desiring 
Never had hero so glorious a death . 
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THE desperate LOVER 


I 


O MIGHTY King of Terrors, come, 
Command thy slave to his long home I 
Great Sanctuary, Grave ! to thee 
In throngs the miserable flee ; 

Encircled in thy frozen arms, 

They bid defiance to their harms, 
Regardless of those ponderous little Ihmgs, 
That discompose the uneasy heads of Kings. 


In the cold earth the prisoner lies 
Ransom’d from all his miseries ; 
Himself forgotten, he forgets 
His cruel creditors and debts ; 

And there in everlasting peace 
Contentions with their authors cease ; 
A turf of grass or monument of stone 
Umpires the petty competition. 
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FLATMAN 
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The disappointed lover there, 

Breathes not a sigh, nor sheds a tear ; 

With us (fond fools) he never shares 
In sad perplexities and cares ; 

The willow near his tomb that grows 
Revives his memory, not his woes ; 

Or rain or shine, he is advanc’d above 

Th’ affronts of Heaven and stratagems of Love. 

IV 

Then, mighty ICing of Terrors, come. 

Command thy slave to his long home ! 

And thou, my friend, that lov’st me best. 

Seal up these eyes that break my rest ; 

Put out the lights, bespeak my knell. 

And then eternally farewell 1 
’Tis all th’ amends our wretched Fates can give. 
That none can force a desperate man to live. 

Thomas Flatman, 
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O, THE SAD DAY 
O, the sad day 1 

When friends shall shake their heads, and say 
Of miserable me : — 

‘ Hark, how he groans ! 

Look, how he pants for breath 1 

See how he struggles with the pangs of death 1 ’ 

When they shall say of these dear eyes : — 

‘ How hollow, O, how dim they be ! 

Mark how his breast doth rise and swell 
Against his potent enemy 1’ 

When some old friend shall step to my bedside. 

Touch my chill face, and thence shall gently slide, 

But, when his next companions say : — 

‘ How does he do? What hopes? ’ shall turn away, 
Answering only, svith a lift-up hand : — 

‘ Who can his fate withstand ? ’ 

Then shall a gasp or two do mote 
Than e’er my rhetoric could before : 

Persuade the world to trouble me no more — 

Persuade the world to trouble me no more. 

Thomas Flatman, 



DORSET 
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PHYLLIS, FOR SHAME 

VltVLLis, for sliamc J Let us fmprov'e, 

A thousand different ways, 

Those few short moments snitch’d by love 
From many tedious days. 

If you svant courage to despise 
The censure of the grave, 

Ttiough Love ’s a tyaant in your eyes, 

Vbur heart is hut a slave. 

My love is full of noble pride. 

Nor can it e’er submit, 

To let that fop. Discretion, ride 
In triumph over it. 

False friends I have, as well as you, 

^Vho daily counsel me 

Fame and Ambition to pursue. 

And leave off loving thee ; 

But when the least regard I show 
To fools who thus adsisc. 

May I be dull enough to grow 
Most miserably wise 1 

Ckarla Sackvilh, Farl of Dorset, 
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TO CHLORIS 

Ah ! Chloris, that I now could sit 
As unconcerned as when 
Your infant beamy could beget 
No pleasure, nor no pain 1 

\Vhen I the dawn used to admire 
And praised the coming day, 

I little thought the growing lire 
Must take my rest away. 



SEDLEY 


SO 


Your charms in harmless childhood lay, 

Like metals in the mine : 

Age from no face took more away 
Than youth concealed in thine. 

But as your charms insensibly 
To their perfection prest, 

Fond love as unperceived did fly, 

And in my bosom rest. 

My passion with your beauty grew. 

And Cupid at my heart 

Still, as his mother favoured you, 

Threw a new flaming dart. 

Each gloried in their wanton part : 

To make a lover, he 

Employed the utmost of his art. 

To make a beauty she 1 

Though now I slowly bend to love, 

Uncertain of my fate. 

If your fair self my chains approve, 

I shall my freedom bate. 

Lovers, like dying men, may well 
At first disordered be. 

Since none alive can truly tell 
What fortune they must see. 

Charles Sedley, 
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PHYLLIS 

Phyllis is my only joy, 

Faithless as the winds or seas. 
Sometimes cuiming, sometimes coy. 
Yet she never fails to please : 

If with a frown 
I am cast down, 

Phyllis, smling 
And beguiling. 

Makes me happier than before. 



APHRA BEIIN 


2SI 


Tl;ougIi alas 1 too late I find 
Nothing can her fancy fix ; 

Vet the moment she is kind 
I forgive her with her tricks, 

Wndch though I see, 

I can’t get free : 

She deceiving, 

I believing. 

What need lovers wish for more ? 

Ckartes Sciley. 
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LOVE enthroned 

Lovr. in fantastic triumph sale, 

Whilst bleeding liearts around him flowed. 

For whom fresh pains lie did create. 

And strange tyrannic power he showed. 

From thy bright eyes he took his fires, 

WTiich round about in sport he hurled ; 

But ’twas from mine he took desires 
Enough to undo the amorous world. 

From me he took his sighs and tears, 

From thee his pride and cruelty ; 

From me his languishraent and fears. 

And every killing dart from thee. 

Thus thou and I the g<^ have armed, 

And set him up a deity. 

But my poor heart alone is harmwl, 

Wiilc thine the victor is, and free. 

Afhra liiftn. 
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OF HIS MISTRESS 

An age in her embraces p^t 
Would seem a winter s day, 

Wliere life and light with ennous haste 
Are torn and snatdi’d away. 
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ROCHESTER 


But, O ! how slowly minutes roll, 
absent from her ej’es. 

That fed my love, which is my soul ! 

It languishes and dies ; 

For then, no more a soul, but shade, 

It mournfully does move. 

And haunts my breast, by absence made 
The living tomb of love. 

John Wilmot, Earl of Rochesttr. 
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ABSENT FROM THEE 

Absent from thee, I languish still ! 

Then ask me not : — ^When I return ? 

The straying fool ’twill plainly kill 
To wish all day, all night to mourn. 

Dear, from thine arms then let me fly. 

That my fantastic mind may prove 
The torments it deserves to try. 

That tears my fix’d heart from my love. 

^Vhen, w'earied with a world of woe. 

To thy safe bosom I retire. 

Where love, and peace, and truth does flow. 
May I content^ there expire ! 

Lest, once more wandering from that heaven, 

I fall on some base heart unblest — 

Faithless to thee, false, unforgiven — 

And lose my everlasting rest ! 

John IVilmot, Earl of Rochester, 
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LOVE AND LIFE 

Aix my past life is mine no more, 
The flying hours are gone : 

Like trairsitory dreams given o’er. 
Whose images are kept in store 
By memory alone. 
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rochestkr 

The titnc that is to come is not ; 

How can it then be mine ? 

The present moment 's nil my lot, 

And that, ns fast as it is got, 

Thyllis, is only thine. 

Then talk not of inconstancy, 

False hearts, and broken vovs-s J 
HI by miracle can be 
This III e-long minute true to thee, 

’Tis nil that Heaven allows. 

John if'tlmct, Carl ttf Rechaltr. 
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VP ON DR INK! MG IN A BOWL 

VtjLCAN, contrive me such a aip 
As Nestor u«ed of old ! 

Show ai! thy skill to trim it up, 

Himask It round with gold. 

Make it so iatgc that, fill’d vnth sack 
Up to the swelling brim, 

Vast toasts on the delicious lake 
Like ships at sea may swim. 

Engrave not battle on his check : 

With war I 've nought to do ! 

I’m none of those that took Micstrick, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 

Let it no name of planets tell, 

F«’d stars, or constellations; 

For I am no Sir Sidrophcl, 

Nor none of his relations. 

But carve thereon a spreading vine ; 

Then add t« o lovely boys ; 

Their limbs in amorous folds entwine, 

The type of future jo}S. 

Cupid and Bacchus my saints arc. 

May drink and love still reign ! 

With wine I wash away my care. 

And then to love again. 

/uArt IWfitof, Earl of Roehisur. 
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nOCH ESTER 


2S5 

I CANNOT CHANCC 

1 CANS'OT change, sn olhert do, 

Though you unjustly scorn, 

Since lhal poor swain, that sighs for you, 

For you alone was lictn. 

No, Phyllis, no, your heart to more 
A surer way 1 ’ll try. 

And, to revenge my slighted love. 

Will still love on and die. 

\\’hcn, kill’d with grief, Amynias lies. 

And you to mind shall call 
Tlic signs that now unpity’d rise, 

Tlic tears that vainly fall, 

Thai welcome hour, tliat ends thh smart, 

Will then licgin your pain ; 

For such a faithful tender heart 
Can never break in vain. 

John Wi/rtof, Earl fj RKhtsUr. 
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TO HIS MISTRESS 

Why dost thou shade thy lovely face? O, why 
Docs that eclipsing hand of thine deny 
The sunshine of the Son’s enlivening eye? 

Without thy light, what light remains in roe? 
Thou ait my life : my w.ay, my light 's in thee ; 

I live, I move, and by thy beams I see. 

'Tliou art my life : if thou but turn away, 

My life ’s a thous-and deaths. Thou art my way ; 
Without thee. Love, I tr.avcl not but .stray. 

My light thou art t without thy glorious sight, ’ 
My eyes are darkened with eternal night. 

My Love, thou art my way, my life, my light. 

Thou art my w.ay : I wander if thou fly. 

Thou art my light : if hid, how blind am 1 1 
Thou art my life : if thou withdraw’st, I die. 



ROCHESTER 


2SS 


My eyes arc dark and blind, 1 cannot see : 

To n nom, or whither should my dajknciS flee, 

But to that light? and who ’s that light but thee? 

If I ha\o lost my path, dear lover, say, 

Shall I still wander in a doubtful nay? 

Love, shall a lamb of Israel’s sheep-fold stray? 

My path is lost, my nandenng steps do stray, 

I cannot go, nor can I safely stay ; 

WTiom should I seek, but thee, my path, my way ? 

And yet thou turn’st thy faee away, and fly’sl me 1 
And yet I sue for grace, and thou deny st me . 

Speak, art thou angry, love, or only try st me? . . . 

Thou art the pilgrim’s path, the blind man’s eye. 

The dead man’s bfe : on thee my hopes rely : 

If I but them remov e, I surely die. 

Dissolve thy sunbeams, close thy wings, and slay 1 
See, sec how I am blind, and dead, and stray, 

O thou that art my life, my light, my nay ! 

Then work thy will 1 If passion Wd me flee. 

My reason shall obey, my wings shall be 
Stretched out no farther than from me to thee. 

Jokr. Wilmot, Earl cf Rochester. 
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MV DEAR mistress 

My dear mistress has a heart 

Soft as those kind looks she gave me. 

When, with Love’s resistless art 
And her ey es, she did enslave me ; 

But her constancy ’s so weak. 

She’s so wild and apt to nand^. 

That my jealous heart would break. 
Should we live one day asunder. 

Melting joys about her move. 

Killing pleasures, wounding blisses ; 

She can dress her eyes in lov^ 

And her Ups can warm with kisses ; 



CONGKKVn 


Ar;r/I'' listen v hen jpeiVs ; • 

febe V. my delifjbt, all manVind’s wondei ; 
Bat my jealn-is heart V' natd breaV, 

Should we live one day ainnder. 

/eAn li-'tfn-'f, p.^rt ef UccAcKr, 
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J Din HUT LOOK 

I DID but loot and love a-whde, 

Twa's but for one half-hour : 

Then to resist I had no will, 

And now 1 base no power 

To sinh, and wish, is all my case : 

Signs, whieh do beat impart 
Enough to melt the coldest lee, 

Vet cannot tvarm yoar heart. 

O 1 would your pity grse my heart 
One corner of yoar breast, 

Twotild learn of jours the winning art, 
And quickly steal the rest ! 

Tkimci Oitccy. 
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FALSE THOUGH SHE BE 

Fawp. though she be to me and love, 

I ’ll ne’er pursue revenge ; 

For still the charmer I approve. 

Though I deplore her change. 

In hours of bliss we oft have met; 

They could not aliraj-s last, 

And though the present I regret, 

1 'm grateful for the past. 

tFr//oi« Cengme 
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LOVE IN HER EYES 

Love in her eyes sits playing, 

And sheds delicious death ; 

Love in her lips is straying, 

And wathling in her breath ; 

Love on her breast sits panting, 

And swells ivith soft desire : 

Nor grace, nor charm, is wanting 
To set the heart on fire. 

John Gay 
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THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL 

Vital spark of heavenly flame. 

Quit, O, quit this mortal frame ' 

Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying, 

O, the pain, the buss of dying ! 

Cease, fond Nature, cease thy strife. 

And let me languish into life. 

Hark, they whisper I Angels say 
‘ Sister spirit, come aw ay ! 

What IS this absorbs me quite ? 

Steals my senses, shuts my sighb 
Drowns my spirit, draws my breath ? 

Tell me, my soul, can this be death ? 

The world recedes ; it disappears ! 

Heaven opens on my eyes I my ears 
With sounds seraphic ring ! 

Lend, lend your wangs 1 I mount ! I ny . 

O Grave, where is thy Victory ? 

O Death, where is thy sUng’ 

Alexander Pepe, 

R 
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SAr.I.V IN OUR A{.I.!;Y 

Or s!) iIk pif I; l!/3f are •.'y •sm.tri 
There’s none like ptct'.y S-illy; 

Sh.c is the tiarlinp of my iiejit, 

And rhe lives >n oar nlley. 

There is no ladj' in the land 
Is half so sweet ns fjally ; 

She is the datlinj; of my he.;tt, 

And f.he lives in our nilev. 

Her father he roalicr. cab!viE;c-ne)s, 

And through the streets does cry 'em 
Her mother she sells laces long 
To such ns please to hay 'em. 

But sure such foths could ne’er hcijct 
So sweet a ptl as S-tlly 1 
She is the d.sriinp of my 
And she lives in our alley. 

When she is by, I leave my worl:, 

1 love her so sincerely ; 

My m.nstcr comes like any Turk, 

And l»ngs me most sevcrciy. 

But let him Itaiig his bclly-full, 

I '11 l)cai it all for Sally ; 

She is liic darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

Of all the days that’s in the week 
I dctitly love but one d.ay, 

And that’s the day that comes Irclwist 
A Saturday and Montkij- ; 

For then 1 'm dressed all in my best 
To walk abroad with Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives In our alley. 

My master carries me to church. 

And often am I bkamed 
Because I leave him in the lurch 
As soon ns text is namM. 

I leave the church in sermon-time. 
And slink away to Sally ; 

She is tlic d.arlin 5 of my he.arl. 

And she lives in our alley. 



THOMSON 
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%Vhen Christnns comes about again, 
O, Ibcn I sli ill hn\ c money ! 

I’ll board it up, and box it all, 

I ’ll psc it to my honey. 

I would it n ere ten thousand pounds, 
1 ’d give it all to Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And she hi es in our alley. 


My master and the neighbours all 
Mahc game of me and Sally ; 

And, but for her, I ’d better be 
A slaie, and row a galley ; 

But when my sci cn long years arc out, 

O, then I 'll maro’ Sally ; 

O, then we’ll wed, and then we’ll bed. 

But not in our alley. 

Henry Carey. 
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TO HER I LOVE 

Tell me, thou soul of her I lose. 

Ah I tell me, whithtr art thou fled ? 

To what delightful world aboic. 

Appointed for the happy dead ? 

Or dost thou free, at pleasure, roam 
And sometimes share thy loier s woe, 

mere, void of thee, his cheerless home 
Can now, alas 1 no comfort know ? 

0 ! if thou hoverest round my walk, 
mile, under every well-knoivn tree 

1 to thy fancied shadow talk. 

And every tear is full of tnee : 

Should then the weary c>c of grief. 

Beside some sympathetic stream. 

In slumber find a short jcucfi 

O, visit thou my soothing dream I 

Jcnie^ Thomson. 
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AN ODE 

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest. 

By all their country’s wishes blfet ! 

When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 

Returns to deck their hallow’d mould. 

She there shall dress a sw eeter sod 
Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod. 

By Fairy hands their knell is rung. 

By forms unseen their dirge is sung. 

There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray, 

To bless the turf that wraps their clay, 

And Freedom shall a while repair. 

To dwell a weeping hermit there. 

William Collins, 
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DIRGE IN CYMBELINE 

To fair Fidele’s grassy tomb 

Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 
Each opening sweet, of earliest bloom, 

And rifle all the breathing spring. 

No wailmg ghost shall dare appear 
To vex wath shrieks this quiet grove. 

But shepherd lads assemble here. 

And melting vii^ns otvn their love. 

No wither’d witch shall here be seen. 

No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 

The female fays shall haunt the green. 

And dress thy grave with pearly dew. 

The red-breast oft at evening hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary moss and gather’d flowers. 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds and beating rain 
In tempests shake thy sylvan cell. 

Or ’midst the chase on every plain. 

The tenddr thought on thee shall dwell. 



Each lonely scene shall ihee restore. 

For thee the tear be duly shed : 

Bclov’d, till life can charm no, more, 

And mourn’d, till pity’s self be dead. 

IViHiar; Cellini- 


296 


ODE TO EVENING 


If aught of oaten stop, or jastoral song. 

May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest ear, 
Like thy own solemn springs. 

Thy springs and dying gales, 

O nymph resers-’d, while now tlie bright-to’d Sun 
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts. 

With brede etliereal wove, 

O’erhang his wavy bed : 


Now air is hush’d, save where the weak-ey d bat 
With short shrill shriek Hits by on leathern wang, 
Or where the beetle ivinds 
His small but sullen horn, 


As oft he rises ’midst the twilight path. 

Against the pilgrim borne in hewless hum : 

Now teach me, maid compos d. 

To breathe some soften’d strain, 

• Whose numbers, stealing through thy darkening vde, 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit, 

As, musing slow', I hail 
Thy genial lov’d return 1 


For when thy folding-star arising shows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant Hours, and Elves 
Who slept in buds the day. 


And many a Nymph who wreath^ w, 

And sheds the freshening dew, and lovelier s , 
The pensive Pleasures sweet 
Prepare thy shadoivy car. 
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JEAN ELLIOT 

Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene, 

Or find some ruin ’midst its dreary dells, 

Whose walls more awful nod 
By thy religious gleams ! 

Or, if chill blustering winds, or driving rain. 

Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut, 

That from the mountain’s side 
Views wilds and swelling floods, 

And hamlets brown, and dim-discovered spires. 

And hears their simple bell, and marks o’er all 
Thy de\vy fingers draw 
The gradual dusky veil. 

While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont. 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve 1 
While Smnmer loves to sport 
Beneath thy lingering light, 

While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves, 

Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air, 
Affrights thy shrinking train. 

And rudely rends thy robes : 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule. 

Shall Fanc)’, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 

Thy gentlest influence own. 

And love thy favourite name I 

William Collins. 
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THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST 

1 ’ VE heard them lilting at our ewe-milking. 

Lasses a-lilting before the dawn of day ; 

But now they are moaning on ilka green loaning 
The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away. 

At bughts in the morning nae blythe lads are scorning 
The lasses ate lanely, and dowie, and wae ; 

Nae daffmg, nae gabbing, but sighing and sabbing. 

Ilk ane lifts her leglin, and lues her away. 
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In Inirst, at the shearing, nae >onths now ate jeering : 
The bandstcrs, arc hart, and ntnkled, and gray. 

At fair or at preaching, nae « ooing, nae {leeching 
The Rowers of the Forest arc a’ wede away. 


At e’en, in tlie gloaming, nae swankics are roaming 
’Bout stacks wa’ the lasses at hogle to play ; 

But ilk ane sits dreanc, lamenting her dearie 
The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away. 


Dool and wae for the order sent out 'ads to the Border . 

Tlic English, for ance, by guile wan tlie day ; 

The Flowers of the Forest, that fought aye the foremost 
The prime of our land, lie cauld in the clay. 


We’ll hear nae mint lilting at our ewe milking . 

Women and bairns are heartless and wae, 

Siglung and moaning on ilka green loaning . 

The Flowers of the 1 orest arc a wede away. 

Jtan Clltot, 
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WHEN LOVELY WOMAN 

When lo\ely woman stoops to folly, 

And finds too late that men betray, 

What charm can soothe her melancholy. 

What art can wash her guilt away? 

The only art her gmlt to cover. 

To hide her shame from every eye. 

To cive repentance to her lover, 

And wring his bosom, IS to die. 

Ohzer Goldsmith, 
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IF doughty DEEDS 

If doughty deeds my lady please. 
Right soon I ’ll mount my steed. 
And strong his arm, and fast his seat. 
That bears frae me the meed. 
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I ’ll %\car thy colottr; in my cip, 

Thy picture at my heart ; _ 

And he that bends not to thbe ej c 
Shall rue it to his smart ! 

Then tell me how to woo thee, Lo'c, 

O, tell me how to woo thee ! 

For thy dear sake nae care I ’ll take, 

Tho' ne’er another trow me. 

If fpy attire delight thine e>c, 

1 ’ll dight me in array, 

I’ll tend thy chamber door all night, 

And squire thee all the day. 

If sweetest sounds can win thine car. 

These sounds I ’ll striie to catcli : 

Thy \oice I ’ll steal to woo thj-sel’, 

That voice that nane can match. 

But if fond lose thy heart can gain, 

I never broke a vow, 

Nae maiden laj-s her skailh to me, 

I never loved but you 
For you alone I nde the ring, 

For you I wear the blue, 

For you alone I strive losing — 

O, tell me how to woo 1 
Then tell me how to woo thee. Love, 

O, tell me how to woo thee ! 

For thy dear sake nae care I ’ll take, 

Tho’ ne’er another trow me. 

Grakan of Garttr.cre. 
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OK THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEORGE 

Toll for the brave ! 

The brave that are no more ! 

All sunk beneath the wave, 

Fast by their native shore 1 

Eight hundred of the brave, 

^Vhose courage well was tned. 

Had made the vessel heel. 
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A lind-bitcic slioob the shrouds 
And she was os-erscl 
Down went the Iio}al Oturse, 
With all her crew complete. 


Toll for the brave J 

Brave Kcmpenfclt is gone ; 
His last sea-fight Is fought ; 
His work of glot} done. 


It was not in the bittle ; 

Ko tempest g-i'c the shock ; 
She sprang no fatal leak ; 

She tan upon no rock 


Ills sword vras in its sheath, 

His fingers held the pen, 
When Kcmpcnfelt went dovvn 
With twice four hundred men. 


Wagh the vessel up. 

Once dtc.adcd by our foes 
And mingle walh our imp 

The t^ that England owes. 

Hu timbers yet me so^d, 

rd“.^'-ti.'’En=^d’s thunder. 

And plough the di^uant mam. 

But Kcmpenfclt is gone. 

His victoncs arc o cr. 

And he and Ins eight 

Shall plough the wave no more 
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TO M A R V 

THE twentieth year is vvdl-^h past, 

Since first our sky jast, 

Ah. would that Uiis might be , 
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Thy spirits ha\e a tinter fiow, 

I see thee daily weaker grow; 

'Twas xny distress that brought thee low, 
My Mary ! 

Thy needles, once a shining store, 

For my sake restless heretofore, 

Now rust disused, and shine no more. 

My Mary 1 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulful 
The same kind oftice for roe still. 

Thy sight now "econds not tlry wilt, 

My Mary ! 

But well thou playedst the housew ife’s part. 
And all thy threads with magic art 
Have wound themselves about this heart. 
My Mary 1 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language uttered in a dream ; 

Yet me they charm, whate'er the theme, 
My Mary ! 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright, 

Are still more lovely in ray sight 
Tlian golden beams of orient Tight, 

My Mary I 

For, could I view nor them nor thee, 

■\^^lat sight worth seeing could I sec ? 

The sun would rise in vain for me, 

My Mary ! 

Partakers of thy sad decline. 

Thy hands their little force resign. 

Yet, gently prest, press gently mine, 

hly Mar}' ! 

Such feebleness of limbs thou provest. 

That now at every step thou movest 
Upheld by two, yet still thou lovest, 

My Mary 1 



mickle 

Bat ah ! hy constant hc«l 1 1"”®"’ 

How oft the sadness tint I shmv 
Transforms thy smiles to 1°°^^°^'°'’, 

And should my future . 

With much resemblance of die ^st. 
Thy ssom-oat heart aill , 
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lERC’S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE 
house 

AND are )C sure the ne«s IS true? 

And are >e sure he s aeel ? 

Is this a time to thinh of 
Ye jauds, ding by 
Is this a time to thinh o 
TVhen Cohn ’s at the door ? 

Gieme"nTclo^>^>I’>Xrt"'"'’ 

And see him come ashore. 

For there’s nae luck about the house, 

There *s iwc luclv ava, 

Fibre’s htUe pleasure m the house, 

"Wnouxgudcman’saM-a. 

Rise up and mak’ a cl^n fireside. 

Put on the mucklc pot i 

Gi’e htUe Kate her ^tton gown, 

Thetr hose as ^Niutc as snaw : 
ItWtopl^cmyaingudeman, 

For he’s been long awa. 

There ’s twa fat bens upon Uie bauk, 

Itw’Kveofmygudeman, 

For he ’sheen long awa. 
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0( pt'c me Aovtn my Irj'.une!, 

My IjtiliOj! wtiii Rov.si. 

Tor l maun itll ihe J’SilicV, wife 
Thai Ciiliii 's come lo lo»-n. 

My Sunday $ thoon Ihcy m;mu (;ac on. 

My bosc o’ }>i.atl bhic ! 

’Tis n' lo idcaac my ain {^wSerran, 

I'Vrr he r. InllJi leal and true. 

Sac tnie hia uords, sac .'■cnooih hi*, sjiecch, 
nh bicath ’*1 li’>:e caller air ! 

Hi;, very fixrl has maaic in 't. 

As he comes up the *lalr. 

And svill I see his face attain? 

And «i!l I hear him sivcak? 

1 'm do«T5ri('.ht diiry witn ihc ihoufjht, — 

In troll), i 'm like lo K»cel. 

For there 't nae luck al>oul the house, 
Tiicre 'k nae luck ava, 

Tliere’s little pleasure in the house, 

Wlien our Rudeman ’s awa. 

Wittier-, /uliui Micitr. 
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A U L D K O II I N OKA V 

When the sheep .are in the /.auld, end the l:ye a* home, 
And a’ the aatld to rest arc ganc, 

The waes o’ my heart fa’ in showers frae my e’e, 

While my gudeman lies sound by me. 

Young Jamie lo'ed me wcel, and sought me for his bride. 
But saving a croun he had nacthing else beside : 

To make the croun a pund, young Jamie gaed to sea, 

And the croun and the pund were baith fur me. 

lie hadna been awa a week but only twa, 

When my father brak his arm, and ihc cow was stown awa 
My mother she fell sick, and my Jamie at the sea — 

And auld Robin Gray came a-courtin’ me. 

My father couidna work, and my mollier couldna spin ; 

1 toil’d day and night, but their bread I couldna win ; 

Auld Rob maintained them baith, and wi’ tears in his e’e 
Said : — * Jennie, for their safces, O, marry me ! ' 



Or why do I IWe to co' WaeV me . 

My father orpit Kiir : my motlicr dito ^ l,rcat: 

she looh^d in my hcc ,he setn. 

They ri’cd him my hand, but m> heart was 
Sac auld Robin Gray he was Rudeman to me. 

1 hndna been a ^ Xnc^rt the door, 

men, montnfu as I Jat on th ^ ^ ,,c_ 

We took but ac krss. '^o like to dee, 

1 wish that I were dead, but l m no . ^ 

And why was I bom to say \%nc s me . 

1 rang like a ghaist, and ’a sin : 

I dauma tliink on Jamie, for that smu 
But 1 ’ll do my best a P’*’? me. 

For auld Robin Gray, lie i Lindsay. 
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TO SPRING 

- , in,*\rs who lookest down 

O THOU wuth dew7 "f ,i,c morning, turn 

Through the dear " ‘odows 

•mine imgcl ^cs «P?" approach, O Spring ! 

Which in full choir hails my app 

The hills tell each ‘e« '“med 

Valleys hear; all .‘’"?."Ofrorth, 

XliASSE'S-*" 

, _ and let our winds 
Come o’er the !”'* - let us taste 

Kiss thy perfumed . scatter thy pearls 
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O, ticck her forth with thy fair fingers ; pour 
Thy soft kisses on her bosom ; and put 
Thy golden crown upon lier languished head, 

"Whose modest tresses svere bound up for thee ! 

IVilliam Blake. 
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HOW SWEET I roamed 

How sweet I raamed from field to field, 

And tasted all the summer’s pride, 

Till I the Prince of Love beheld 
^^’ho in the sunny beams did glide 1 

He showed me lilies for my hair, 

And blushing roses for my broiv j 
He led me through his gardens fair 
AVhere all his golden pleasures grow. 

With sweet May-dews my wings were wet. 

And Phoebus fired my vocal rage ; 

He caught me in his silken net, 

And shut me in his golden cage. 

He loves to sit and hear me sing ; 

Then, laughing, sports and plays with me ; 
Then stretches out my golden sving, 

And mocks my loss of liberty. 

William Blake. 
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MY SILKS AND FINE ARRAY 

My silks and fine array, 

My smiles and languished air. 

By love ate driven away ; 

And mournful lean Despair 
Brings me yew to deck my grave : 
Such end true lovers have ! 

Hk face is fair as heaven 
^Vhcn springing buds unfold : 

O, Why to him was ’t given. 

Whose heart is wintry cold? 
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BLAKE 

Hh Breast is loves all-wotshippea tomb, 
mere all love’s pilRrims come. 

Bring me an axe and spade, ^ 

Bring me a w inding-sbect ; 

When I my grave have made. 

Let winds and tempests beat , 

Then down I ’ll He. “ “y"' 

True love doth pass away make. 
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TO MEMORY 

Memory, hither come. 

And tunc your merry notes, 
And, while upon the wind 
Your music floats, 

1 11 pore upon the strram 
mere signing lovers 
And fish for fancies, as they pass 
Within the watery glass. 


I’ll drink of the dear stream. 

And heir the linnets song. 

And there I ’ll lieanddrc.am 
The day alotig , t »n «« 

And, vvhen mght comes, I 11 go 
To places fit for woe, 

Walking along the darkened valley 
With silent Melancholy. 

Wtlha 
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TO THE MUSES 
Whether on Idals 

Or in the chambers of ‘H' 

The chambers of ‘eased 

From andent melody have ceaseo 
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WTicthcr in hc3\cn jc wander fair. 

Or the green comers of the earth, 

Or the blue regions of the air 
Where the melodious winds have birth ; 

Whether on crystal rocks >c rove, 

Beneath the bosom of the sea 
Wandering in many a coral gros c : 

Fair Nine, forsaking I’oetry, 

How ha\ e j ou left the ancient lo% e 
That bards of old enjojed in you ! 

The languid strings do scarcely move, 
The sound is forced, the notes arc few. 
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A SONG OF SINGING 

PiriNG down the valleys wald, 

Piping songs of pleasant glee, 

On a cloud I saw a child, 

And he laughing said to me : — 

‘ Pipe a song about a Lamb ! ’ 

So I piped with merry cheer. 

‘ Piper, pipe that song again ’ 

Sol pified . he w cpt to hear. 

‘ Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe ; 

Sing thy songs of happy cheer E 

So I sang the same again, 
tWiile he wept with joy to hear. 

‘ Piper, sit thee down and write 
In a book, that all may read.’ 

So he vanished from my sight ; 

And I plucked a hollow reed. 

And I made a rural pen, 

.And I stained the water dear. 

And I wrote my happy songs 
Every child may joy to hear. 

UA/hem Blcii-. 



BLAKE 
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THE SICK ROSE 

O ROSi:, thou art sick ! 

The iiiMsiblc norm, 
That flies in the night. 
In the honling storm, 

Has found out thy bed 
Of crimson joj. 

And his dark secret love 
Does thy life destroj. 
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THE ANGEL 

I DREAMT a dream ! What can it mean? 
And that I was a maiden Queen 
Guarded bj an Angel mild : 

Witless woe was ne’er bailed 1 

And I wept both night and day. 

And he avipcd m) tears o"ay ; 

And I wept both day and night. 

And hid from him my heart s delight. 

So he took his wings, and flt!<3' 

Then the mom blushed rosy red ; 

I dried my tears, and armed my tears 
With ten thousand shields and spears. 

Soon my Angel came again ; 

I was armed, he came m '■nm 5 
For the time of youth was fl™j 
And grey hairs were on my head. 

IVxtham Blait. 
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THE tiger 

Tiger, Uger, burning bnght 
In the forests of the night, 

What immortal hand or eye 

Could frame thy fearful symmetry i 
S 
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In what distant deeps or shies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes ? 

On what wings dare he aspire ? 

^Vhat the hand dare seirc the fire? 

And what shoulder and what art 
Could twist the sinews of t!iy heart ? 

And, when thy heart began to beat. 

What dread hand and what dread feet 7 

What the hammer 7 what the chain 7 
In what furnace w as thy brain 7 
What the anvil 7 what dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 

■UTien the stars threw dowai their spears, 

And watered heaven with their tears. 

Did he smile his w orlc to see 7 

Did he who made the lamb make thee 7 

Tiger, tiger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night. 

What immortal hand or eye 
Dare frame thy fearfiil symmetry 7 

Wtlltam Blahe. 
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THE sunflower 

Ah ! Sunflower, weary of time. 

Who countest the steps of the sun. 

Seeking after that sweet golden clime 
^\'hcre the traveller’s journey is done ; 

Where the Youth pined away with desire, 

And the pale virgin shrouded in snow , 

Arise from their graves, and aspire 
Where my Sunflower wishes to go I 

WilUam Bla^e 
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CRADLE SONG 

Sleep, sleep, beauty bright, 
Dreammg in the joys of night 1 
Sleep, sleep ; in thy sleep 
Little sorrows sit and weep. 
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Sweet babe, in lliy face 
Soft desires I can trace, 

ScCTct joys and secret smiles, 

Little pretty infant wiles. 

As thy softest limbs I fecl, 

Smiles as of the morning steal 
O’er thy cheelr, and o’er thy breast 
Where thy little heart doth rest. 

O, the cunning wiles that creep 
In tliy little heart asleep ! 

Wlien thy little heart doth wahe. 

Then tlie dreadful light shall break. 

WtUiatn Blaii, 
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OF A’ THE AIRTS 
Of a’ the airts the wand can blaw, 

I dearly like the west. 

For there the borne lassie hves. 

The lassie I lo’e best : 

There wild woods grow, and rivers row. 
And monie a lull between, 

But day and night ray fancy s niglit 
Is e\er wi' my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sw eet and fair. 

I hear her in the tunefii’ birds, 

I hear her charm the air. 

There’s not a bonie flower that spnngs 
By fountain, shaw , or green, 

There ’s not a borne bird tliat sings. 

But minds me o’ my Jean. 
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THE happy trio 

We are na fou, we’re no that fou. 

But just a drappiu ' , 

The cock may craw, the day may daw. 
And aye we ’ll taste the barley bree. 
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O, \Yillie brew’d a peck o’ maut, 

And Rob and Allan cam to see : 

Three blytber bcarts, that lee-lang night, 

Ye wad na find in Cliristcndie. 

Here are we met, three merrj’ boys, 

Three merry boys, I trow, are we ; 

And monie a night we ’ve merry been, 

And monie mae we hope to be J 

It is the moon, I ken her horn. 

That’s blinkin in the lift sae hie ! 

She shines sae bright to wyle us hame. 

But by my sooth she’ll wait a wee ! 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa, 

A cuckold, coward loun is he 1 

Wha first beside bis chair shall fa’, 

He is the King among us three ! 

We are na fou, we ’re no that fou, 

But just a drappic in our ee ; 

The cock may craw, the day may daw, 

And aye we ’ll taste the barley bree. 

Rehert Bums. 
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JOHN ANDERSON MY JO 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

'\^^len we were first acquent, 

Your locks were like the raven. 

Your bonie brow was brent ; 

But now your brow is held, John, 

Your locks arc like the snaw ; 

But blesangs on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegither. 

And monie a canty day, John, 

We ’ve had wi’ ane anither : 

Now we maun totter down, John, 

But hand and hand we ’ll go. 

And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson my jo. 

Rolert Burris, 
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O, LEEXE ME ON MY SPINNIN WHEEL 

O, LF.nzr. me on my spinnin wheel ! 

Of Iceze me on my rock nnn mcl, 

Frae lap to me that deeds me bicn, 

And haps me fid and w-arm at e cn I 
I ’ll set me down and sing and spin, 
mile laigh descends the simmer sun, 

Blest wi’ content, and milk and meal 
O, leere me on my spinnin wheel I 

On aka hand the biimies trot. 

And meet below my theckit cot ; 

The scented birk and hawthorn white 
Across the pool their ams unite. 

Alike to screen the birdie s nest 
And little fishes’ callef/^t 5 
The sun blinks kindly in the biel , 
mere bljthe I turn my spinnin wheel. 

On lofty aiks the cushaU wail. 

And Echo cons thedooifu mlc. 

The lintwhites in the hMcl bmes, 

Deb’ghtcd, riial ither s lays. 

The craik amang the ’ 

The paitrick whimng oer tne 1=> > 

The fallow jmkm round my shiel, 

Amuse me at my spinnin wheel. 

VTi’ sma’ to sell, and less to buy, 

Aboon distress, below envy, 

O, wha wad leave this humble state. 

For a’ the pride of a the great? 

Amid the flaring, idle toys. 

Amid their '“’"'’tous, dinsome jo^. 

Can they the peace and 
Of Bessy at her spinnin wheel 
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T A M G E E N 

Mv heart is a bte.aking. dear tittic. 
Some counsel unto me come len . 

To anger them rim? 

But what will I do wi’ Tam Glen? 
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I ’m lliinting, \vi' sic a braw fellow, 

In poortith I might male a fen’ ; 

What care I in riches to wallow, 

If I maunna marry Tam Glen ? 

There ’s Lowrie the laird o’ Dumellcr, 

‘ Gnid-day to you,’ brute 1 he comes ben. 

He brags and he blaws o’ his siller. 

But when will he dance like Tam Glen ? 

My minnic does constantly deavc me. 

And bids me beware o’ young men ; 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me : 

But wha can think sac o’ Tam Glen ? 

My daddie says, gin I’ll forsake him. 

He ’ll gie me guid hunder marks ten : 

But, if it ’s ordain’d I maun take him, 

O, wha will I get but Tam Glen ? 

Yestreen at the Valentines’ dealing. 

My heart to my mou gied a sten : 

For thrice I drew nnc without failing, 

And thrice it was written, Tam dlcn. 

The last Halloween 1 was rvaukin 
My droukit sark-slcevc, as ye ken : 

His likeness cam up the house staukin — 

And the very grey breeks o’ Tam Glen ! 

Come counsel, dear tittle, don’t tarry ! 

I ’ll gie you my bonic black ben. 

Gif ye will advise me to many 
The lad I lo’c dearly, Tam Glen. 

Robert Burr:}. 
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BONtE BOON 

Ye flowery banks o’ bonic Doon, 
How can ye blumc sae fair ! 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae fu’ o’, care ! 
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Thou ’It brent my heart, thou bonie bird, 
That sings upon the bough : 

Thou minds me o’ the happy days, 

When my fausc luve rvas true. 

Thou ’it break my heart, thou bonie bird, 
That sings beside thy mate ; 

For sac I sat, and sac I sang. 

And ivist na o’ my fate. 

Aft hac I rov’d by bonie Doon, 

To see the woodbine tivinc ; 

And Uka bird sang o’ its luvc, 

And sac did I o’ mine. 

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 

Frae aff its thorny tree ; 

And my fausc luver stole my rose, 

But left the thorn wi’ me. 

Rciert Bunts, 
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GO FETCH TO ME 

Go, fetch to me a pint o’ wine. 

An’ fill it in a silver tassie, 

That I may drink before I go 
A service to my bonie lassie 1 
The boat rocks at the pier o’ Leith, 

Fu’ loud the wind blaws frae the ferry. 
The ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And 1 maun leave my bonie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly. 

The glittering spears are ranked ready. 
The shouts o’ war are heard afar. 

The battle closes thick and bloody. 

But it ’s no the roar o’ sea or shore 
Wad mak me langer wish to tarry. 

Nor shout o’ war that ’s heard afar — 

It’s leaving thee, roy bonie Mary ! 

Hobert Burnt 
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O MAY, THY MORN 

O May, Ihj mom nas ne’er s.ic sweet, 

As the mirk night o’ December ; 

For sparkling was the rosy wine, 

And private was the chamber ; 

And dear was she I dare na name, 

But I will aye remember 1 

And here ’s to them, that, like ourscl. 

Can push about the jorum 1 

And here 's to them that wish us w cel — 

May a’ that’s guid watch o’er them ! 

And here ’s to them we dare na tell. 

The dearest o’ the quorum 1 

Roiert Bums, 
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THE RANTIN DOG THE DADDIE O’T 

O, wiiA my babie-clouts will buy? 

^Vha will tent me when I cry? 

Wlia will kiss me wharc I lie ? — 

The rantin dog the daddic o ’t I 

MTia will own he did the faut ? 

\Vha will buy the groanin maut? 

\Vha will tell me how to ca’t ? — 

The rantin dog the daddic o ’t 1 

When I mount the crccpie-chair, 

\\Tia will sit beside me there? 

Gie me Rob, I seek nae mair — 

The rantin dog the daddie o’t 1 

^Vha will crack to me my lane? 

Wha svill mak me fidgin fain ? 

Wha will kiss me o’er again ? — 

The rantin dog the daddic o ’t ! 

Roieri Bums, 
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the gowden locks of anna 

Ypstrecn I hid a pint o’ wine, 

A place where body saw na ; 

Yestreen lay on this hrci^t o mine 
The now den locks of Anna. 

The hungry Jew m wilderness 
Rcjoianc o’er his manna 
Was naething to my hinny bhss 
Upon the hps of Anna. 

Yc monarchs, mk the cast and west, 
Frae Indus to Sas.annah ! 

Gie me within my straining grasp 
Tlie mclung form of Anna: 

There I 'll despise imperial charms, 

An Empress or Sultana, 

YTiile dying raptures in her ams 

I giro and take walh Anna I 

Aw a, thou fl.aunUng god o’ day 1 
Awa, thou pale Diana . 

Ilk star, gae hide thy ray , 

When I ’m to meet my , 

Come in thv r.aien plumage, night, 

Sun, LoJ. and stars watMiawna. 

And bring an angcl^pen * ' , 

My transports wi my Anna . 

The kirk and state mjv j°‘"> 

To do such things I 1, 

The kirk and state may to hell, 

And I ’ll gae to my^ Anna I 

She is the sunshine o my ee. 

To live but her I canna. 

Had I on earth but s' >shes ‘hree. 

The first should be my Ann 
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THE RIGS O’ BARLEY 

Corn rips, an’ barley rigs, 

An’ corn rigs arc bonic ; 

I ’ll ne'er forget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs wi’ Annie. 

It was upon a Lammas night, 

ViTicn corn rigs arc bonie, 

Beneath the moon’s unclouded light 
I held awa to Annie. 

The time flew by wi’ tentless heed. 
Till, ’tween the late and early, 

Wi’ sma’ persuasion she agreed 
To sec me thro’ the barley. 

The sky was blue, the svind was still, 
The moon was shining clearly ; 

I set her down wi’ right good will, 
Amang the ngs o’ barley. 

I hent her heart was a’ my ain ; 

I lov’d her most sincerely ; 

I kiss’d her owrc and owae again 
Amang the rigs o’ barley. ' 

I lock’d her in my fond embrace. 

Her heart was beating rarely : 

My blessings on that happy place, 
Amang the rigs o’ barley ! 

But, by the moon and stars so bright 
That shone that hour so clearly, 

She ay shall bless that happy night 
Amang the rigs o’ barley 1 

I hae been blythe wi’ comrades dear, 

I hae been merry drinking, 

I hae been joyfu’ gath’rin gear, 

I hae been happy thinking ; 

But a’ the pleasures e’er I saw', 

Tho’ three times doubl’d fairly. 
That happy night was worth them a’, 
Amang the ngs o’ barley. 
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Corn rigs, an’ barley rigs, 

An’ com rigs are bonic ; 

I ’ll ne’er forget that happy night, 

Amang the rigs wi’ Annie. 

RoUrt Burn!. 
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GREEN GROW THE RASHES 

Green grow the rashes, O * 

Green grow the rashes, O . 

The sweetest hours that e er I 
Are spent among the lasses, U . 

There ’s nought but care on ev'ry ban’. 

In every hour that passes, O : 

What signifies the life o’ man. 

An’ ’twere na for the lasses, O i 

The warly race may riches chase. 

An’ riches still may fly them, O, 

An’ tho’ at last they <atch them _ 

Their hearts can ne cr enjoy them, U , 

But gie me a canny hour at e ot. 

My arms about my dearie, U, 

An’ warly cares, an’ warly men. 

May a’ gae tapsaltecric, U 1 

For you sae douce, 5 e sneer at this. 

Ye’re nought but senseless asses, O . 

The wisest man the W£ul saw. 

He dearly lov’d the lasses, O 1 

Aiild Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she dasses, O . 

Her prentice ban’ she tried on man. 

And then she made the lasses, O 

Green grow the rashes, O ' 

Green erow the rashes, O ' 

The sweemst hours t^t ecr I spen , 

Are spent amang the lasses, 

Rtiert Bum! 
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AULD LANG SYNE 

For auld lang sync, my dear. 

For auld lang syne, 

We'll tak a cup o’ kindness jet 
For auld lang syne. 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And nei er brought to min’ ? 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And days o’ lang syne? 

We tua hae rin about the braes, 

And pil’d the goivans line ; 

But we a e wandered monie a u cary foot 
Sin auld lang sync, 

AVe twa hae paidl’t 1’ the bum, 

Frac momin sun till dine ; 

But seas between us braid hae roar’d 
Sin auld lang syne. 

And here ’s a hand, my trusty Here, 

And gie ’s a hand o’ thine. 

And we'll tak a right guid wallic waught 
For auld lang syne ! 

And surely ye’ll be jour pint-stowp. 

And surely I ’ll be mmc ! 

And we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness jet 
For auld lang sjue ! 

For auld lang qrne, my dear. 

For auld lang syne. 

We ’ll tak a cup o’ kindness jct 
For auld lang sync. 

Roiert Burns. 
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DOES HAUGHTY GAUL INVASION THREAT 

Does haughty Gaul invasion threat ? 

Then let the loons bew are. Sir, 

There ’s wooden walls upon our seas. 

And volunteers on shore, Sir. 
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The NUb shall run to Corsincon, 

And Criffel sink to Solway, 

Ere we permit a foreign toe 
On British ground to rally 1 

O, let ns not like snarling tykes 
In wrangling be Winded, 

Till, slap ! come m ati unco^ 

And wi’ a rung ' 

Be Britain still to Britain true, 

The kettle o' the Kirk and State, 

BSK.iSS.ir 

The ,«.h ru'»“..'S‘.K%.h=.. 

And " "‘Kob aboon the throne, 
mo would set the mo , 

May they ^.^f'^cdsave the A'ing- 
mo wall not s'"5 , steeple ; 

Shall hang j th/iCif>S. 
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bbve's b.ee h eeb. 

, * fl red* red rose 

STat^wcelly played in tune I 
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As fair art thou, my bonie lass, 

So deep in luve am I, 

And 1 will luve thee still, my dear, 

Till a’ the seas gang dr)- ; 

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear. 

And the rocks melt svi’ the sun 1 

I will luve (lice still, ray dear. 

While the sands o’ life shall nm. 

And fare thee weel, my only luve. 

And fare thee weel awhile ! 

And I will come again, my luve, 

Tlio’ it were ten thousand mile. 

Rcitrl Burns. 
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M'PHERSON’S FAREWELL 

Sac rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntinglj’ gaed he. 

He play’d a spring and danc’d it round, ' 
Below the gallows tree. 

Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong. 
The wretch’s destinie ! 

M’Pherson’s time will not be long ' 

On yonder gallows tree. 

O, what is death but parting breath ? 

On monie a bloody plain 
I ’ve dat’d his face, and in this place 
I scorn him yet again ! 

Untie these bands from off my liands. 

And bring to me my srvord. 

And there ’s no a man in all Scotland, 

But I ’ll brave him at a word ! 

1 ’ve lived a life of sturt and strife ; 

I die by treacherie t 
It burns my heart I must depart. 

And not avenged be. 
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Now farewell light, thou sunshine bright, 
And all beneath the sky 1 
May coward shame distam his name. 

The wretch that dares not die . 

V Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntingly gned he, 

He play’d a sprmg and danc d it roun , 
Below the gallows tree. 
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CHARLIE HE'S MY DARLING 

An’ CharUe he’s my darling. 

My darling, my darling . 

Charlie he’s my darling, 

The Young Chevaber ! 

’Twas on a Monday morning, 

Riuht early m the year, 

ThM Charlie cam’ to our town. 

The Young Cheialier I 

As he was walking up the street 
The city for to view, 

O, there he spied » 

The window lookin throu^ 

Sae light ’s he jimpM up the stair. 
An’ tirled at the P'" * , 

An’ wha sae ready as hersel 
To let the laddie in < 

He set his 

A’ in his Highland df“s ^ 

For brawlie weel he ken d the way 
To please a lassie best. 

It ’s up yon heathery 

An’^diwnyonscrog^gHn. 

•We daur na gang 

For Charlie an his men I 

An’ Charlie he’s my darling. 

My darling, my dathoBl 

Charlie he’s my darling. 

The Young Chevalier . 
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MARV MORISOK 

O Mary, at thy window be — 

It is the wish’d, the Ujsted hour ! 

Those smiles and glances let me sec, 

That make the miser’s treasure poorl 
How bljthcly wad I bide llie stourc, 

A wcarj- slave fme sun to sun, 

Could I the rich reward secure, 

Tlic lovely Mary Morison ! 

Yestreen, when to the trembling string 
The dance gaed thro’ the lighted lia’, 

To thee my fancy took its vying, 

I sat, but neither heard nor saw : 

Tho’ this was fmr, and that was braw , 
And yon tlxc toast of a’ the tow n, 

I sigh’d, and said amang them a’: — 

‘ Ye are na Mary Morison.’ 

O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 

YTia for tliy sake vvad gladly die ? 

Or canst thou break that heart of his, 

YTiase only faut is loving thee ? 

If love for love thou wilt na gie. 

At least be pity to me shown : 

A thought ungentle canna be 
The tliought o’ Mary Morison. 

Robert Burrj. 
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THE TAREWELL 

It was a’ for our rightfu’ King 
We left fair Scotland’s strand ; 
It was a’ for our rightfu’ King 
We e’er saw Irish land, 

My dear — 

We e’er saw Irish land. 
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Now a’ is done that men can do, 

And a’ is done in vain, 

My love and native land farewell. 

For I maun cross the main, 

My dear — 

For 1 maun cross the main. 

He turn’d him right and round about 
Upon the Irish shore. 

And gae his bridle-reins a shake. 

With adieu for evermore, 

5Iy dear — 

With adieu for evermore. 

The sodger from tlie wars returns. 

The sailor frae the main ; 

But I hae parted frae my love. 

Never to meet again. 

My dear — 

Never to meet again. 

When day is gane, and night is come, 

And a’ folk bound to sleep, 

I think on him that ’s far awa, 

The lee-lang night, and w eep, 

Sly dear — 

The lee-lang night, and w eep. 

Roieri Bums. 


334 

LUeV 

She dw'elt among the untrodden ways 
Beside the sprmgs of Dove, 

A Maid whom there were none to praise 
And very few to love : 

A violet by a mossy stone 
Half hidden from the eye ! 

— Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky. 

She lived unknoivn, and few could know 
When Lucy ceased to be ; 

But she is in her grave, and, O, 

The difference to me ! 

William Wordsviorth. 
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TO THE CUCKOO 

0 BLITHE New-comer ! I have heard, 

1 hear thee and rejoice. 

O Cuchoo ! shall I call thee Bird, 

Or but a wandering voice ? 

While I am lying on the grass 
Thy twofold shout I hear : 

From hill to lull it seems to pass, 

At once far off and near. 

Though babbling only to (he Vale 
Of sunsliine and of flowers, 

Thou bringest unto me a tale 
Of visionary hours. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring I 
Even yet thou art to me 
No bird, but an invisible thing, 

A voice, a mystery : 

The same whom in my schoolboy days 
I listened to ; that Cry 
Which made me look a thousand ways 
In bush, and tree, and sky. 

To seek thee did I often rove 
Through woods and on the green ; 

And thou wert still a hope, a love — 

Still longed for, never seen. 

And I can listen to thee yet ; 

Can lie upon the plain 
And listen, till 1 do beget 
That golden time again. 

O blessed Bird 1 the earth we pace 
Again appears to be 
An unsubstantial, faery place : 

That is fit home for thee ! 

William Wordstvprth, 
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SHE WAS A PHANTOM 

She was a Phantom of delight 
When first she gleamed upon my sight ; 

A lovely Apparition, sent 
To be a moment’s ornament ; 

Her eyes as stars of Twilight fair, 

Like Twilight’s, too, her dusky hair ; 

But all things else about her dra«m 
From May-time and the clieerful Dawn ; 

A dancing Shape, an Image gay. 

To haunt, to startle, and way-lay. 

I saw her upon nearer new, 

A Spirit, yet a Woman too ! 

Her household motions light and free, 

And steps of virgin-liberty ; 

A countenance in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A Creature not too bright or good 
For human nature’s daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles. 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 

And now I see with eyes serene 
The very pulse of the machine ; 

A Being breathing thoughtfol brrath, 

A traveller between life and death ; 

The reason firm, the temperate will. 
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill ; 

A perfect Woman, nobly planned, ^ 

To warn, to comfort, and command ; 

And yet a Spirit still, and bright 
With something of angelic light. 

WiUiav- Wordmorth. 
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ODE 

THEnE was a time when meadow, grove, and stream. 
The earth, and every common sight. 

To me did seem 
Apparelled in celestial fight. 

The glory and the freshness of a dream. 
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It b not now as it hath been of yore t 
Turn wheresoe’er I may. 

By night or day. 

The things which I have seen I now can see no more. 

The Rainbow comes and goes, 

And lovely b the Rose ; 

The Moon doth with delight 

Look round her when the heavens are bare ; 

Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair ; 

The Sunshine is a glorious birth ; 

But yet I know, where’er I go, 

That there hath passed away a glory from the earth. 

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song, 

And while the young lambs bound 
As to the tabor’s sound. 

To me alone there came a thought of grief : 

A timely utterance gave that thought relief. 

And I again am strong: 

The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep ; 

No more shall gnef of mine the season wrong ; 

I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng, 

The Winds come to me &om the fields of sleep. 

And all the earth is gay : 

I^nd and Sea 

Give themselv es up to jollity, 

And with the heart of May 
Doth every Beast keep holiday ; 

Thou Child of Joy, 

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy 
Shepherd-boy i 

Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call 

Ye to each other make ; I see 

The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee ; 

My heart is at your festival. 

My head hath its coronal. 

The fulness of your bliss, I feel — I feel it all, 

O evil day ! if I were sullen _ 

Wlule Earth herself b adorning, 

This sweet May-moming, 

And the children ate culling 
On every side, 

In a thousand valleys far and wide. 

Fresh flowers ; while the sun shines vrarm, 
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And the Babe leaps up on his mother’s arm 
I hear, I hear, u-ith joy I hear ! 

— But there ’s a Tree, of man}’, one, 

A single Field which I have looked upon. 
Both of them speak of something that is gone : 
The Tansy at my feet 
Doth the same tale repeat : 

AVhither is fled the visionary gleam ? 
mere is it now, the gloi}' and the dream? 


Our birth is but a sleep and a forgettiig : 

The Soul that rises with us, our litc s Star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting. 

And Cometh from afar : 

Not in entire forgetfulness. 

And not in utter nakedness, 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home : 

Heaven lies about us in our infancy . 

Shades of the prison-house begin to close 

S., "»”■ 

ThA^aArwhoV’iiv fuiiher ftom ihc east 
Must travel, still is Natures Priest, 

And by the vision splendid 
Is on his way attended ; 

At length the Man perceives it die away. 

And fade into the light of common day . 

Earth fills her lap with ”^,!LYk,nd ’ 

Yearnings she hath m her v 

And even ivith something of a Mothers mind. 

And no unworthy aim. 

The homely Nurse do* ^ , j 

To make her Foster-child, her Inmate I. , 
Forget the glories he hath _ 

And that imperial palace whence 

Behold the Child among his 

A six hand he lies. 

See, where ’mid work or nis o 

Fretted by sallies of his s , 

With light upon him from his father se) 

See, at his feet, some little 

Some fragment from his art ; 

Shaped by himself ivith newly-learned art , 
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A wedding or n 
A nournmg or a fiincial ; 

And ihis htlh no»\ liU heart , 

And unto thii he rranics his ’’mg : 

Then will he fit his tongue 
To diiIogi'« of hasincs'S, love, or strife ; 

Rut it rnll not Ixr long 
Ere this be throw n aside. 

And with new jo) and pride 
The hllle Actor coni another jiatt : 
rilling from time to lime hU ' huiriiroii-. stage 
With all the rcrsoii<, donn to pal-'cd Age. 

That Life brings with her m her equipage ; 

As if his whole socation 
Were endless imitation. 

Thou, whose cstcrior semblance doth liehe 
Th} Soul's immensitj ; 

Thou best I’hilosopbci, who jet dost beep 
Th)' heritage, thou Eje among the blind. 

That, deaf and silent, rcad'st the ctcrrual deep, 
Haunted for ever bj- the eternal mind,— 

Might)’ Prophet I Seer blest ! 

On whom those truths do rest, 

Which we arc toiling all our lives to End, 

In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave ; 
Thou, 01 er whom thy Immort.ility 
Broods like the Daj, a Master o'sr a Slave, 

A Presence which is not to be put bj ; 

Tliou little Child, jet glonoiii m the might 
Of licavcn-bom freedom on thy being’s height, 
Wliy vn'th such earnest pains dost thou provoke 
The j ears to bnng the inevitable j okc, 

Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife? 

Pull soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight. 
And custom lie upon thee with a weight 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life ! 

O joj ! that in our embers 
Is something that dotli live, 

That nature jet remembers 
What was so fugitive ' 

The thought of our past jeats in me dotli breed 
Perpetual benediction : not indeed 
For that which is most worthy* to be blest ; 
Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest. 
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With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast- 

Not for these 1 mise 

The song of thanhs and praiM ; , 

But for those obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward^ things, 

Fallings from ns, vanishings, 

Blank misgivings of a Creature 
Moving aixiut in worlds not rcatisea, 

High instincts before which our mortal N- 1 
Did Ucmhle like a guilty thing surprised . 

But for those first affections, 

Those shadowy recollections, 

Whidi, bo they what they may. 

Arc yet the fountain light of all 
Arc yet a master light of all our 
Uphold us, dicrish, and have P?"" 

Our noisj- years seem mom^ts in tang 
Of the eternal Silence : truths that wak 

M^rncUher h’stlcssncss nor mad endeavour. 

Nor Man nor Boy, . . 

Nor all that is at enmity 'vdn joy, 

Can utterly abolish or destroy i 
Hence in a season of calm weather. 

Though inland far wo be, _ , 

Our Souls have sigh t of that immortal sea 
Which brought us hither, 

Can in a moment travel ‘h'thCT, 

And see the Children evermore. 

And hear the mighty waters ro g 

Then sing, ye Birds, sing, dng a joyous so g 
And let ^e young L-ambs bound 
As to the tabor’s sound 1 
We in thought will join your throng. 

Ye that pipe and ye that play. 

Ye that through your hcaru to-d > 

Feel the gladnras of ,vas once so bright 

mat though the radiance whicn 

Be now for ever taken hour 

Though nothing “n tang^ j- " flo„cr ; 

Of splendour in the grass, o* E ^ 

We will grieve not, . 

Strength in what remains behind , 

In the primal sympathy . 

mich having hc^ 't .onng 

In the soothing thoughts that sp g 
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Out of human siiflfcring ; 

In the faith that loohs through death, _ 

In years that bring the philosophic mind. 

And O ye Fount.ains, Meadoms, Hills, and Groves, 
Forebode not any severing of our loves ! • 

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might ; 

I only have relinquished one delight 
To live beneath your more habitual sway. 

I love the Brooks, which down their channels fret, 
Even more than when I tripped lightly .as they : 
The innocent brightness of a new-born Day 
Is lovely yet -. 

The Clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o’er man’.s mortality ; 
Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears. 

To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

William Wordsworth. 
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HUNTING SONG 

\Vaken, lords and ladies gay, 

On the mountain dawns tlie d.iy. 

All the jolly chase is here. 

With hawk, and horse, and hunting spear 1 
Hounds .arc in their couples yelling, 

Hawks arc whistling, horns are knelling, 
Merrily, merrily, mingle they : — 

‘ Waken, lords and ladies g.ay.’ 

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

The mist has left the mountain grey, 
Springlcts in the dawn are steaming. 
Diamonds on the brake are gleaming ; 

And foresters h.ave busy been, 

To tr.ack the buck in thicket green ; 

Now we come to chant our lay ; — 

‘ Waken, lords and ladies gay.’ 
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WaVcn, lords and ladies gay, 

To the greenwood haste away ; 

We can show you where he lies, 

Fleet of foot, and tall of sire ; 

We can show the marks he 1"“=* , , . 

men ’gainst the oak his antlers fray d , 
- You shall sec him brought to bay— 
Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

Louder, louder, chant the lay. 

Waken, lords and ladies ^y • 

Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee, 
Run a course as well as we. 

Time, stem huntsman ! who 
Stanch as hound, and Ac?' ’ 
Think of tliis, .and rise with daj, 
Gentle lords and ladies gay. 


Scott. 
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PIBROCH OF DONALD DHU 
Pibroch of Donuil Dhii, 

Pibroch of Donuil, 

Wake thy wald voire 
Summon Clan-Conuil. 

Come aivay, come awa)% 

Hark to the summons . 

Come in your war array, 

Gentles and commons. 

Come from deep glen, and 
From mounttiin so rock> , 

The war-pipe and pennon 
Are at Invcrlochy. 

^TndSeUjJhm wears one. 
And strong hand that bears one. 

, Leave nntended the herd, ^ 

The flock without shelter , 
Leave the corpse unmterr d. 

The brido at the altar , 
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Leave the <Jccr, leave the steer, 

Leave nets and Imgcs : 

Come with >our fighting gear, 

Broadswords and larges. 

Come as the winds come, 

\Vhcn forests arc rended. 

Come as the waves come, 

When navies are stranded : 

Faster come, faster come, 

Faster and faster. 

Chief, vassal, page and groom. 

Tenant and master I 

Fast they come, fast tliey come ; 

See how they gather ! 

Wide waves the eagle plume. 

Blended with heather. 

Cast your plaids, draw your blades 
Forward, each man, set ! 

Pibroch of Donml Dhu, 

Knell for the onset ! 

Sir Walter Seott, 
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PROUD MAISIC 

Proud Jlaisie is in the wood, 

Walking So early ; 

Sweet Robin sits on the bush. 

Singing so rarely. 

‘Tell me, thou bonny bird, 

When shall I marr)' me ? ’ — 

‘ When SIX braw gentlemen 
Korkward shall carry je.’ 

* Who makes the bridal bed. 

Birdie, say truly ? ’ — 

' The grey-headed sexton 
That delves the grave duly. 

‘ The glow-worm o’er grave and stone 
Shall light thee steady ; 

The owl from the steeple sing : — 

“Welcome, proud lady !”’ 

Sir Walter Seoit. 
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CORONACH 

Hk is gone on the mountain. 

He is lost to the forest. 

Like a summer-dried fountain. 

When our need was the sorest. 

The font, reappearing, 

From the ram-drops shall borrow, 

But to us comes no cheering. 

To Duncan no morrow ! 

The hand of the reaper 
Takes the ears that are hoary. 

But the voice of the weeper 
Wails manhood in glory. 

The autumn « inds rushing 
Waft the leaves that are serest. 

But our flower was m flushing, 

When blighting was nearest. 

Fleet foot on the correi, 

Sage counsel m cumber, 

Bed hand in the foray, 

How sound is thy slumber ! 

Like the dew on the mountain. 

Like the foam on the river, _ 

Like the bubble on the fountain. 

Thou art gone, and for ever. 

Str Waller Scott. 
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BRIGNALL BANKS 

O, Brignall banks are wild and fair, 
And Greta woods are green. 

And you may gather garlands there, 
Would grace a summer queen ; 

And as I rode by Dalton Hall, 
Beneath the turrets high, 

A Maiden on the castle wall 
Was singing merrily : — 
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‘O, Bricnall bank^ are fresh and fair, 

.Vnd Greta avoods are green ! 

I’d rather roec with Edmund tlterc 
Than reign onr English Queen.’ — 

•If, Maiden, thoa wouldst s'cnd with me 
To leai-c both tower and town, 

Thou first must guess what life lead we, 
That dwell by dale and down? 

And if thou const that riddle read. 

As read full well }-ou m-ay. 

Then to the greenw ood shalt thou speed 
-As blithe as Queen of May.' — 

Yet sung she : — ‘ Brignall banks are fair. 
And Greta woods ate green ! 

I’d rather rove with Edmund there 
Than reign our English Queen. 

• I read you, by your bugle horn 

And 1^ j our palfrey good, 

1 read 5 ou for a ranger sw om. 

To keep the king’s greenwood.’ — 

• A Ranger, lady, winds his horn. 

And ’tis at peep of light ; 

His blast is heard at merry morn. 

And mine at dead of night.’ — 

Yet sang she : — ‘ Brignall banks arc fair. 
And Greta woods are gay ; 

I would I were ssdlh Edmund there 
To reign his Queen of May ! 

• VTith burnish’d brand and muskcloon 

So gallantly you come, 

I read jou for a bold Dragoon, 

That lists the tuck of drum.’ — 

• I list no more the tuck of drum, 

Eo more the trumpet hear : 

But when the beetle sounds his hum. 

My comrades take the spear. 

‘And, O ! though Brignall banks be fair, 
_ And Greta woods be gay. 

Yet mickle must the maiden dare, 

■Would reign my Queen of Slay ! 
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‘Maiden ! a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death I ’U die ! 

The fiend, whose lantern lights the mead, 
Were better mate than 1 1 
And when I ’m with my comrades met. 
Beneath the greenwood bough. 

What once we were we all foiget, 

Nor think what we are now,’ 

Yet Brignall banks are fresh and fair. 

And Greta woods arc green. 

And you may gather garlands there 
Would grace a summer queen. 

Sir Waller Seotf. 
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WHERE SHALL THE LOVER REST 

Where shall the lover rest. 

Whom the fates sever 

From his true maiden’s breast. 

Parted for ever ? 

Where through groves deep and high 
Sounds the far billow, 

Where early violets die 
Under the willow. 

£le// loro ! Soft shall be his pillow ! 

There through the summer day 
Cool streams are laving ; 

There, while the tempest’s sway. 

Scarce are boughs waving ; 

There thy rest shalt thou take. 

Parted for ever. 

Never again to wake. 

Never, O never ! 

Elett loro ! Never, O never ! 

Where shall the traitor rest. 

He, the deceiver, 

YTio could win maiden’s breast. 

Ruin, and leave her ? 
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Donald Caird’s come again I 
Donald Caiid ’s come again ! 

Tell tlie news in bnigh and glen, 

Donald Caird ’s come again. 

Steek the amrie, lock the kist, 

Else some gear may ncel 1)0 mis’t ; 

Donald Caird finds orm things 
ttTiere Allan Gregor fand the tings : 

Dunts of kcbbuck, taits o’ woo, 

Whiles a hen and whiles a sow, 

Webs or duds frae hedge or >-ard — 

’ Ware the wuddie, Donald Caird ' 

Donald Caird ’s come again ! 

Donald Caird ’s come again 1 
Dinna let the Shirra ken 
Donald Caird ’s come again ! 

On Donald Caird the doom was stern, 

Craig to tether, legs to aim ; 

But Donald Caird, wd’ mickle study. 

Caught the gift to cheat the wuddie ; 

Rings of aim, and bolts of steel. 

Fell like ice frae hand and heel 1 
Watch the sheep in fauld and glen, 

Donald Caird ’s come again ! 

Donald Caird 's come again I 
Donald Caird ’s come again ! 

Dmna let the Justice ken 
Donald Caird 's come again. 

Sir Waller SccU. 
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SONG 

Ah ! County Guy, the hour is nigh ; 

The sun has left the lea. 

The orange flower perfumes the bow er. 
The breeic is on the sea, 

The lark, his lay who thrill’d all daj, 

Sits hush’d his partner nigh : 

Breeze, bird, and flow er, confess the hour, 
But where is County Gu) ? — 
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The village maid steak through the shade 
Her shepherd’s suit to hear ; 

To b^uty shy, by lattice high, 

Sings high-bom Cavalier ; 

The star of Love, all stars above. 

Now reigns o’er earth and sky, 

And high and low the influence know — 

But where is County Guy ? 

Sir Walter Scott. 
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BONNY DUNDEE 

To the Lords of Convention ’twas Claver’se who spoke : — 

‘ fire the King’s crorvn shall fall there are crowns to be broke. 
So let each Cavalier, who loves honour and me. 

Come follow the bonnet of Bonny Dundee. 

* Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can. 

Come saddle your horses, and call up your men ; 

Come open the West Port, and let me gang free. 

And it ’s room for the bonnets of Bonny Dundee I ’ 

Dundee he is mounted, he rides up the street ; 

The bells are rung backward, the drums they are beat ; 

But the Provost, douce man, said : — ‘Just e’en let him be 1 
The Gude Town is weel quit of that Deil of Dundee.’ 

As he rode down the sanctified bends of the Bow, 

Ilk carline w.as flyting and shaking her pow ; 

But the young plants of grace they look’d couthie and slec, 
Thinking : — Luck to thy bonnet, thou Bonny Dundee ! 

With sour-featured ^Vhigs the Grassmarket was cramm’d, 

As if half the West had set tryst to be bang’d ; ^ 

There rvas spite in each look, there was fear in each e’e. 

As they watch’d for the bonnets of Bonny Dundee. 

jfhese cowls of Kilmarnock bad spits, and had spears 
And lang-hafted gullies to kill Cavaliers ; 

But they shrunk to close-heads, and the causeway was free 
At the toss of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee. 

He spurr’d to the foot of the proud Castle rock. 

And with the gay Gordon he gallantly spoke : — 

‘ Let Mons Meg and her marrows speak twa words, or tnree. 
For the love of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.’ 

U 
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The Gordon demands of him, \^’hich way he goes ? 

' Where’er shall direct me the shade of Montrose 
, Your Grace in short space shall hear tidings of me, 

Or that low lies the bonnet of Bonny Dundee. 

‘ There arc hills beyond Pcntland, and lands beyond Forth, 
If there’s lords in the Lowlands, there’s chiefs in the North 
There are wild Duniwassals three thousand times three. 

Will cry Imgh I for the bonnet of Bonny Dundee. 

‘There’s brass on the target of barken’d bull-hide. 

There ’s steel in the scabbard that dangles beside : 

The brass shall be burnish’d, the steel shall flash free, 

At a toss of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee. 

‘ Away to the hills, to the caves, to the rocks — 

Ere I own an usurper, I ’ll couch with the fox ; 

And tremble, false IWiigs, in the midst of your glee — 

You have not seen the last of my bonnet and me !’ 

He waved his proud hand, and the trumpets were blown. 
The kettlc-dntms clash’d, and the horsemen rode on, 

Till on Ravelston’s cliffs and on Clermiston’s lee 
Died away the wild war-notes of Bonny Dundee. 

Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can, 

Come saddle the horses .and call up the men, 

Come open your gates, and let me gac free. 

For it ’s up with the bonnets of Bonny Dundee ! 

Sir WalUr Scott, 
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KUBLA KHAN 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree : 

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 
Dotvn to a sunless sea. 

So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With sralls and towers were girdic'd round : 

And there were gardens bright with sinuous rilh 
Where blossomed mimy an incense-bearing tree 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, ' 
Enfolding sunny spots of greener}'. 
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But O ! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedam cover 1 
A savage place ! as holy and enchanted 
As e’er beneath a rvaning moon was haunted 
By woman wailing for her demon-lover ! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 
As if this Earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 

A mighty fountain momently was forced : 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail. 

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail : 

And mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
It flung up momently the sacred river. 

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the s.acred river ran, 

Then reached the cav ems measureless to man. 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean : 

And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voices prophesying war ! 


The shadow of the dome of pleasure 
Floated midivay on the waves, 

Where was heard the mingled measure 
From the fountain and the caves. 

It wasa miracle of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice ! 

A damsel with a dulcimer 
In a rasion once I saw : 

It was an Abyssinian maid. 

And on her dulcimer she played. 

Singing of Mount Abora. 

Could I revive within me 
Her symphony and song. 

To such a deep delight ’twould win me 
That with music loud and lotig, 

I would build that dome in air, 

That sunny dome ! those caves of ice ! 

And all who heard should see them there, 

And all should cry. Beware 1 Beware ! 

His flashing eyes, his floating hair ! 

Weave a circle round him thrice. 

And close your eyes with holy dread. 

For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradise. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 
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GLVClNn’S SONG 

A SUNVV shnft did 1 bcliold, 

From skyto drth it slintcd ; 

And poised therein a bird so bold — 

Sweet bird, thou wert enchanted ! 

He sank, he rose, he twinkled, he trolled 
Within that shaft of sunny mist : 

His eyes of fire, his beak of gold. 

All else of amethyst ! 

And thus he sang : — ‘ Adieu ! adieu ! 

Los-c’s dreams prove seldom true. 

The blossoms they 
Make no delay. 

The sparklmg dewdrops will not slay 1 
Sweet month of May, 

We must away. 

Far, far away ! 

To-day ! to day 1 ’ 

Samuel Taylor Celertdge. 
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SONGLETS 


Pleasure 1 why thus desert the heart 
In Its spring-tide ? 

I could have seen her, I could part. 

And but have sigh’d ! 

O’er every youthful charm to stray. 

To gaze, to touch — 

Pleasure ! why take so much awaj , 

Or give so much ? 

II 

I held her hand, the pledge of bliss, 

Her hand that trembled and withdrew ; 

She bent her head before my kiss — 

My heart was sure that hers was true. 
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Now I have told her I must part, 

She shakes my hand, she bids adieu, 
Nor shuns the kiss — ^Alas, my heart ! 
Hers neter was the heart for you. 

Ill 

Mild is the parting year, and sw eet 
The odour of the falling spmy ; 

Life passes on more rudely fleet. 

And balmless is its closing day. 

I wait its close, I court its gloom. 

But mourn that never must there fall 
Or on my breast or on my tomb 
The tear that would have sooth’d it all 


IV 

No, my own love of other years I 
No, it must never be. 

Much rests «ith you that yet endears, 

Alas ' but what with me? 

Could those bright years o’er me revolt e 
So gay, o’er you so fair. 

The pearl of life we would dissohe, 

And each the cup might share. 

You show that truth can ne’er decay, 
Whateser fate befalls ; 

I, that the myrtle and the bay 
Shoot fresh on ruin’d walls. 

Walter Savage Landor 
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ROSE AYLMER 

Ah, what avails the sceptred race I 
Ah, what the form divine ! 

What every virtue, every grace ! 

Rose Aylmer, all were thine. 

Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 
May weep, but never see, 

A night of memories and sighs 
I consecrate to thee. 


Walter Savage Landor, 
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THE maid’s lament 

1 LOVED him not ; and yet now he is gone 
I feel I am alone. 

I checked him while he spoke ; yet could he speak, 
Alas ! I would not check. 

For reasons not to love him once I sought, 

And wearied all my thought 
To vex myself and him ; I now would give 
My love, could he but live 
Wlio lately lived for me, and when he found 
’Twas vain, in holy ground 
He hid Ins face amid the shades of death. 

I waste for him my brealli 
Who wasted his for me ; but mine returns, 

And this lorn bosom burns 
With stifling heat, heaving it up in sleep. 

And waking me to weep 
Teats that had melted his soft heart ; for years 
Wept he as bitter tears. 

‘ Merciful God ! ’ such was his latest prayer, 

‘ These may she never share 1 ’ 

Quieter is his breath, his breast mote cold 
Than daisies in the mould, 

Wicre children spell, atlnrart the churchyard gate, 
His name, and life’s brief date. 

Fray for him, gentle souls, whoe’er you be. 

And, O, pray loo for me ! 

I Valter Savage Lcr.dar, 
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TWENTY YEARS HENCE 

Twenty years hence my eyes may grow 
If not quite dim, yet rather so. 

Yet yours from oUiers they shall know 
Twenty years hence. 

Twenty years hence, though it may hap 
That 1 be called to take a nap 
In a cool cell where thunder clap 

Was never heard : 
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There breathe but o’er my arch of grass, 

A not too sadly sighed ‘Alas ! ’ 

And 1 shall catch, etc you can pass. 

That winged word. 

Waller Savage Landor. 
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THE OLD familiar FACES 


I HAVE had playmates, I have had companion, 

In my days of childhot^, in my jojdiil school-days , 
All, all are gone, tlie old familiar laces. 

I have been laughing, I hat e been chousing, _ 
Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cromes ; 
All, all arc gone, the old familiar faces. 


I loved a love once, fairest among women ; 

Closed are her doors on me, I must not see her— 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I have a friend, a kinder friend has no man ; 

Like an ingrate, I left my (riend abruptly. 

Left him, to muse on the old familiar faces. 

Ghost-like I paced round the haunts of my childhood, 
Earth seemeda desert I WM bound to traverse. 
Seeking to find the old familiar faces. 

Friend of my bosom, thou more than a broker, 

^Vhy wert not thou bom in my father s dwelling? 

So might we talk of the old famdiar faces- 

How some they have died, and some they 1=^^^ 
And some are taken from me ; all are departed , 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

Charles Lartl. 
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YE mariners of ENGLAND 
Ye Mariners of England, 

That guard our native seas, 

MTiose flag has braved a thousand jears 
The battle and the breese. 
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Your glorious standard launch again 
To match another foe, 

And sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy winds do blow ! 

While the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stormy winds do blow. 

The spirits of yoor fathers 
Shall start from every wave, 

For the deck it was their field of fame. 

And Ocean was their grave. 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell 
Your manly hearts shall glow. 

As ye sweep through the deep. 

While the stormy winds do blow 1 
While the battle rages loud and long, 

And the stormy winds do blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwarks, 

No towers along the steep : 

Her march is o'er the mountain-waves. 

Her home is on the deep. 

\Vith tliunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods bclosv, 

As they roar on the shore. 

When tile stormy winds do blow 1 
When the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stormy winds do blow. 

The meteor flag of England 
Shall yet terrifle bum. 

Till danger’s troubled night depart, 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean warriors. 

Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name. 

When the storm has ceased to blow ! 

When the fiery fight is heard no more. 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 

Thomas Campbell, 
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THE BATTLE OF THE BALTIC 

Of Nelson and the North 
Sing the glorious day’s renown, 
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Wlten to Intttc fictcc came forth 
Alt the might of Demnath's ctomi, 

And her nrms along (he deep proud)) shone ! 

By each mm the lighted brand 
In n IkiIiI determined hand, 

And the Prince of all the Land 
Led than on. 

Like leviathans afloat, 

Ijy their bulwarka on the brine ; 

While the sign of Katile flea 
On the lofty British line ; 

It tt-as ten of Aprd niom by the cliimc : 

As they drifted on tficir p.aih, 

Tlierc was silence deep .as death ; 

And the Imldcsl held liis brentti. 

For a time. 

But the might of England flushed 
To Rtiticiptitc the scene, 

And her \am the fleeter rushed 
O’er the deadly space between. 

* Ilcails of oak ! ’ our captains cried ; when each gun 

From its adamantine bps 

Spread a death-shade round the ships, 

lake the hurricane eclipse 

Of the sun. 

Again ! again I ag.ain I 
And the havoc did not slack, 

Tdl a feeble cheer the Dane 
To our cheering sent us back ; — 

Their shots along the deep slowly boom : — 

Then ceased — .and all is wail. 

As the)’ strike the shattered sail, 

Or in conflagration pale 
Light the gloom. . . • 

Now joy, Old England, raise 
For the tidings of thy might. 

By the festal cities’ blare, _ 

\Vhilst the wine-cup shines in light I 
And yet, amidst that joy and uproar, 

I/:t us think of them that sleep 
Full many a fathom deep 
By thy wild and stormy steep, 

Elsinore 1 


Thomas CamfMl. 
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WHEN HE, WHO ADORES THEE 

When he, who adores thee, has left but the name 
Of his fault and his sorrows behind, 

0 1 say wilt thou weep, when they darken the fame 
Of a life that for thee was resign’d? 

Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn. 

Thy tears shall efface thy decree ; 

For Heaven can witness, though guilty to them, 

I have been but too faithful to thee. 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love ; 

Every thought of my reason was thine ; 

In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above 
Thy name shall be mingled with mine. 

O ! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live 
The days of thy glory to see ; 

But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give 
Is the pride of thus dying for thee. 

Thomas Moore, 
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THE LEGACY 

When in death I shall calmly recline, 

O, bear my heart to my mistress dear ! 

Tell her it liv’d upon smiles and wine 

Of the brightest hue, while it linger’d here ; 
Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow 
To sully a heart so brilliant and light. 

But balmy drops of the red grape borrow 
To bathe the relic from mom till night. 

When the light of my song is o’er. 

Then take my harp to your ancient hall ; 
Hang it up at that friendly door. 

Where weary travellers love to call ; , 
Then if some bard, who roams forsaken. 
Revive its soft note in passing along, , ' 

O ! let one thought of its master waken : 

Your warmest smile for the child of song. 
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Keep this cup, which is now o’erflotving, 

To grace your revel, when 1 m at rest : 
Kever, O ! never its Mm bestowing 
On lips that beauty hath seldom blest ; 
But when some warm devoted lover _ 

To her he adores shall bathe its brim. 
Then, then my spirit around shall hover. 
And hallow each drop that foams for him- 


'TAntnat Afoofi. 
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THE IRISH PEASANT TO HIS MISTRESS 
Through grief and through danger thy smile hath cheer’d my 

Till tope seemed to bud from ea^ lo^brnn’d? ’ 

The darker our fortune, the brighter our pu 
Till shame into glory, till fear ‘"t" 

Yes, slave y I was, in thy Je me 

And bless d even the sorrows that maae me 

Thy rival was honour’d, while tlih" brorvfadorn’dr'” 

Thy crown was of bnem, ya in caves ; 

She wood me to temples, whilst th y slaves j 

Her friends were all masters, while *>ne. 

Yet cold in the earth, at thy lee*, thought from thee. 

Than wed what I lov’d not, or turn one g 

They slander thee sorely, boVd less pale 1 

Hadst thou been a false one, thy chee d ^ chains. 

They say, too, so long thou hast ''° "S°heir s“e*vill stains : 

That deep in thy heart they have F ^ 1 snbdue— 

O 1 foul k the slander-no chain ~nW tets^o^^^ ^ 

Where shineth i^y spint, there liberty s 
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SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND 

SHE is far from the land where her young hero sleeps. 

And lovers are round her, 5 • 

BuVcoldly she turns from then g““’ and weeps. 

For her heart in his grave is lying. 



MOORE 


She MHfp the wild song of her dear native plains, 

Every note which he lov’d awaUng ; — 

Ah ! little they think, who delight in her strains. 

How the heart of the minstrel is breaking. 

He had liv’d for his love, for his country he died, 

They were all tint to life had cntwinM him ; 

Not soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 

Nor long will his love stay behind him. 

O ! make her a grave where the sunbeams rest, 

When they promise a glorious morrow ; 

The) ’ll shine o’er her sleep, like a smile from the West 
I'roni her own lov’d island of sorrow. 

Thomas Afccre. 
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AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE THIS 

And doth not a meeting like this make amends 
For all the long j ears I’ve been wand’ring away — 

To see thus around me my youth’s early friends 
As smiling and kind as in that happy day ? 

Though haply o’er some of jour brows, as o’er mine, 

The snow-fall of time may be stealmg — what then? 

Like alps in the sunset, thus lighted by wine 
We ’ll w ear the gay tinge of > omh’s roses again. 

What soften’d remembrances come o’er die heart. 

In gazing on those we’ve been lost to so long ! 

The sorrows, the jo)-s, of which once they were part. 

Still round them, like visions of )esterday, throng. 

As letters some hand hath invisibly trac’d. 

When held to the flame will steal out on the sight. 

So many a feeling, that long seem’d effac’d. 

The warmth of a moment like this bnngs to light. 

And th^, as in memory’s bark we shall glide. 

To visit the scenes of our bo)hood anew. 

Though oft we may see, looking down on the tide, 

The wreck of full man) a hope shming through ; 

Yet still, as in fimey we point to the flowers, 

That once made a garden of all the gay shore, 

Deceiv’d for a moment, we ’ll think them still ours. 

And breathe the fresh air of life’s morning once more. 
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So brief our existence, a glimpse, at the most, 

Is all we can have of the few we hold dear, 

And oft even joy is unheeded and lost, 

For want of some heart, that could echo it, near. 

Ah, well may we hope, when this short life is gone. 

To meet in some world of more permanent bliss, 

For a smile, or a grasp of the hand, hast’ning on, 

Is all we enjoy of each other in this 1 

But, come — the more rare such delights to the heart. 

The more we should welcome, and bless them the more ! 
They’re ours when we meet — they arc lost when we part. 
Like birds that bring summer, and fly when ’tis o’er. 
Thus circling the cup, hand in hand, ere we drink, 

I.et Sympathy pledge us, thro’ pleasure, thro’ pain, 

That, fast as a feeling but touches one link. 

Her magic shall send it direct thro’ the chain 1 

Thomas Moore, 
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BATTLE SONG 

Day, like our souls, is fiercely dark : 

What then ? ’Tis day ! 

Wc sleep no more ; the cock crows — hark ! 
To arms ! away ! 

They come 1 they come ! the knell is rung 
Of us or them ; 

Wide o’er their march the pomp is flung 
Of gold and gem. 

What collared hound of lawless sway. 

To famine dear — 

What pensioned slave of Attila, 

Lrads in the rear? 

Come they from Scythian wilds afar. 

Our blood to spill? 

Wear they the lively of the Czar ? 

They do his will. 

'Nor tasselled silk, nor epaulette. 

Nor plume, nor torse — 

No splendour gilds, all sternly met. 

Our foot and horse. 

But, dark and still, we inly glow. 
Condensed in ire ! 

Strike, tawdry slaves, and yo shall know 
Our gloom is fire. 
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In vain jour pomp, jc evil powers, 

Insults the land ; 

Wrongs, \ cngeancc, and the cause arc outs, 

And God’s right hand ' 
hladmen ! they trample into snahes 
The wormy clod ' 

Like fire beneath their feet awakes 
The suord of God ! 

Behind, before, above, below. 

They rouse the brave ; 

Where’er they go, they make a foe. 

Or find a gta\c. 

Eicncter ElUol 
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PLAINT 

Dark, deep, and cold the current flows 
Unto the sea where no wind blows. 

Seeking the land which no one knows. 

O’er its sad gloom shll comes and goes 
The mingled wail of friends and foes, 

Borne to the land which no one knows. 

Why shneks for help yon waetch, who goes 
With milhons, from a world of woes, 

Unto the land which no one knows ^ 

Though mjnads go with bun who goes, 
Alone he goes where no wind blows. 

Unto the land which no one knows. 

For all must go where no wand blows. 

And none can go for him who goes, 

None, none return whence no one knows. 

Yet why should he who shneking goes 
With millions, from a world of woes. 
Reunion seek wath it or those ? 

Alone with God, where no wind blows, 

And Death, his shadow — doomed, he goes : 
That God is there the shadow shows 
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O shoreless Deep, w hero no wind blows ! 

And, thou, O Lnnd which no one knows — 

That God is All, IIis shadow shows ! 

Ehtnetcr Elliot. 
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THE MEN OF GOTHAM 


Seamen three ' ^^^lat men be >e ? 

Gotham’s three mse men we be 
\Vluther in j our bowl so free ? 

To rake the moon from out the sea. 

The bowl goes tnm The moon doth shine. 
And our ballast is old wine — 

And jour ballast is old wine. 


Who art thou, so fast adnft? 

I am he they call Old Care. 

Here on board w e wall thee hft. 

No : I may not enter there. 
WTicrefore so ? ’Tis Jove’s decree, 
In a bowl Care may not be — 

In a bowl Care may not be. 


Fear ye not the waves that roll ? 

No: in charmid bowl we swam. 

What the charm that floats the bowl r 
Water may not pass the bnm. 

The bow 1 goes tnm The moon doth shine 
And our ballast is old wane 
And jour ballast is old wine. 

Thomas L Peacock 
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THE GRAVE OF LOVE 

I DOG beneath the cypress shade 

What well might seem an elfin s grave, 
And every pledge in earth I laid. 

That erst thy false affecUon gave. 
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1 pressed them down the sod beneath ; 

I placed one mossy stone above ; 

And twined the rose’s fading wrcatli ■ 

Around the sepulchre of love. 

Frail as thy love, the flowers were de-td 
Ere yet the evening sun was set : 

But years shall see the cypress spread, 

Immutable as my regret. 

Thomas Z, Peacoai. 
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BONNIE LADY ANN 

There’s kames o’ hinney ’tween my luve’s lips. 
An’ gowd amang her hair ; 

Her breasts are lapt in a holic veil, 

Nac mortal cen keek there: 

What lips dare kiss, or what hand dare touch. 

Or what arm 0’ luve dare span. 

The hinney lips, the creamy loof. 

Or the waist o’ Lady Ann I 

She kisses the lips o’ her bonnic red rose, 

Wat wi’ the blobs o’ dew ; 

But nae gentle lip, nor simple lip, 

Maun touch her lady mon ; 

But a broidcr’d belt wi’ a buckle o’ gowd 
Her iimpy waist maun sp.an — 

O, she ’s an armfu’ fit for heaven. 

My bonnic Lady Ann I 

Her bower casement is latticed wi’ flowers 
Tied up wi’ silver thread. 

An’ comely sits she in the midst 
Men’s longing cen to feed. 

She waves the ringlets frae her check 
Wit her milky, milky ban’. 

An’ her cheeks seem touch’d wi’ the finger o’ God, 
My bonnic Lady Ann ! 

The morning cloud is tassel’d wi’ gowd. 

Like my luve’s broidcr’d cap ; 

An’ on the mantle which my love wears 
Are monic a gowden drap ; 
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Her bonnie eebree ’s a holie arch 
Cast by no earthlie ban’ ; 

An’ the breath o’ God ’s atween the lips 
O’ my bonnie Lady Ann ! 

I am her father’s gardener lad, 

An’ poor, poor is my fa’; 

My auld nnther gets my wee, wee fee, 

Wi’ fatherless bairnies twa : 

My Lady comes, my Lady gae> 

NVi’ a fou and kindly han’ — 

O, the blessing o’ God maun mi\ wi’ my luve. 

An’ fa’ on’ Lady Ann 1 

Alton Cvnmngham. 
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HAME, HAME, HA ME 

Hame, hame, hamc, hame fam wad I be, 

O, hame, hame, hame, to my am countrie 1 

When the flower is 1 ’ the bud and the leaf is on the tree. 
The larks shall sing me hame in my am countrie. 

Hame, hame, hamc, hame fain wad I be, 

O, hamc, hame, hame, to my am countrie I 

The green leaf o’ loyaltie ’s begun for to fa’. 

The bonnie white rose it is withering an’ a’ ; 

But I’ll water ’t w’ the blude of usurping tyrannic. 

An’ green it will grow m my am countrie. 

O, there ’s naught frae ruin my country can save 
But the keys o’ kind heaaen to open the grave : 

That a’ the noble martyrs wha died for loyaltie, 

May rise again and fight for their am countrie. 

The great are now gane, a’ wha ventured to s.ave, 

The new grass is sponging on the top o’ their graaes ; 
But the sun thro’ the mirk blinks blythe m my ee, 

‘ 1 ’ll shine on ye yet m yere am countne.’ 

Hame, hame, hame, hame fain wad I be, 

Hame, hame, hame, to my am countrie ! 

Allan Cnnmngham, 
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THE CASTLED CRAG OF DRACHENFELS 

The castled crag of Drachenfels 
Browns o’er the wide and winding Rhine, 

Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Behveen the banhs'which bear the vine. 

And hills all rich with blossom’d trees, 

And fields which promise com and rvine, 

And scatter’d cities crowning these. 

Whose far white walls along them shine, 

Have strew’d a scene, which I should see 
With double joy wert thou witli me. 

And peasant girls, with deep blue eyes. 

And hands which offer early flowers. 

Walk smiling o’er this paradise ; 

Abor'e, the frequent feud.al towers 
Through green leaves lift their walls of gray. 

And many a rock which steeply lowers, 

And noble arch in proud decay. 

Look o’er this vale of vintage-bowers ; 

But one thing want these banks of Rhine, — 

Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine 1 

I send the lilies given to me ; 

Though long before thy hand they touch, 

I know that they must wither’d be. 

But yet reject them not as such ; 

For I have cherish’d them as dear. 

Because they yet may meet thine eye. 

And guide thy soul to mine even here; 

When thou behold’st them drooping nigh. 

And knoVst them gather’d by the Rhine, 

And offer’d from my heart to thine 1 

The river nobly foams and flows. 

The charm of this enchanted ground. 

And all its thousand turns disclose 
Some fresher beauty varying round : 

The haughtiest breast its wish might bound 
Through life to dwell delighted here ; 

Nor could on earth a spot be found 
To nature and to me so dear. 

Could thy dear eyes in following mine ' ' 

Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine 1- 

Byron, 
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SHE WALKS IN BEAHTY 

She 'nalks in bcaaly, like the night 
Of cloudless dimes luid start}’ skies, 

And all that ’s licsl of dark and hriglit 
htcct in her aspect and her eyes: 

Thus melloM 'd to that tender light 
Which heasen to gaudy day denies. 

One sliadc tlie more, one rn) the less. 

Had lialf-impair’d the nameless grace, 
\\Tiich M.aaes in cicry raven tress, 

Or sofll} lightens o’er her face, 

Wliere thoughts serenely sweet express. 

How pure, how dear their dwelling place 

And on that cheek, and o’er that hrow , 

So soft, so calm, jet eloquent. 

The smiles that win, the tints that glow. 

But tell of da)s in goodness spent, 

A iiund at pe ice wath all below, 

A. neart whose love is innocent ' 

Byron. 
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FARE THEE WELL 

Fare dice well ! and if for ever. 

Still for ever, tare tliee well I 

Even though unforgiving, never 
'Gainst Uiee shall my heart rebel. 

Vr'ould dial breast were bared before thee 
Where thy head so oft hath lain. 

While that placid sleep came o’er thee 
YTiich thou ne’er canst know again ! 

Would that breast, by thee glanced over 
Every inmost thought could show ! 

Then thou vvouldst at last discover 
’Twas not well to spurn it so. 
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Though the world for this commend thee — 
Though it smile upon the blow, 

Even its praises must offend thee, 

Founded on another’s tvoe ; 

Though my many faults defaced me. 

Could no other arm he found, 

Than the one which once embraced roe. 

To inflict a cureless wound ? 

Yet, O, yet thysdf deceive not ! 

liove may sink by slow decay. 

But by sudden wrench, believe not. 

Hearts can thus be tom away. 

Still thine orvn its life retainelh — 

Still must mine, though bleeding, beat ; 
And the undying thought whicli paineth 
Is — that we no more may meet ! 

There are words of deeper sorrow 
Than the wail above the dead : 

Both shall live, but every morrow 
Wake us from a widow’d bed. 

And when thou wouldst solace gather, 
WTicn our child’s first accents flow. 

Wilt thou leach her to say : — ‘ Father ! ’ 
Though his care she must forego ? 

When her little hands shall press thee. 
When her lip to thine is press’d. 

Think of him whose prayer shall bless thee. 
Think of him thy love had bless’d ! 

Should her lineaments resemble 
Those thou never more may’st see, 

Then thy heart will softly tremble 
With a pulse yet true to me. 

All my faults perchance thou knowest, 

All my madness none can know ; 

All ray hopes, where’er thou goest. 

Wither, yet with thee they go. 

Every feeling hath been shaken : 

Pride, which not a world could bow. 
Bows to thee — by thee forsaken, 

Even my soul forsakes me now. 
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But ’lis done — all words are idle— 

Words from me are rrainer still ; 

But the thoughts we cannot bridle 
Force their way without the will. — 

Fare thee well 1 — thus disunited, 

Tom from every nearer tie. 

Scar’d in heart, and lone, and blighted. 

Mote than this I scarce can die. 

Byran. 
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STANZAS TO AUGUSTA 

Though the d.ay of my destiny ’s over. 

And the star of my fate hath declined, 

Thy soft heart refused to discover 
The faults which so many could find ; 
Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted. 
It shrunk not to share it with me, _ 

And the love, which my spirit hath painted. 

It never hath found but in thee. 

Then, when nature around me is smiling 
The last smile which answers to mine, 

I do not believe it begtiiling, _ 

Because it reminds me of thine ; 

And when winds are at war svith the ocean, 

As the breasts I believed in vvith me, 

If their billows excite an emotion. 

It is that they bear me from thee. 

Though the rock of my last hope is shiver d, 
And its fragments are sunk in the wave. 
Though I feel that my soul is deliver d 
To pain— it shall not be its slave 1 
There is many a pang to pursue me : 

They may crush, but they shall not contemn. 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me 
’Tis of thee that I think — not of them 1 

Though human, thou didst not deceive me. 
Though woiuaHj thou didst not forsake. 
Though loved, thou forborest to grieve nic, 
Though slander’d, thou never couldst shake : 



BYRON 


Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me, 
Though parted, it 'vas not to fly, 

Though watchful, ’twas not to defame me. 

Nor, mute, that the world might belie. 

Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it, 

Nor the war of the many with one — 

If my soul svas not fitted to prire it, 

’Twas folly not sooner to shun : 

And if dearly that error hath cost me. 

And more than I once could foresee, 

I has’C found that, whatever it lost me, 

It could not deprive me of thee. 

From the wreck of the past, which hath perish’d. 
Thus much I at least may recall : 

It hath taught me that what I most cherish’d 
Deserved to be dearest of all : 

In the desert a fountain is springing, 

In the uide waste there still is a tree. 

And a bird in the solitude singing 
Which speaks to ray spirit of thee. 

Byron, 
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WHEN WE TWO PARTED 

When wc two parted 
In silence and tears. 

Half broken-hearted 
To sever for years. 

Pale grew thy cheek and cold. 
Colder thy kiss ; 

Tndy that hour foretold 
Sorrow to this. 

The dew of the morning 
Sunk chill on ray brow — 

It felt like the svarning 
Of what I feel now. 

Thy vows are all broken, 

And light is thy fame ; 

I hear thy name spoken. 

And share in its shame 
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They name thee before me, 

A knell to mine ear ; 

A shudder comes o’er me — 
YTiy wert tlion so dear? 
They know not I knew thee, 
Who knew thee too well : — 
Long, long shall I rue thee 
Too deeply to tell ! 

In secret we met — 

In silence I grieve, 

That thy heart could forget, 
Thy spirit deceive. 

If I should meet thee 
After long years, 

How should I greet thee?— 
With silence and tears. 
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and thou art dead 

And thou art dead, as young and fair. 

As aught of mortal birth . 

And form so soft, and ctorms so rare. 

Too soon return’d to Birth . 

Though Earth received them in her bed. 
And o’er the spot the crowd may tread 
in carelessness or mirth. 

There is an eye which could not brook 
A moment on that grave to look. 

I will liot .ask where thou best low. 

Nor gaze upon the spot ; 

There towers or weeds at will may grow. 
So I behold them not : 

It is enough for me to prove 
That what I loved, and long must .love. 
Like common earth can rot; 

To me there needs no stone to tell 
’Tis nothing, that I loved so well. 

Yet did I love thee to the last ■ 

As fervently as thou, 11 it,- 

Who didst not change through all the past. 
And canSt not alter now. 
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Nor age can chill, nor rival steal, 

Nor falsehood disavow : 

And, what were ssotse, thou canst not see 
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me. 


The better days of life were ours ; 

The worst can be but mine : 

The sun that cheers, the storm that lowers, 
Shall never more be thine. 

The silence of that dreamless sleep 
I envy now too much to weep ; 

Nor need I to repine 
That all those charms have pass'd away 
I might have watch’d through long decay. 

The flower in ripen’d bloom unmatch’d 
Must fall the earliest prey ; 

Though by no hand unUmely snatch’d, 

The leaves must drop away : 

And yet it were a greater grief 
To watch it withenng, leaf by leaf. 

Than sec it pluck’d to-day ; 

Since earthly eye but ill c.an bear 
To trace the change to foul from fair, 

I know not if I could have borne 
To see thy beauties fade ; 

The night that follow’d such a mom 
Had worn a deeper shade : 

Thy day without a cloud hath pass’d 
And thou wert lovely to the last : 

Extingtiish’d, not decay’d — 

As stats that shoot along the sky 
Shine brightest as they fall from high. 

As once I w ept, if I could w cop, 

My tears might well be shed 
To think I was not near to keep 
One vigil o’er thy bed : 

To gaze, how fondly! on thy face. 

To fold thee in a iaint embrace, 

Uphold thy drooping head, . 

And show that love, however v.ain. 

Nor thou nor I can feel again. 
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Yet how much less il were to gain, 

Thoiigh thou hast left me free, 

Tlic loveliest things that still remain 
Than thus remember thee 1 
The all of thine that cannot die 
Through dark and dread Eternity 
Returns again to me. 

And more that buried love endears 
Than aught, except its living years. 

Byron. 
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THERE'S NOT A JOY THE WORLD CAN GIVE 

There 's not a joy the world can give like that it takes away ! 
^Vhen the glow of early thought declines in feeling’s dull decay, 
'Tis not on youth’s smooth Aeek the blush alone, which fades so 
fast, 

But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth itself be past. 

Then the few, whose spirits float above the wreck of happiness. 

Are driven o’er the shoals of guilt or ocean of excess : 

The magnet of their course is gone, or only points in vain 
The shore to which their shiver’d sail shall never stretch again. 

Then the mortal coldness of the soul like death itself comes down ; 
lit cannot feel for others’ woes, it dare not dream its own ; 

That heavy chill has frozen o’er the fountain of our tears, 

And though the eye may sparkle still, ’tis where the ice appears. 

Though wit may flash from fluent lips, and mirth distract the 
breast. 

Through midnight hours that yield no more their former hope of 
rest ; 

’Tis but as ivy-leaves around the ruin’d turret wreath. 

All green and wildly fresh without but worn and grey beneath. 

O, could I feel as I have felt, — or be what I have been. 

Or weep as I could once have wept, o’er many a v anish’d scene ! 

As spnngs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish though they be, 
So midst the withered waste of life those tears would flow to me. 

Byron, 
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THERE BE NONE OF BEAUTY’S DAUGHTERS 

There be none of Beauty’s daughters 
With a magic like thee ; 

And like music on the ssaters 
Is thy sweet voice to me ; 

When, as if its sound were eausing 
The charmed ocean’s musing, 

The waves lie still and gleaming, 

And the lull’d winds seem dreaming. 

And the midnight moon is weaving 
Her bright chain o’er the deep, 

Whose breast is gently heaving. 

As an Infant’s asleep : 

So the spirit bows before thee, 

To listen and adore thee, 

With a full but soft emotion, 

Like the swell of summer’s ocean. 

Bynn. 
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MY BOAT IS ON THE SHORE 

My boat is on the shore, 

And my bark is on the sea ; 

But, before I go, Tom Moore, 

Here ’s a double health to thee I 

Here ’s a sigh to those w ho love me. 
And a smile to those who hate ; 

And, whatever sky ’s above me. 

Here ’s a heart for every fate. 

Though the ocean roar around me. 
Yet it still shall bear me on ; 

Though a desert should surround me. 
It hath springs that may be won. 

Were ’t the last drop in the well. 

As I gasped upon the brink, 

Ere my fainting spirit fell, 

’Tis to thee that I would drink. 
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With tlial water, as this wine, 

Tl\p libation 1 would pour , 

Shmtld be Peace with thtnc and >ninc, 
And a health to thee, Tom Moore . 

Byrofi* 
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so, WE LL GO NO MORE A ROVING 

So, we’ll po no more a roving 
Rn late into the night, . 

Though the heart be still “ 

And the moon be still as bnght. 

For the sword outwears ( 

And the soul wears out 
And the heart must pause to breathe, 

And love itself have rest. 

Thouch the night was made for loving, 

fflheda^etums too soon. 

Yet we ’ll go no more a roving 
By the light of the moon. 




o, talk 
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not to me 


o, TALK not to mo of a namo g 
The days of our youth ‘ “ {wo-and-twenty 

And the myrtle and ivy i e^cr so plenty. 

. Are worth all your laurels, thougn eve 1 

What are garlands and 'Ildew'bcsprinWed. 

■Tis but as^ dead.flower with Ma> "ew^^^P.^ 

only give glory. 

O Fame !-if I o’or of‘^thy®hU”sou^^ 

, ’Twas less for the sake of ‘hy " b discover 

Than to see the bright her. 

She thought that I was not unwortny 


Tinkled? 
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There chiefly I sought thee, there only 1 found thee ; 

Her glance was the best of the rays that surround thee ; 
When it sparkled o’er aught that was bright in my story, 
I knew it was love, and I felt it was glory. 

Byyen, 
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THE ISLES OF GREECE 

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece ! 

Where burning Sappho loved and sung, 
Where grew the arts of war and peace, 
Where Delos rose, and Pheebus sprung ! 
Eternal summer gilds them yet. 

But all, except their sun, is set. 

The Scian and the Teian muse, 

The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute, 

Have found the fame your shores refuse ; 

Their place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds which echo further west 
Than your sires’ ‘ Islands of the Blest.’ 

The mountains look on Marathon — 

And Marathon looks on the sea; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dream’d that Greece might still be free ; 
For, standing on the Persian’s grave, 

I could not deem myself a slave. 

A king sate on the rocky brow 
lYhich looks o’er sea-born Salamis ; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below, 

And men in nations — ^.all were his ! 

He counted them at brc.ak of day — 

And when the sun set, where were they ? 

And where are they? and where art thou, 
My country ? On thy voiceless shore 
The heroic lay is tuneless now — 

The heroic bosom beats no more ! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine. 
Degenerate into hands like mine ? 
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TR somethinR, in the deaith of fame, 
Though link’d among a fetter’d race, 
To feel at least a patriot’s shame, 

Even as I sing, suffuse my face ; 

For what is left the poet here? 

For Greeks a blush— for Greece a tear. 

Must we but weep o’er days more hlest? 

Must we but blush ? Our fathers bled. 
Earth ! render back from out thy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 

Of the three hundred grant but three 
To make a new Thcrmopyloe ! 


TOtat, silent still ? and silent all ? 

Ah 1 no the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall, 

And answer ‘ I.et one living head. 
But one, arise— «e come, wa: come ! 

’Tis but the living who arc dumb. 

In vain— in vain ! Strike other chords, 
Fill high the cup with Samian wine . 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes. 

And shed the blood of Sao s vine 1 
Hark ! rising to the iCToble all— 

IIow answers each bold Bacchinal . 

You have the I’yrrhic dance as yet- 
Where is the I’ynhic phalanx gone? 

Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nobler .and the manlier one? 

You have the letters Cadmus ga\ e— 
Think ye, he meant them for a slave? 

Fill hi"h the Imwl with Samian wine ! 

We will not think of themes like these . 
It made Anacreon’s song divine : 

He sers'cd — but served Polycrates 
A tyrant ; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 

The tj-rant of the Chersonese 

Was freedom’s best and bravest friend ; 
That tyrant was Miltiadcs I , , , , 

O ! that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind 1 
Such chains as his were sure to bind. 
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Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

On Suli’s rock and Parga’s shore 
Exists the remnant of a line 

Such as the Doric mothers bore ; 

And there, perhaps, some seed is sown, 

The Heracleidan blood might own. 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 

They have a king who bu3’S and sells 1 
In native swords, and nati\ e ranks, 

The only hope of courage dwells ; 

But Turkish force and Latin fraud 
Would break your shield, however broad. 

' Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade — 

I see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But, gazing on each glowing maid. 

My own the burning tear-drop lai es. 

To tliink such breasts must suckle slaves. 

Place me on Sunium’s marbled steep, 

Wiere nothing, save tlie waves and I, 

May hear our mutual murmurs sw eep : 

There, swan-like, let me sing and die. 

A land of slav es shall ne’er be mine — 

Dash down jon cup of Samian wine ! 

Byron. 


380 

ON THIS DAY I COMPLETE MY THIRTY- 
SIXTH YEAR' 

Tis time this heart should be unmo\ ed. 

Since others it hatli ceased to mo\ e : 

Yet, though I cannot be beloved, 
bull let me love ! 

My days are in tlie yellow leaf ; 

The flowers and fruits of love are gone ; 

The worm, the canker, and the grief 
Are mine alone ! 

The fire that on my bosom preys 
Is lone as some volcanic isle : 

No torch is kindled at its blare — 

A funeral pile. 
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The hope, the fear, the jealous care, 

The exalted portion of the pain 
And power of love, I cannot share. 

But wear tlic chain. 

But ^tis not thus — and ’tis not here — 

Such thoughts should shake my soul, nor now, 
Where gloty decks the hero’s bier. 

Or binds his brow. 

The sword, the banner, and the field. 

Glory and Greece, around me see ! 

The Spartan, borne upon his shield, 

AVas not more free 

Awake ! (not Greece — she is awake !) 

Awake, my spirit ! Think through whom 
Thy life blood tracks its parent lake. 

And then stnke home ! 


Tread those reining passions down, 
Unworthy manheSd ! — Unto thee 
Indifferent sliould the smile or frown 
Of beauty be. 


If thou regret’st thy jouth, why liie ? 

The land of honourable death 
Is here : — up to the field, and give 
Away thy breath ' 


Seek out — less often sought than found — 
A soldier’s grave, for thee the best; 
Then look around, and choose thy ground, 
And take th> rest. 


Byror 
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ODE TO THE WEST WIND 
' I 

O WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being, 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Ate dnven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing 

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red. 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes • O thou. 

Who chanotest to their dark wintry bed 
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The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low. 

Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the spring shall blow 

Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Drhing sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 

With living hues and odours plain and hiH : 

Wild Spirit, which art moving every where, 

Destrojer and preserver, hear, O, hear ' 

II 

Thou on whose stream, ’mid the steep sky’s commotion 
Loose clouds, tike earth’s decaying leaves, arc shed, 
Shook from Uie tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 

Angels of rain and lightning : there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 

Of some fierce Mienad, even from the dim verge 
Of the honzon to the zenith’s height. 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 

Vaulted with all tliy congregated might 

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst : O, hear ' 

III 

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 

Lulled by the cod of his cryst.Mhne streams. 

Beside a pumice isle in Baise’s bay. 

And saw in sleep old palaces and lowers 
Qiuvenng vvathin the wave’s intenser day. 

All overgrown w ith azure moss and flowers 
So sweet, the sense hunts pictunng them I Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic’s level powers 

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods, which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 
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Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear, 

And tremble and despoil themselves : O, hear 1 

rv 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear ; 

If I vv ere a su ift cloud to fly with thee ; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontrollable I If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven. 

As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision : I would ne’er have striven 

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need ! 

0 ! lift me as a wav e, a leaf, a cloud ! 

1 fall upon the thorns of life I I bleed ! 

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee : tameless, and swift, and proud. 

V 

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is : 

What if my leav es are falling like its own ! 

Tlie tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

Wll take from both a deep, autumnal tone. 

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce, 

My spirit I Be thou me, impetuous one ! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth ! 

And, by the incantation of this verse. 

Scatter, as from an unestinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind ! 

Be through my lips to unawakened earth 

The trumpet of a prophecj ! O wind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind ? 

Ptrey Byssht ShMley 

y 



SHELLEY 


382 

THE CLOUD 

I BRING fresh showers for the thirsting flowers 
From the seas and the streams. 

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid 
In their noon^day dreams. 

From my wings are shalcen the dews that waken 
The sweet buds every one, 

AVhen rocked to rest on their mother's breast, 

As she dances about the sun. 

I \vield the flail of the lashing hail. 

And whiten the green plains under. 

And then again I dissolve it in rain. 

And laugh as I pass in thunder. 

1 sift the snow on the mountains below. 

And their great pines groan aghast ; 

And all the night 'tis my pillow while, 

WTiile I sleep in the arms of the blast 
Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers. 

Lightning my pilot sits ; 

In a cavern under is fettered the thunder, — 

It struggles and howls at fits. 

Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion, 

This pilot is guiding me. 

Lured by the love of the genii that move 
In the depths of the purple sea ; 

Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills. 

Over the takes and the plains, 

YTierevcr he dream, under mountain or stream. 

The Spirit he loves remains ; 

And I all the while bask in heaven’s blue smile. 

Whilst he is dissolring in rains. 

The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes 
And his burning plumes outspread, 

Leaps on tlie back of my ^ing rack. 

When the morning star shines dead. 

As on the jag of a mountain crag, 

Which .an earthquake rocks and swings. 

An eagle alii one moment may sit 

In the light of its golden wings ; 

And when sunset may breathe, from the lit sea beneath. 
Its ardours of rest and of love. 
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And the crimson pall of eve may fall 

From the depth of heaven above. 

With wings folded I rest on mine airy nest 
As still as a brooding dove. 

That orbed maiden with white fire laden, 

IVhom mortals call the moon. 

Glides glimmering o’er my fleece-like floor 
By the midnight breezes strewn ; 

And wherever the beat of her unseen feet. 

Which only the angels hear. 

May have broken the woof of my tent’s thin roof, 

The stars peep behind her and peer ; 

And I laugh to see them whirl and flee 
Like a swarm of golden bees, 

When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent. 

Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas, 

Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high, 

Are each paved with the moon and these. 

I bind the sun’s throne with a burning zone. 

And the moon’s with a girdle of pearl. 

The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim, 
^Vhen the whirhvmds my banner unfurl. 

From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape, 

Over a torrent sea, 

Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof— 

The mountains its columns be. 

The triumphal arch, through which I march 
With hurricane, fae, and snow, 

When the powers of the air are chained to my chair, 

Is the million-coloured bow ; 

The sphere-fire above its soft colours wove, 

AVhile the moist earth was laughing below. 

I am the daughter of earth and water 
And the nursling of the sky. 

I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores : 

I change, but I cannot die. 

For after the rain when, with never a stain. 

The pavilion of heaven is bare, 

And the winds and sunbeams with their convex gleams 
Build up the blue dome of air, 

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph. 

And out of the caverns of rain, 

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb, 
I arise and unbuild it again. 

fercy Bysshe Shelley. 
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ASTR^A REDUX 

The world’s great age begins anew, 

The golden years return, 

The earth doth like a snake renew 
Her winter weeds outworn : 

Heaven smiles, and faiths and empires gleam 
Like WTCcks of a dissolving dream. 

A brighter Hellas rears its mountains 
From waves serener far ; 

A new Peneus rolls his fountains 
Against the morning-star ; 

Where fairer Tempes bloom, there sleep 
Young Cyclads on a sunnier deep. 

A loftier Argo eleaves the main, 

Fraught with a later prire ; 

Another Orpheus sings again. 

And loves, and weeps, and dies ; 

A new Ulysses leaves once more 
Cal)'pso for his nativ e shore. 

O, write no more the talc of Troy, 

If earth Death’s scroll must be ! 

Nor mu, with Laian rage the joy 
AVhich dawns upon the free. 

Although a subtler Sphinx renew 
Riddles of death Thebes never knew- i 

Another Athens shall arise. 

And to remoter time 
Bequeath, like sunset to the skies. 

The splendour of its prime. 

And leave, if naught so bright may live. 

All earth can take or Heaven can give. 

Saturn and Love their long repose 
Shall burst, more bright and good 
Than all who fell, thim One who rose, 

Than many unsubdued : 
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Not gold, not blood, their altar dowers, 

But votive tears and symbol flowers. 

O, cease ! must hate and death return ? 

Cease ! must men kill and die ? 

Cease ! drain not to its dregs the urn 
Of bitter propheq*. 

The world is weary of the past 
O, might It die or test at last ! 

Percy Bysshe Shelley 


384 

THr SONG OF PAN 


From the forests and highlands 
We come, we come ! 

From the river girt islands 
Where loud waves are dumb, 

Listening to my sweet pipings ! 

The wind in the reeds and the rushes, 
The bees on the bells of th}’me, 

The birds on the myrtle bushes, 

The cicale above in the lime. 

And the lizards below in tte grass. 
Were as silent as ever old Tmolus Was, 
Listening to my sweet pipings. 


Liquid Peneus was flowing, 

And all dark Tempe lay 
In Pelion’s shadow, outgrowing 
The light of the dying day. 

Speeded by my sweet pipings. 

The SUeni, and Sylvans, and Fauns, 

And the nymphs of the woods and waves. 
To the edg^ of the moist nver-lawns 
And the brink of the deivy^ves. 

And all that did then attend and follow. 
Were silent with love, as you now, Apollo, 
With envy of my sweet pipings. 
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I sang of the dandng stars, 

I sang of the datda! Earth, 

And of Heaven, and the Giant Wars, 

And Love, and Death, and Birth — 

And then I changed my pipings ; 

Singing how down the vale of Menalus 
I pursued a maiden and clasped a reed ! 

Gods and men, we are all deluded thus : 

It breahs in our bosom, and then we bleed : 

All wept, as I think both ye now would, 

If envy or age had not froren your blood, 

At the sorrow of my sweet pipings. 

Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
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THE INDIAN SERENADE 

I ARISE from dreams of thee 
In the first sweet sleep of night, 

MTien the winds are breathing low. 

And the stars are shining bright : 

I arise from dreams of thee. 

And a spirit in my feet 

Hath led me — who knows how 1 

To thy chamber window. Sweet I 

The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark, the silent stream — 

And the champaVs odours fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream ; 

The nightingale’s complaint, 

It dies upon her heart ; — 

As I must on thine, 

0 beloved as thou art 1 

O, lift me from the grass I 

1 die ! I faint ! I fail ! 

Let thy love in kisses nun 
On my lips and eyelids pale. 

My cheek is cold and while, alas 1 
My heart beats loud and first — 

O, press it to thine own again, 

AVhere it will break at last ! 

Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
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karely, rarely, comest thou 

Rarely, rarely comest thou, 

Spirit of Delight 1 
Wherefore hast thou left me now 
Many a day and night? 

Many a weary night and day 
Tis since thou art fled away. 

How shall ever one like me 
Win thee back again? 

With the joyous and the free 
Thou wUt scoff at pain. 

Spirit false 1 thou hast fo^ot 
All but those who need thee not. 


As a lizard with the shade 
Of a trembling leaf, 

Thou with sorrow art dismayed ; 

Even the sighs of gnef 
Reproach thee, that thou art not near. 
And reproach thou wilt not hear. 


Let me set my mournful ditty 
To a merry measure : 

Thou wilt never come for pity, 
Thou ivilt come for pleasure ; 


Pity then ivill cut away 

Those cruel wings, and thou wilt stay. 


I love all that thou lovest, 
T^e^Mi^:£ith^'n new leaves dressed. 

And the starry night. 

Autumn evening, and the mom 
When the golden mists are born. 

I love snow, and all the forms 
Of the radiant frost ; 

I love w.aves, and winds, and storms 

Everything alrnost 

Which is Nature s, and may be 
Untainted by man’s misery. 
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I love tranquil solitude, 

And such society 
As is quiet, A\icc, and good ; 

Bet%\ een thee and me 
AYhat difference? — But thou dost possess 
The things I seek, not lose them less. 

1 lose Los-e — though he has ssings. 

And like light can flee ; 

But abos e all other things, 

Spirit, I love tliee — 

Thou art lose and life ! O, come. 

Make once more my heart thy home ! 

Petty B)sshe Shellr^ 
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I FEAR THY KISSES 

I FEAR thy kisses, gentle maiden, 

Thou needest not fear mine : 

My spirit is too deeply laden 
Es’er to burthen thme. 

1 fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion, 
Thou needest not fear mine : 

Innocent is the heart’s devotion 
With sshich I ssorship thine. 

Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
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TO NIGHT 

SsviPTLY ss-alk o’er the ssestem ss-ave, 
Spirit of Night ! 

Out of the misty eastern cas-e. 

Where all the long and lone daylight. 
Thou ss-ovest dreams of joy and fear. 

Winch make thee terrible and dear 

Ssvift be thy flight J 

W’mp thy form in a mantle grey, 
Star-msvrought ! 

Blind svith thine hair the ej es of Day 
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Kiss her until she be u earied out, 

Then wander o’er city, and sea, and land, 
Touching all with thine opiate wand— 
Come, long sought 1 


^Yhen I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sighed for thee ; 

When light rode high, and the dew was gone. 
And noon lay hea \7 on flower and tree, 

And the weary Day turned to his rest. 
Lingering like an unloved guest, 

1 sighed for thee. 


Thy brother Death came, and cried 
‘ Wouldst thou me ? ’ 

Thy sweet child Sleep, the fihny-eyed. 
Murmured like a noon-tide bee * 

‘ Shall I nestle near tliy side? 

Wouldst thou me?’— And I replied :— 
No, not thee ! 


Death svill come when thou art dead. 

Soon, too soon 1 

Sleep come when thou art fled. 

Of neither would I ask the boon 
1 ask of thee, beloved Night- 
Swift be thine approaching flight. 

Come soon, soon ! „ , o, „ 

Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
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FROM THE ARABIC: AN IMITATION 

My faint spirit was sitting in the light 
Of thy looks, my love ; 

It panted for thee like the hind at noon 
For the brooks, my love. 

Thy barb whose hoofs outspeed the tempest s flight 
Bore thee far from me ; 

My heart, for my^ weak feel were weary soon, 

Did companion thee. 

Ah 1 fleeter far than fleetest storm or steed. 

Or the death they bear, 

The heart which tender thought clothes like a dove 
With the wings of care ; 
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In the battle, in the datltness, in llie need. 

Shall mine dine to thee, 

Nor claim one smile lor all the comfort, love. 

It may brino to thee. 

Ptrey I3f!she Shtll/y, 


390 

SON G 

Music, when soft voices die. 

Vibrates in the memory ; 

Odours, when su'cet violets sichen. 

Live within the sense they rjuicken ; 
Rose-leaves, when the rose is dead. 

Are heaped for the belovf-d’s bed : 

And so tliy thoughts, when thou art gone. 
Love itself shall slumber on. 

Percy Bysshe Shelley, 
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LAMENT 

O WORLD 1 O life 1 O time I 
On whose last steps I climb. 

Trembling at that where I had stood before, 
\Vhen will return the glory of your prime ? 

No more — O, never more ! 

Out of the day and night 
A joy has taken flight : 

Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar. 
Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight 
No more — O, never more ! 

Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
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A BRIDAL SONG 

The golden gates of Sleep unbar. 

Where Strength and Beauty, met together. 
Kindle their image, like a star 
In a sea of glassy weather. 
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Night, with all thy stars look down— 
Darkn(^, wecp_ thy holiest dew — 

Never smiled the inconstant moon 
On a pair so true i 
Let eyes not see their own delight : 

Haste, swift Hour, and thy flight 
Oft renew ! 

Fairies, sprites, and angels keep her 1 
Holy stars, permit no wrong ! 

And return to wake the sleeper, 

Da%yn — ere it be long 1 
O joy ! O fear ! what will be done 
In the absence of the sun 1 
Come along 1 

Ptrey Bysshe Shelley. 
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SONG 

When the lamp is shattered, 

The light in the dust lies dead ; 

^^'hen the cloud is scattered, 

The rainbow’s glory is shed ; 

When the lute is broken. 

Sweet tones are remembered not ; 

\Vhen the lips have spoken, 

Loved accents are soon foi^ot. 

As music and splendour 
Survive not the lamp and the lute. 

The heart’s echoes render 
No song nhen the spint is mute : 

No song but sad dirges. 

Like the mnd through a ruined cell, 

Or the mournful surges 
That ring the dead seaman’s knell. 

When hearts have once mingled, 

Lov e first leaves the well-built nest : 

The weak one is singled 
To endure what it once possessed. 

O Love ! uho beivailest 
The frailty of all things here, 
tVhy choose you the frailest 
For your cradle, your home and your bier? 
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39S 

HYMN TO PAN 

‘ O THOO, whose mighty palace doth hang 
From jagged trunks, and overshado\vcth 
Eternal whispers, glooms, the birth, life, death 
Of unseen flowers in heavy peacefulness ; 

WTio lovest to see the Hamadryads dress 

Their ruffled locks where 

And through whole solemn hours dost sit, and hearken 
The dreary melody of bedded reeds 
In desolate places, where dank moisture breeds 
The pipy hemlock to strange overgrowth. 

Bethinking thee, how melancholy loth 
Thou wast to lose fair S)'rinx— do thou now. 

By thy love’s milky brow. 

By all the trembling mazes that she ran. 

Hear us, great Pan ! 

« O thou, for whose soul-soothing quiet turtles 
Passion their voices cooingly mong m>rtles. 

What time thou wanderest at eventide 
Through sunny meadows, that ouUkirt the ^de 
Of thiL enmossa realms : O thou, 

Broad•leav^d fig-trees even now foredoom 
Their ripened fruitage ; 

Their golden honey-combs; our . 

Their ^irest-blossomed l^ns and poPP'^^ > 

All its completions— be quickly near, 

% ever}^ vimd that nods the mountain pine, 
o forester divine ! 

‘Thou, to whom every Faun and Satyr flies 

Or by mysterious enticement draw _ 

Bewildered shepherds to 

Or to tread breathless ‘ 

And gather up all 

For thee to tumble into Naiads cells. 
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And, being hidden, laugh at their out-peeping ; 

Or to delight thee with fantastic leaping, 

The while they pelt each other on the crown 
With silver)’ oah -apples, and fir-cones brown — 

By all the echoes that aljout thee ring, 

Hear us, O satyr king ! 

‘ O Hearkener to the loud-clapping Shears, 

While ever and anon to his shorn peers 
A ram goes bleating: Winder of the Horn, 

When snouted wild-boars, routing tender corn. 

Anger our huntsmen : Breather round our farms. 

To keep off mildews, and all weather harms : 

Strange Ministrant of undesenb^d sounds, 

That come a-sn ooning over hollow grounds, 

And wither drearily on barren moors : 

Dread Opener of the Mysterious Doors 
Leading to universal knowledge — sec. 

Great Son of Dryope, 

The many that are come to pay their vows 
With leaves about their brows ! 

* Be still the unimaginable lodge 
For solitat)’ thinkings ; such as dodge 
Conception to the very bourne of heaven. 

Then leave the naked brain ! be still the leaven, 

That spreading in this dull and clodded earth, 

Gives It a touch ethereal — a new birth ! 

Be still a symbol of immensity ; 

A firmament reflected in a sea ; 

An clement filling the space between ; 

-An unknown — but no more 1 We humbly screen 
With uplift bands our foreheads, lowly bending, 

And, giving out a shout most heaven-rending, 

Conjure thee to receive our humble Pican 
Upon thy Mount Lycean 1’ 

lokn Kecis. 
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THE INDIAN LADY 
X 

O Sorrow ! 

dost borrow 

The natural hue of healths from \ermcil lips?— 
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To give maiden blushes 
To the white rose bushes ? 

Or IS it thy dewy hand the daisy tips? 

O Sorrow ! 

Why dost borrow 

The lustrous passion from a falcon eye ? — 

To give the glow worm light? 

Or, on a moonless night, 

To tinge, on syren shores, the salt sea-spry ? 

O Sorrow ’ 

\\Tiy dost borrow 

The mellow ditties from a mourning tongue ? — 

To give at evening pale 
Unto the nightingale, 

That thou mayest listen the cold dews among ? 

0 Sorrow ' 

^VhJ dost borrow 

Heart’s lightness from the merriment of May ? 

A lover would not tread 
A cowslip on the head. 

Though he should dance from eve till peep of day — 

Nor any drooping flower 
Held sacred for thy bower. 

Wherever he may sport himself and play. 

To Sorrow ' 

1 bade good morrow, 

And thought to leave her far away behind , 

But cheerly, chcerly ' 

She loves me dearlj ; 

She IS so constant to me, and so kind : 

I would deceive her. 

And so leave her. 

But ah ' she is so constant and so kind 


II 

Beneath mj palm-trees, by the nver side, 

I sat a a eeping ; in the whole world w ide 
Tliere was no one to ask me why I wept — 
And so I kept 

Brimming the water lily cups with tears 
Cold as my feats. '' 
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Beneath my palm-trees, by the river side, 

I sat a-wceping : tthat enamour'd bride, 

Cheated by shadowy wooer from the clouds, 

But hides and shrouds 
Beneath dark palm-trees by a river side ? 

And as I sat, over the light blue hills 
There came a noise of revellers : the rills 
Into the wide stream came of purple hue — 

’Twas Bacchus and his crew ! 

The earnest trumpet spake, and silver thrills 
From kissing cymbals made a merry din — 

’Trvas Bacchus and his kin ! 

Like to a moving vintage down they came. 
Crown’d with green leaves, and faces all on flame ; 
All madly dancing through the pleasant valley. 

To scare thee. Melancholy ! 

O then, O then, thou rvast a simple name ! 

And I forgot thee, as the berried holly 
By shepherds is forgotten, when in June, 

Tall chestnuts keep away the sun and moon — 

I rush’d into the folly ! . . . 


Ill 

‘ Vi’hencc came ye, merry Damsels 1 whence came ye. 
So many, and so many, and such glee ? 

Why have } e left your bowers desolate. 

Your lutes, and gentler fate?’ — 

‘ We follow Bacchus ! Bacchus on the wing, 
A-conquering ! 

Bacchus, young Bacchus I good or ill betide. 

We dance before him thorough kingdoms wide : — 
Come hither, lady fair, and joined be 
To our wild minstrelsy 1 ’ 

‘ Whence came ye, jolly Satyrs ! whence came ye. 

So many, and so many, and such glee ? 

^Vhy hare ye left your forest haunts? why left 
Your nuts in oak-tree cleft?’ — 

‘ For wine, for wine we left our kernel tree ; 

For wine we left our heath, and yellow brooms, 

And cold mushrooms ; 

For wine we follow Bacchus through the earth ; 

Great god of breathless cups and chirping mirth ! 
Come hither, lady lair, and joined be 
To our mad minstrelsy 1 ’ 
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IV 

Ot'tr v-!<ic streanv: luitl mountains great we went, 
And, save when liacclius kept hL? ivj- tent, 
Ornvard the tiset and the leojianl pints, 

Wilii Asian clepliants : 

Onward these m)aia(Ls— widi sonp and dance. 
With tebras Ftrii>cd and sleek Aiabians’ prance, 
Wcb-fboteil ailipitors, crocodiles, 

Itciring ujion their scaly iiacks, in fdes, 

I’iump inunt latip.hcxs niimicking the oiil 
Of seamen and stout pallej'-towers’ toil : 

With toying oars and silken sails tlic)' glide. 

Not cate for wind and tide. 

Mounted on panthers’ furs .and lions’ manes, 
I'fom rear to v.an they scour about the plains; 

A three days’ journey in n moment done ; 

And always, at the rising of the sun, 

About the wilds they hunt with si>car and horn. 
On spleenful unicorn. 

1 saw Osiri.an Egypt kneel adown 

Before die vine-wreath crown ! 

I saw parch’d Ahyssinha rouse and sin," 

To the silver cymbals* ring I 
I saw the whelming \antagc hotly pierce 
Old Tart.ary the fierce 3 
Tlie kings of Ind dieir jonel-sccptrcs vad, 

And from their treasures scatter pearled liail ; 
Great Brahma from his mystic heaven groans, 
And all his priesthood moans. 

Before young Bacchus’ eye-wink turning pale I 
Into these regions came I, following mm. 
Sick-hearted, weary — so I took a whim 
To stray away into these forests drear. 

Alone, without a peer : 

And I have told thee all thou mayest hear. 


V 

Young stranger 1 
I 'vc been a ranger 

In search of pleasure throughout every dime, 
Alas ! ’tis not for me : .. 
Bewitch’d I sure must be,'. 

To lose in grieving all my maiden prime. 
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Come then. Sorrow, 

Sweetest Sorrow ! 

Like an own babe I nurse thee on my breast : 

I thought to leave thee, 

And deceive thee, 

But now of all the world I love thee best. 

There is not one, 

No, no, not one 

But thee to comfort a poor lonely maid : 

Thou art her mother 
And her brother. 

Her playmate and her wooer in the shade.’ 

John Keats. 
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TO THE POETS 

Bards of Passion and of Mirth, 

Ye have left your souls on earth ! 
Have ye souls in heaven too. 
Double-lived in regions new ? 

Yes, and those of heaven commune 
With the spheres of sun and moon ; 
AVith the noise of fountains wondrous 
And the parle of voices thund’rous ; 
With the whisper of heaven’s trees 
And one another, in soft ease 
Seated on Elysian lawns 
Browsed by none but Dian’s fawns ; 
Underneath large blue-bells tented, 
Where the daises are rose-scented. 
And the rose herself has got 
Perfume which on earth is not ; 
Where the nightingale doth sing 
Not a senseless, tranced thing, 

But divine melodious truth. 
Philosophic numbers smooth. 

Tales and golden histories 
Of heaven and its mysteries. 

Thus ye live on high, and then 
On the earth ye live again ; 

And the souls ye left behind you 
Teach us, here, the way to find you. 
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Where your other souls are joying, 

Never slumber’d, never cloying. 

Here your earth-bom souls still speak 
To mortals, of their little week ; 

Of Uieir sorrows and delights ; 

Of their passions and their spites 
Of their glory and their shame ; 

"What doth strengthen and what maim ; 
Thus ye teacli us, every day. 

Wisdom, though fled far away 1 

Bards of Passion and of Mirth, 

Ye have left your souls on earth 1 
Ye have souls in heaven too. 
Double-lived in regions new ! 

John JCeatt. 
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TO PSYCHE 

0 Goddess ! hear these tuneless numbers, wrung 
By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear. 

And pardon that thy secrets should be sung 
Even into thine own soft-conched ear : 

Surely I dreamt to-d.ay, or did I see 
The winged Psyche with awakened eyes ? 

1 wandered in a forest thoughtlessly. 

And, on the sudden, fainting mm surpnse, 

Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side 
In deepest grass, beneath the whispering roo 
Of leaves add trembled blossoms, where there ran 

A brooklet, scarce espied : 

’Mid hushed, cool-rooted flowers fragrant-eye , 
Blue, silver-white, and budded 
They lay calm-breathing on the bedded gri^s , 

Their arms embrace, and their P>n>ons > 
Their Ups touched not, but had not bade adieu 
As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber. 

And ready still past kisses to outnumber 
At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love : 

The winged boy I knew ; 

But who wast thou, O happy, happy dovet 
His Psyche true ! 



KEATS 


O latcst-bom and loveliest vision far 
Of all Olympus’ faded hierarchy I 

Fairer than Phcehe’s sapphire regioned star 
Or Vesper, amorous glow-a onn of (he sky ; 

Fairer than these, though temple thou bast none, 
Nor altar heaped with flowers ; 

Not Virgin-choir to make delidous moan 
Upon the midnight hours ; 

No voice, no lute, no pipe, no meense sweet 
From ^ain-svmng censer teeming ; 

No shrine, no grov e, no oracle, no heat 
Of pale-mouthed prophet dreaming ! 

0 brightest ! though too late for antique vows, 
Too-too late for the fond believing Ijtc, 

When holy were the haunted forest boughs. 

Holy the air, the water, and the fire ; 

Yet ev en in these days so far retired 
From happy pieties, thy lucent fans. 

Fluttering among the faint Olympians, 

1 see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired 1 
So let me be thy choir, and make a moan 

Upon the midnight hours ! 

Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet 
From svnnged censer leemmg : 

Thy shnne, thy grove, thy omcle, thy heat 
Of pale mouth’d prophet dreaming. 


Yes, I will be thy pnest, and bmid a fane 
In some untrodden region of my mmd. 

Where branched thoughts, new -grown with pleasant pair 
Instead of pmes shall murmur in the wind : 

Far, far around shall those dark-clustered trees 
Fledge the vvald ndged mountains steep by steep ; 

And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees 
The moss lam Dryads shall be lull’d to sleep ; 

And in the midst of this wide quietness 

A rosy sanctuary will I dress 

With the wreath’d trellis of a working brain — 

With buds, and bells, and stars without a name. 

With all the gardener Fancy e’er could feign. 

Who, breeding flowers, will never breed the same : 
And there shall be for thee all soft delight 
That shadowy thought can win, 

A bright torch, and a casement ope at night 
To let the warm Lov e in ! 


/oAk Ktatt, 
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I cannot sec ivhat floners are at my feet, 

Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, 
But, in cmbalmdd darkness, guess each sw cct 
Valero with the seasonable month endow s 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild : 
White hawthorn, and the [nstoral eglantine ; 
Fast-fading \iolcts covet'd up in leaves ; 

And mid-hfay’s eldest child. 

The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer cv cs. 


Darkling I listen ; and — for many a time 
I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Call’d him soft names in many a mused rhyme. 

To take into the air my quiet breath — 

Now more than ever seems it nch to die. 

To cease upon the midnight with no pain. 
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstasj- ! 

Still woiildst thou sing, and I have cars in vain- 
To thy high requiem become a sod. 


Thou wast not bom for deatli, immortal Bird 1 
No hungry generations tread thee down ; 

The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown : 

Perhaps tlie self-same song that found a path 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
She stood in tears amid the alien com ; 

The same that oft-times hath 
Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 


Forlorn ! the very vvord is hke a bell 
To toll me back from thee to my sole self. 

Adieu ’ the fancy cannot cheat so well 
As she IS famed to do, deceiving elf I 
Adieu ! adieu ! thy plaintive anthem fades 
P.ast the near meadows, over the still stream. 

Up the hill side; and now ’tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades : 

Was it a vision, or a waking dream ? 

Fled is that music: — do I wake or sleep? 

John Kent!. 
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la belle dame sans merci 

‘ O, WHAT can ail thcc, kniglit-at-ams, 
Alone and palely , 

The sedge has wither d from the lake, 

And no birds sing. 

<0, what can ail thcc, knight-.at-arms, 

So haggard and so woe-begone? 

The sqmrrcl’s granary is full, 

And the harvest s done. 

* I sec a lily on thy brow 

With anguish moist and fever dew. 

And on thy cheeks a fading rose 

Fast withereth too. 

‘ I met a lady in j . 

Full beautiful— a faery s child . 

Her hair was long, her f^t was light, 

And her eyes were wild. 

‘ T made a garland for her head. 

And Mets too, and rone. 

She looked at roe as she did love, 

And made sweet moan. 

‘ I set her on my pacing sWcd, 

And nothing else "mg 

For sidelong would she bend, and sing 

A faery’s song. 

‘ She found me roots of relish sweet, 

And honey wild, and ._ 

And sure in language strange she said . 

‘ I love thee true . 

‘ 'i^Xrshe wept eyes" 

And there I shut her wild wild eyes 
With kisses four. 
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‘ And dicrc she lulled me asleep, 

And there I dreamed — ah 1 woe hclide 1 
The latest dream I c\cr dreamed 
On the cold hill’s side 1 


‘ I saw pale kings and princes loo. 

Pale warriors, death-pale were they all._ 
They cried : — ‘ La Belle Dame sans Mcrci 
Hath thee in thrall 1 ’ 

‘ I saw their starved lips in the gloam. 
With horrid warning gapdd wide. 

And I awoke and found me here 
On the cold hill’s side. 


‘ And this is why 1 sojourn here, 

Alone and palely loitering, 

Though the sedge is wither^ from the lake, 
And no birds sing.’ 

John Keats. 
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IT WAS THE TIME OF ROSES 


It was not in the winter 
Our lovmg lot was cast : 

It was the time of roses — 

We plucked them as we passed ! 

II 

That churlish season never froivn’d 
On early lovers yet ! 

O, no — the world was newly crown’d 
With flowers, when first we met. 

in 

’Twas twilight, and I bade you go. 

But still you held me fast : 

It was the time of roses — 

We plucked them as we passed. 

Thomas Hood, 
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dream -PEDLARY 

If there were dreams to sell, 

What would you buy ? 

Some cost a passing bell ; 

Some a light sigh 

That shakes from Lrfe s fresh crown ^ 

Only a rose-leaf down. 

If there were dreams to sell. 

Merry and sad to tell. 

And the crier rung the bell. 

What would you buy? 


A cottage lone and still. 

With bowers nigh, 

Shadorvy, my woes to still, 

Until I die. 

Such pearl from Life’s fresh crown 
Fain would I shake me down- 
Were dreams to have at lyill, 

This would best heal my ill, 

This would I buy. 


But there were dreams to sell 
111 didst thou buy; 

Life is a dream, they tell, 
Waking, to die. 

Dreaming, a dream to pnie. 
Is wishing ghosts to nse ; 
And, if I had the spell 
To call the buned well. 
Which one would I ? 
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If thou wilt ease thine heart 
Of love and all its smart. 

Then sleep, dear, sleep. 

And not a sorrow ! 

Hang any tear on your eyelashes I 

Lie still and deep, 

Sad soul, until the sea-wave washes 
The rim o’ the sun to-morrow 
In eastern sky. 
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But Psyche, liphfung her finger. 

Said i — ‘ badly this star I mistrust — 

Her pallor I strangely mistrust — 

O, hasten 1 — O, let us not linger ! 

O, fly ! — let us fly ! — for uc must.’ 

In terror she spoKe, letting sink her 

Wings until they trailed in the dust — 

In agony sohhed, letting sink her 

Plumes till ^ey trailed in the dust — 

Till they sorron fully trailed in the dust. 

I replied : — ‘ This is nothing but dreaming ; 

Let us on by this tremulous light I 
Let us bathe in this crystalline light ! 

Its Sybibc splendour is beaming 

With Hope and in Beauty to night : — 

See ! — it flickers up the sk} through the night ! 
Ah, \\c safely may trust to its gleaming, 

And be sure it mil lead us aright — 

We safely may trust to a gleaming 
That cannot but guide us aright, 

Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night. 

Thus I pacified Ps) die, and kissed her. 

And tempted her out of her gloom — 

And conquered her scruples and gloom ; 

And Me passed to the end of the snsta, 

But M ere stopped by the door of a tomb 
By the door of a Icgended tomb ; 

And I said . — ‘ \Vhat is written, sm eet sister, 

On the door of this legended tomb ? ’ 

She replied : — ‘ Ulalnme — Ukalume — 

Tis the laiilt of thy lost Ulalume !’ 

Then my heart it grew ashen and sober 

As the leaves that were crisped and sere — 

As the leaves that were withering and sere — 
And I cried : — ‘ It vvas surely October 
On this very night of last je.ar 
That I loumeycd — I journeyed dow n here — 
That I brought a dread burden down here ! 

On this night of all nights in the j ear, 

Ah, what demon has tempted me here ? 

Well I know', now, this dim lake of Auber, 

This misty mid region of Weir — 

Well I knovv, now, this dank tarn of Auber, 

This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.’ 

Edgar Allan Fee, 
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FOR. ANNIE 

Thank Heaven 1 the crisis — 
The danger is past, 

And the lingering illness 
Is over at last — 

And the fever called ‘ Living ’ 
Is conquered at last. 

Sadly, I know 
I ain shorn of ni)' strength, 
And no muscle I move, 

As I lie at full length — 

But no matter ! — I feel 
I am better at length. 

And I test so composed, 

Now, in my bed. 

That any beholder 
Might fancy me dead — 
Might start at beholding me, 
Thinking me dead. 

The moaning and groaning, 
The sighing and sobbing 
Ate quieted now. 

With that horrible throbbing 
At heart — Ah ! that horrible, 
Horrible throbbing I 

The sickness — the nausea — 

The pitiless pain — 

Have ceased, with the fever 
That maddened my brain — 
With the fever called ‘ Living’ 
That burned in my brain. 

And O ! of all tortures 
That torture the worst 
Has abated— the terrible 
Torture of thirst 
For the naphthaline river 
Of Passion accurst — 

I have drunk of a water 
That quenches all thirst : — 
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Of a water that flows, 

With a lullaby sound, 

From a spring but a very few 
Feet under ground — 

From a cavern not very far 
Down under ground. 

And Ah ! let it never 
Be foolishly said 
That my room it is gloomy. 

And narrow my bed 
For man never slept 
In a diflerent bed — 

And, to sleep, you must slumber 
In just such a bed. 

My tantalised spirit 
Here blandly reposes. 
Forgetting, or never 
Regretting its roses — 

Its old agitations 
Of myrtles and roses : 

For now, while so quietly 
Dying, It fancies 
A holier odour 
About it, of pansies — 

A rosemary odour, 

Commmgled with pansies — 
With rue and the beautiful 
Puritan pansies. 

And so it lies happily. 

Bathing in many 
A dream of the truth 
And the beauty of Annie — 
Drowned in a bath 
Of the tresses of Annie. 

She tenderly kissed me, 

She fondly caressed. 

And then I fell gently 
To sleep on her breast — 
Deeply to sleep 
From the heaven of her breast. 

When the light was extinguished, 
She covered me warm. 
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And she pra>ed to the angels 
To keep me from harm — 

To the (jueen of tlie angels 
To shield me from liami. 

And I he so composedly, 

Now in my bed 
(Knowing her lo\e). 

That you fancy me dead — 

And I rest so contentedly, 

Now in my bed 
(With her lote at my breast), 

. That you fancy me dead — 

That ^ ou shudder to look at me, 
Thinkmg me dead : — 

But my heart it is bnghter 
Than all of the many 
Stars in the sky. 

For It sparkles with Annie — 

It glows with the light 
Of the lore of my Annie — 

■With the thought of the hght 
Of the eyes of my Annie. 

Isdfar Allan Pat, 
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THE HAUNTED PALACE 

In tlie greenest of our salleys 
By good angels tenanted, 

Once a fair and stately palace — 
Kadiant palace — reared its head. 

In the monarch Thought’s dominion, 
It stood there ! 

Nei er seraph spread a pimon 
Ot er fabnc half so fair t 

Banners yellow, glorious, golden. 

On Its roof did float and flow 
(This — ^all this — ivas in the olden 
Time long ago). 

And every gentle air that dalhed 
In that sweet day. 

Along the ramparts plumed and pallid, 
A winged odour went away. 
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Wanderers in that happy valley 
Through two luminous windows saw 
Spirits moving musically 
To a lute’s wcll-tunM law. 

Round about a throne where, sitting 
(Porphj'Togene !) 

In state his glory well befitting, 

The ruler of the realm was seen. 

And all with pearl and ruby glowing 
Was the fair palace door. 

Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing 
And sparkling evermore, 

A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty 
Was but to sing. 

In voices of surpassing beauty. 

The wit and wisdom of tlieir king. 

But evil things, in robes of sorrow. 

Assailed the monarch’s high estate 
(Ah, let us mourn I — for never morrow 
Shall dawn upon him desolate !) ; 

And round about his home the glory. 

That blushed and bloomed. 

Is but a dim-remembered story 
Of the old time entombed. 

And travellers, now, within that valley 
Through the red-litten windows see 
Vast forms, that move fantastically 
To a discordant melody. 

While, like a ghastly rapid river. 

Through the pale door 
A hideous throng rush out forever, 

And laugh — but smile no more. 

Edgar Allan Par. 
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ANNABEL LEE 

It was many and many a year ago. 

In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived whom you may know 
By the name of Annabel I-ee ; 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 
Than to love and be ioved by me. 
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1 wa'; a child, and «he wn'" 1 child 
In this V incdom b> the sci - 
But we lo\cd with a lose tint was more thin love 
I and my Annabel Lee — 

With a love th-'t the winged seraphs of heaven 
Coveted her and me. 


And this was the reason that, long ago, 
In this Vingdom by the sea, 

A wand blew out of a doud, chilling 
My beautiful Annabel Lee ; 

So that her high-bom hinsman came 
And Ixire her away from me. 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 
In tins kingdom by the sea 


The angels, not half so happy in heaven. 

Went envjing her and me ’ 

Yes !— that was the reason (as all men know 
In tins kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud b} night, 
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee 

But our love it w.as stronger by far than the love 
Of those who were older than we 
Of many far wiser than we — 

And neither the angels in heaven above 
Nor the demons down under the s&a 
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee 


Tor the moon never hc.ams, without bringing me dreams 

Of the lieautiful Annabel Lee, 

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright c>cs 
Of the beautiful Annabel Uc ; 

And so all the night-tide I he down by the side 
Of my darlmg-my darling '-my bfc and my bride, 

In the sepulchre there by the sen. 

In her tomb by the soundmg sea 

Edear Allan Pc' 
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notes 

1 - 3 . GEOFFREY CHAUCER (1310-1400). 

1. From The Legend cf Gooi Women Text A in 

Third Volume of The Complete Worii of Geogrey Chaucer (Oitford, 

1804). A formal ball*Tdc, less the cm o}. 

^«r-=S0lden c^e^ 

2. Selected from the Fifth Book of Trains and Cmseyde. 

a form.nl lyric but, an csccrpt from a '■0'”''"'° !!!,, „/ time its 
chargwl v,iih an emotion uhtch is iiot of a daj , maUci as 
effect IS absolutely l)ncati .nnd, to this ~"'P''Vi,on i^orrLnondl “ 
perfect a hederhran- as is in the lamtungc Se^ion i cj«ponds 
St^anms 77-79 of Professor Skeafs Edition (as above), Vol- • 

^-4/jr4/=caIle<l vx/un/cqiienclied ^ 

JI corresponds to Stanzas 81-3. 

e«?j=oncc: «Wrr/rt«<=dcarest of all 

in corresponds to St.nnz.ns 91-9=. ‘he first tivo lines of Stanza 9* 
being omitted. 

IV con-esponds to Stanzas 93-94- , . . 

//<««r»=hcnce : giiurf-begm to 

V corresponds to Stanzas 96 97- time to time 

ZTJZTek e- 0 .«ne-d^p^rua 

3. A triple roundel, as Professor Skeat notes (IFbr^. as above, 

'■ ;«.f/=hoids 

^^/«=:them ^ ^«L.-strack jc/«^«slate 

sierze^sXUTve ^.y/rr 4 ^-stracK 


4 - 6 . WILLUVM DUNBAR (r. I 46 S?-IS 2 °?)- 

A master of metre, a rare thlfntoVtcon^^^^^ 

aariterahosevocabuhiry ‘nd Robert Burns, Dunbar 

bred in Scotland betucen Robert llenrjsonand 
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lived to see himself in print in the first volume issued by the Scottish 
Press (1508). My text is more or less modernised from Tkc Potmt 
ef WilHcm Dunbar, edited, in Four Parts, by John Small (Ni.A., 
F,S.A. Scot.) for the Scottish Text Society iEdinburgh, 1884-90). 
4. This number consists of Stanzas i.-xlii. and Stanzas xxiv.-xxv, of 
Dunbar’s Lament for the Makcris («• poets) Quhen He IVeJ SezL 
For the form, that of the kyriclle (a favourite with Dunbar, who has 
a round dozen of examples), see BanvtUc, Petit TrdiH:~^ 

Qui \*oudRi s^avoir 1ft pratique 
Ue celte relne juridique, 

Jc dis que bicn mise cn cfTet 
Z,a Kyrielte ainsi se fait. 


The * Monk of Bury ' (Stanza xui.) is John Lydgate. 


feeble 
=s dancinp 

tnsmtedfstwti^^x arms 
suckinR 

j/«sssly 
if&fiVsa secure 
wMreemellay 
c«»»//d«»hero 
ztiry ss woe-begone 


‘it'/ci/r=s\vnioNv /atr=rcst 

/>*m«/f=tyrant ir4r/i?rss= orators 

Hfs done feiuc^tv 
Cfl///ix*nss chief of a gar* Has pitifully 

rison devoured 

tentr^ tower Of force = of necessity 

//rcmc^sspul^jsance nf»/rtrf=:rcmedy . 

ru rri^nns * surgeon s dh/one « prepare 

A rt^mAgicinm « wirards 


Here arc Stanzas xiv..xxiii.. fo^^vhose omission I make no apology’, 
even though they demonstrate beyond the possibility of doubting that 
Dunbar's w<as suggested by Villon’s immortal trilogy of bal- 

lades, *Des Dames du Temps Jadis’; * Des Seigneurs du Temps 
Jadis*; and ' Mesme Propos cn VieU Langage Franpois* 

The Kude Syr Hew of Eglintoun, 

Et eik Herj’ot, et Wynioun, 

He hes tane out of this cuntre ; 

Timor Mortis conturbal me. 

That scorpioun fell hes done infek 
Maister lohne Clerk, and James AHlek, 

Fra balat making et trigide ; 

Timor Mortis conturbal me, 

Holland et Barbour he has berevit ; 

Allace 5 that he nought with ws lewit 
Schir Mungo Lokert of the Le ; 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

Clerk of Tranent eik be has tane, 

That maid the anteris of Gawane ; 

Schir Gilbert Hay endit has he ; 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He has Blind Har^*, et Sandy Traill 
Slaine with his schour of mortall haill, 

Quhilk Patrik lohnestonn myght nought fie 
Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He hes reft Merseir his endite, 

That did in lafso liny uTtie. 

So schort, so quyk, of Sentence hie : 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 
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He hes tane Roull of Aberdene, 

And gentill Roull of Coretorphinle] , 

Two beltlr fallowis did no man se ; 

Timor Mortis conturbat roc. 

In Dumfermelync he has done roune 
With Maister Robert Henrisoun j _ 

^hir lohne the Ros enbtast lies he , 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

And he has now tane, last , 

Gud gentill Stobo et Quintyne Schaw, 

Of quham all wichtis hp pete : 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

Gud Maister Walter Kennedy, 

In posmt of dede lyis veraly, ^ 

Gret reuth it wer that so suld be , 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

conveyed. I think, so powerfully os here. 

. |:T4-/-^^=-werfordread.g^^^^^^^^^ 

troubled Spirit ^ /r//=tUve ^^^t^sscup 

</^rry<»W«V= wearies sloop 

gates 

6. The stanza here is the ballade the 

the octave ends. In the last verse but one, as oiten 

strong Scots r- gives < world the value 

^^'//Sme^/rht'^itheivaste -cashes 

fraUhinsin //ij’;aiV=working on thy roau 

7-8. JOHN SKELTON (I4-MS29)- 

7. The litany In Praise of Johanna. Hi the original. 

of Phyllyp sparse The L^hn reta quatrain 

upon the line In beauty and virtue, iiimc 

Haec clarilate gemina, 

.O gloriosa fccmma, ^ , 

hlSnor esto verbi tui servo tuo . 

Servus luus sum ego. 

Upon the recurrence of the same line: 

Hac claritate gemina, 

■ §oS^"um=e-n.Otdomina. 

■ Et ex prarcordiis sonant prmconia. 

The third ovens’drd runs thus ; — 

Hac claritate gcuuna, 

O gloriosa foemina, mea • 

Del'ecit in salulauone - 

Quid peUs filio, mater dulcissima i w 
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The fourth : — 

Hac dantate geinmai 
O gtoTiosa focmina. 

Quomodo dllaxt legem tuam, domina t 
Kccedant x-etcra, nova sinl omnia. 

The fifth:— 

Hac chntate gemtna, 

O ploriosa fxcmina* 

Iniquos odio halmU 

Non calumnicnutr me siiperbi. 

The sixth:— 

Hac claritaic gemma, 

O ploriosa fccrntnaj 

MirabHia testimonia tua 1 

Sicut novella: plantai5one<i in juventute &ua. 

The seventh : — 

Hac claritate gcmina, 

O plorioxa focmina, 

Clamavi in totocoide, exaudi me ! 

Misericordia tua magna esl super me. 

The eighth 

Hac claritate gemina, 

O gloriosa focmina^ 

Pnndpes persecutJ .sunt me gratis . 

Omnibus consideralis, 

ParadUus voluptatis 
Hjbc virgo esi dulcissima. 

The ninth and last : — 

Hac claritate gemina, 

O gloriosa focmina I 

Kequiem mtemain dona els, Dominel 

cltrt « bright </m«t'/<f«refreshcd f^r/rssdeep 

gillyflower <«/ta/cArd'=crossed ^j^awnc^sacbee 

/^//»glance TX'Oodvs mad 

iinportured ivith corSg^ (doubtful t pcrhapss=) full of passion. 

8. The song In Praise of Isabel Pennell is taken from The Garland 
of Laurell {lines 972-1002). 

rc/f<rr/>»x'=odoroas rWe'^r=giUyflower «r;»/f=ca!amint 

The text is that printed by Dyce in the First Volume of his Edition 
of The Poetical Works of John Skelton (London, 1843). 


0 , SIR THOMAS WVATT (1503-1542). 

Reprinted and modernised from Mr, Arber’s Reprint (London, 
1870) of the Miscellany called Songes and Sonneties ‘written by the ryghi 
honorable^ Lorde Henry Howard, late £arle of Surrey and other [.sWj. 
Apttd Richardum Tottel (1557). The title in Toilel reads: — The 
loiter complayneth the nnkindnes of his loue. Wyatt is rather an 
ingenious meirist than a poet ; but he made his mark, and even now, 
as here, is sometimes readable, • • 
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10-12. HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY 
(:5J7-iS46). 

the true Morning Star of ^ ^“mtuc.'^and'^Sha “ 

learned the nunierousness of the heroic lamo j and spirit 

ray No II rv.ll show, the '=^de.«e and f,ora Mr. 

13. NICHOLAS GRIMALD (iSW *5^2). 

V, c- Written bv Nicolas Gnmald, as reprinted 
The first among the 
bj Mr. Arber in his Edition of Tottel 

14-17. ALEXANDER SCOTT ( 1520 ? ISS-?). 

called 'the Scottish ly„s"and a vvfu^ 

and ease, an expert in fot-t"- f* ?“,he famous Manuscript coc'P'^’ 
two centuries he existed only t — Bannatvne Allan Ramsay, 
( 1568 ), in a time of hirAwf g"««V724)- ^“ 0 '=^ 

drawing on this ^^^‘^'‘^tcjnptioc haE^rij 

Scotts Is nearly as he darcd-{for ScoU.^ La,ng, keen 

anything but tnim-mouthed)— and in i in Ramsay before him, 

for the honour of Scotland, ^nt "‘ng, 

from Scott m his integrity, but something chastened m 

complete, 1 believe, so far as nun.tera go,^n for the Scot- 

the matter of diction. An M*''® ^ less modernised 

tish Text Society . but my text ■? for the Hunterian Club 

Baiinatyne MS. as Ed.tiln afores.a.d. The stania is 

14 is No ccxxxi m the 

the ballade octave-n b. ab, bc.be go 

/,«W=l.eep :i^‘”';;//ionviIeg'd «»=s'nce 

i/faAi>i<=oppres5ed peneall-pu b „,y=5ave colour 

«.rM=gardon close ta,/=i^c c/«ee//i»f=liriglit m Mlour 

«t v^™rr=Go as I gu. mt ““‘■'anoo. 

Bo go laith mine, imth mitul invari la spinl 

, borrf one IS a variation from that 
IS. The stanza, an c’‘cccdmg ^^^g^’a 3 oayi,«r rhymes 

of the decasyllabic ballade : also ^ro,«/=cnvelop<Ml 

/ia/wme=lusty nude ^“/{“'rriSing'" 

^Xi 5 ,%tr=Vrcoofchargery«=^^^^ ^„^uddor 

KfXch '-f=fo“pi"'“’‘= “ 2 n?;;=dangcr 

Mitli=«c'iangc 
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16. Here Scoit vntes\s;tli Uic\tf> cadence of Chnslma Ro^sMU, 
anti the S^slnb irnc of n certain number fn the oM, inozjmniUt epoch- 
making PcetKs iXrd liaUcds^ 

rttnt /^«rrmed) t*(tda(irn*}\ ^ r-VAssliZh 

/AirW^rcndaveU viakand *= makin;: gltry 

17. A set of this number, difl*Tcnl!> staged and five sunras long. Is 
pnnted m Mr. Ycowdl s Edition of \V>.aU tn the Aidine Pcit*» under 
this hendiri" — f! c Ahus*d Ijnffr Advo^^nhes the Unxeary ts Prrtare 
of Loxt 


18. RICIIAUD EDWAIUiS (IS23“X566). 

18 Reprinted and modemtsod from Phe Paradtee cf Dainty 
Diutscs ‘ Eonnining sundry piihie p’wcpls, leirncil Coun«iai!es and 
caccllenl Inucniions nglii pleasant and profitable for all estates 
Dcuised and vvntlen for the most parte b> M. Edwarrfrs, sometime of 
her Mau-atics* Chippt.H the rest by snndrj* learned Gentlemen l)Olh 
of Honor and Worship, vs hose names heeraftcr follo^ve. Whcreiinto 
IS added sundry new Inucniions, very pleasant and dehghtfull At 
London Printed b) Edwartl Alldc for Ldward WTiilc dwelling at 
the little Nortli doorc of Saint Panics Churdi at the sign® 

Gunne Anno 1596 ’ 'ITic present piece is the roriy-Nintb i 7 ryf/r. 


18 - 26 , ANOm'MOUS, 

19 from the Po\al MS (Appendix 58) m the Bnlish Museum, 
llie quatniin has been pnnted m Professor Ewald FIbgcl's Neu^ng- 
hschesLtsebuch{Hn\\i., 1895) 20. From the Second Ldiiion of Toltels 
Mitcdlany (Mr. Arbers repnnt) 21 From Toltel's Mtscellary 
(Arber), where it opens thus — 

* *Iv >oulhfcl > cars arc past, 

M> joyful da>snre gone ; 

M\ liU: tt tna> not last, 

M j grave and 1 am one ’ 

The first four quiirams are here omillcd 22. This graceful IjTic 
lacks nothing of the formal ballade, save tlic envoy, and tlie consonance 
of rhjrnes a\a through all three octaves Preserved m TM 
Barifiatyne ^fS (Port v No c\i.u in the Hunterian Club’s 
impression), u was transcribed by Ramsa) for T/:e Fver Grunt 
and there maj very well have given Bums a hint for the metrical 
structure of his Mary Mortson (p 288). 

c cryrei^&doTnzd sc/ufv^s^woods 

sJiem~hni;ht ^ wrw=compIain 

d^nedr/atft—pAlaicd hyd and Awr«skln and compleTion 

o/m4«=catches a ghmpse mae^morc 

23 From Mr Arbers repnnt of TotleVs Miscellany (1870) 

24 No eexe m The Bannatyne MS , as above. This fre^ and 
)o>ous ditty IS mentioned m The Complaynt of Scotland (im 9 ). 
quoted, with an additional stanza and a tune, xnjohn Forfes his Songs 
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end Fancies (1682), often described as the ‘ Aberdeen Can^’^vid 
Laing inclined to ascribe it. not without rei^on,^ I ‘bi . __ 

Scott, who WTites, indeed, of May m the right Chaucerian spirit . 

* May is tbe monelh maist amene 
For them in Venus* service bene ^ 

To recreate iheir hearts . 

May causes courage from the splene. 

And everything in May rev arts, etc 


bright 

^fTW=boughs 


prelttciattd = sh i n mg 
^rW/i-Und 


//V/=into 


25. No. ccxxvi. m T^e !lfv vprv well^av'e got the 

Alexander Scott by Henry Weber (who n-.vid I^ing in the 

idea from Sir Walter liimself), and reprinted bj Da^dJ^amg 
notes to his edition of that maker (18-1). P 

No IS in the present eollection. 

• L /,«//= health rrtre3r/=inwara 

uplifted ttr«r=wash dr/arts-intii^ 

t-e1.w/=delig6tful erW=each other s '““''“r“''””d, 5 ,^bed sleep ' 

fte<a!S«=-tlopen the ejes at internals in nnak.ng from a aistur 

rfweitf=rcmedy ifetVf^death 

26. From Mr. Arber's reprint of TotteVs Af,:ccllany, as above. 


27-60. 

2y. From Exodus, chap. xv. lyffirsf v erlTas a/«fl/<. 

down, with the refrain of Miriam in the twOT y verses selected 

28. From Tht Second Book ofSav.ue . chap- a t ^ The 

run from the nineteenth to the Tvientv-Ninth Psiilm of 

Twenty-Fourth Psalm of David. SO- , musician 

David."^ 31. The Forty-Second Ps^ Psalm 1 'to 

Maschil, for the sons of Korah. 32- th ^ The Eighty- 

the chief musician, a Psalm for the sons • Hundred 

Tliird Psalm: ‘a Song or P-^'™ S A^pn- 8?- Psalm : 

and Fourth Psalm. 35. The One j^d and Thirty-Seventh 

‘a song of degrees.’ 36. The Thirty-Ninth Psalm. 38. The 
Psalm. 37. The One Hundred and Th y Qjapt^ of 

One Hundred and Forty-Eightli Psal 39. The Reply of 

Tho Book of Job. -The first ivvo of The Book of Job. The 

Eliphaz the Teniamte in the Fourth Chapm^ Chapters of 

first two verses are omitted ,41. Tn® „ , . ^ 42. The Fourteenth 

The Book of Job, containing *''C Hefd) T^^gnlv-Sixth Chapter of The 
Chapter of The Book of Job. 43- T Tliirty-Eighth and 

Book of Job. The first verse IS omrtted.^ 45. The Fortieth and 

Thirty-Ninth Chapters of f At, The first six 'crses of the 

Forty-First Chapters of The Book of Job. chapter of The 

Fortieth Chapter are omitted, 4 * r o-/.» x>nr7,rrbs. The fioit 

... .a ... n-.-ct nha 


lameVTre omitted. 46- The^ The fi^t 

Proverbs. 47. The Thiriy-I' imt Ecclesiastes. The 

nine verses are omitted. 48. Th® ^” ^05 of the Ninth Chapin 

first VTirse is omitted. 49. The first H T^ elfth Chapter of 

of Ecclesiastes. SO. The first seven verses 01 
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his chnrming lianis cj Helicon; ^ to ^oubt 

himsdf a metrist of extraordinary skill, there is no 
the tradition which ascribes its invention to him. 

han! inli>=enXee i«/=w!thout a'«Brfj=try matk m 

72. The title m Dr. Cranstoun is The ni^ht ts ttetf Gone. 


XctoehrmJc-e tU r/.«:w=Now the ‘fefineieh 

,i«/r=clear. empty 

/ra«=naines ^,a,«=daisies pntrti .V 

rent « rowan berry "" , 

XKnstallion 

*«r=foes /rt,^,i=ttarnors 

/am/rs=RalIops slip:* 

^r<J«^=throne 


})ainti’=pvrtner 

/>eK*=horns 

rf:rf/i= 5 COurs 

prances 
w/tf/z/'ss strong 
= rid ers 


73-75. NICHOLAS BRETON (1542-1626?). 

73. Under the heading,.^ *‘'"/-f,'aunbutertVl^clm 
Arbour of Amorous ( 1593 - 4 )"^ Lyrical from Romances and 

by Mr. A. H. Bullen in his Poems, ,8m). 74 . Reprinted 

Prose-Traels of the BuUenStat^ that this piece of 

from the aforesaid collection. 75 ' ‘from Michael Estes 

Breton's, 'originally PU^hsl'ca "> jgo..' ^ ,,ere giren 

Madrigals of TJ>ree, four and Fne Paris, Elhalethan Age 

as m Bullen s Lyncs from the Song tso J 
(London, 1889). 

76 - 77 . EDMUND SPENSER (i 552 -iS 99 )- 

76. This sumptuous and ra“j“Vif»*AS'Edhion of'^«'?’«f'm{ 
primed from the Fifth Volume ^ tK 661 Such forms as ' iheyr 
Works of Edmuttd Spenser (Lonoo , h original title is:^ 
and ‘rayse* aie spelled niodcrn"ise. //• Spenser, *In 

Prothalamion ; or a Sfousall I ers , • Honorable and vertuous 

honour of the double marriage oi Katherine Somerset, 

Ladies, the Ladie Elirabetb. Earle of Worcester, and 

Daughters to the Right ^f?"‘’^_.i(.n,en M. Henry Gilford and 
espoused to the trvo worthie U • j^j.gn from the Aldine 

M. William Peter, Esquyers. Ihc 
Edition (as above). 

78 - 79 . ^IR WALTER RALEIGH 

From Dr. Hannah’s Edition fenn IVotton and other 

Collected and A uthenticated with 18^5). The current 

Courtly Poets from 154° to j^ot, U does not appear 

spelling. • Raleigh,' is retained, though, 
that Sir Walter ever used it. 
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80. ANTHONY MONDAY (i553*t<>33)« 

Kcprinxed from ihn Second Edition of £r:x!cnd's Helicon^ 
hftists Hannony, prir^icd for Richard More in London, and ^ could at 
his Shop in S. Dunstanw Ojurc!j*yard. 16x4/ The First Edition 
dales from 1600. Tlte verses /<» Colin Clout arc assigned to 
‘Shcpbcarcl Tonie,* othenvise Anthony Mun(by» or, ns some tiunlc, 
for no good reason, Anthony Copley. 

81 - 88 . SIR PHILIP SIDNEY {i554-i5S6). 

81. The Fourtli Song in Astrofhel atul S/ella, reprinted and 
modemist'd from Dr. Gro<inrt*s Edition of 7 'he Con'.plete Poem of Sir 
Philip Stdnty (London, 1877). ^ The Seventy-Seventh Sonnet m 
Asirophel end Siflla. 83. The lliirty- First Sonnet in Astropktl end 
Stella. 84. The 'Hiirly-Tlilid Sonnet in Astrophel end Stella. 
85* Reprinted from that section of Dr. Grosart's Second Volume 
entitled Ponskurst and iVilton. The song is .*;ct To tkf. 
tune of • Willtelmus van Nassau.* 86. No. xlix. in Dr. Grosart‘s 
Reprint of the Poems from T/tc Countess of Pemhrohe's Aroadia (wl- 
ii.). The closing sijinra is omitted. 87. No. xii. of the section 
Sidem in Dr. Grosart's Second Volume. 88. The One Hundred 
and Tenth Sonnet in Asirophel and Stella. 


89 . JOHN LYLY (iSS4*I6o6). 

The Welcome, as Mr. BulJcn styles it in his Lpies/rom 

the Dramatists 0/ the Elizabetkan Age (London, 1889), occurs in 
Alexander and Campaspe, It is to be noted that * Lyly’s songs are 
not found in the original editions of his plays.' 


90 - 92 . THOMAS LODGE (i556?.i62S). 

These numbers are reprinted from Mr. A. H. Bullcn's Poems, 
Chiefly Lyrical , from Romances and Prose-Tracts of the Plizebetkan 
Agee xvith Chosen Poems of Nicholas Breton (London, 1890}. 


93 , GEORGE PEELE (i5SS?-i592?). 

From Polyhymnia (1590), and here given, with one slight change, 
afttt Mr. Bullen’s text in the Lyrics from the Dramatists of Ike. 
Elizabethan Age (London, 1889). 

94 - 96 . ROBERT GREENE (i56o?-i592). 

94. Doron's Description of Samela in Menaphon (Vol. vL of 
Dr. Grosart's Reprint of The Complete Works in Prose and Verse of 
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nehri Greene, M.A. For Song m 

Song to her Child in Meneifhon. 96. The 

Thhlonrning Garment Works,Va\.ve.nteugr , 

97 ROBERT SOUTHWELL (xs6o-iS9S)' 

First given' in Sain^ Peter’s 

other Poems : undated hut Library, of The Complete 

Dr. Grosarfs Edition, in the F“''f U°X'“ inted in 1872.) 

Works of Rolert Southwell, s.J. (privately printed m 1B7 j 

98-99. SAMUEL DANIEL (1562-1619). 

98. A sequence of three m 'in- ^lTAn‘ English 

Rosamund (1594). reprinted ‘.y as the 'true begetter is 

Garner. The intention is P'am'y cycle, is omitted, as of 
plainly Ronsard. A fourth, ‘^°‘”P L, ^,-oniT of the First Chorus m 
less merit than its compeers. 99 - ^ <» 

Hymen's Triumph (Act v. sc. 1). 

■ 100.102. MICHAEL DRAYTON (is63-f6>6)- 

. tj . • In Sixtv-Three Sonnets, by 
100. The Forty-Third number in /*« . tn Poems Lynch 

Michael Drayton. Esquire. sixtv-First Number in Idea (as 

and Pastorall. (London, N.D.) Thebixtyr 
above). 

103.104. 

SIR WALTER RALEIGH (i55 

103. Incompletely given in ^'^f^^^gs^Helico^'uW'n , 

number is presented at length in Complete Angler 

name attached to it. Walton j^it Marlowe, now at leas 

as ■ that smooth song l 5 ;e the eon'P®"'°"'Pi“,;;„!, 

fifty years ago.’ I04. . Partly pnmed. 'U-^^j^ k 

. The Passionate Pilgrim, and fuHy « denotes it as 'made by Si 
over the signature ‘ Ignoto. . 

Walter Raleigh in his younger days. 

, , 105-127. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

. Lost (Act V. sc. 2). ?08. The fi«t En« " ''T, 

second by the chorus, in the Forest '"C ^ ^^ct 11. sc. 7 ) 

ii. sc. s)- 109. Amiens Measure (Act 

no. . The Boy’s song in byGuiderius and Arvi 

From Cymbeliue (Actii. sc. 3). ” iia ■Iiiel id ^ 

in Cymbeline (Act iv. EC..2). I 13 -tt 4 . - 
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sc. n: and Act v. tc. t). 1x5-127. 'I'hi! Ti'-rniy-NipEh ; 

Fifiy-Third; Scvcniy'Fir.^t; Sr\'eaty-Thifd ; Nhiciiclh; N*inety'i^~y<!nih: 
Hundred nnd Second: Hundred and Fourth ; Hundred rind Ninth ; 
ilundrcd ;u\d Sixteenth; nnd Hundred nnd Forty-Sixth of Sh-iKC- 
spcarc'fi Scnr.eis. 


128 . RICHAKD ROWLANDS niteis - VKRSTECEN 
(1565.1630?). 

The grandson of I'heodorc Roland Vcrsiegen, a Dtilcbnian, 
whose family was expatriated <*. 1500, Richard Rowlands was bom in 
ihe shadow of the Tower of I-ondon. and partly educated at Christ 
Church, Oxford, which, l>cing an ardent Catholic, and as such dc* 
dining to take the tests, he left without a tiegrec. yVntiquarj*, 
polcmist, poet, and translator, as occasion served — (he knc%v* Anglo- 
Saxon, %\TOlc Latin, and was master of several living languages. 
German included, besides his ov/n)— he \\*as a cenlous champion ot his 
Church against Eiizabctli— (iiis Thtairttm Crudtlitatum /lereticaniWt 
Antwerp, 1587, was translaietl into French, and went through three 
editions m us original form)— he published (j6oi) his Odes in Imita- 
tion of the Seaven Penitentinl Psatnti\ *with sundry other Poemes 
and ditties tending to devotion and Pic{ie,‘ and from Ot/r P/ejsed 
ladies Lutlefy, one of tlic numbers contained therein (pp. 50-54)1 
the lyric treated in this Note is excerpted. I took it from the enlarged 
ICditton of The Go/den 7 'reasurr {iZgo), where it is printed anony- 
mously, and referred to a collection <laicd 1620; but I am indebted 
to Mr. P.algravc for the mformation— (he had ii not himself, he tells 
me, till his own volume was stereotyped, and correction v.’as, of 
course, impossible)— w’hidi has enabled me to set it in its right per- - 
spcclivc as a piece of pure Elizabethanism. Mr. Orby Shipley, I may 
add, has reprinted all the twenty-four stanzas of Our Biessed Ladies 
Lullaby, in bis Carmina j\fariGT 7 a (London, 1893). 


129 - 136 . THOMAS CAMPION (1567-1640). 

Campion, a most curious lucirist, is, with so much else that is s^vcct 
and good in Elizabethan verse, Mr. A. H. Bullcn*s find ; and these 
numbers arc reprinted from his delightful Lyrtes from Etizaietken 
Song'Boohs, an anthology which show’s, on every' page, how’ high w*as 
the lyric average of the * spacious limes* which bred it. 129 appears’ 
in Campion and Rosscler’s Booh of Airs (1601). 130. First given in 
Campion's Third Book of Airs {c. 1617). From Campion's Fourth 

Book of Airs {c. 1617). 133, From Campion’s Third Book of Airs 

[c. 1617). 134* From Campion and Rosseter’s of Airs (1601). 
I35* From Txoo Bookes of Ayres, The First Contaynurg Dinine and 
Morall Songs, . . . To be sung to the Lute and Viols, in two, three, 
and fourc Parts ; or by one Voyce to an Instrument,* reprinted in Mr. 
Rullcn’s edition of The Works of Dr. Thomas Campion (London, 
1889), In my first selection from Campion I included that very 
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graceful thing, Follo:o thy Fair Sun, from J^nded 

wards I withdrew it. Now, repenting me of its exclusion, I am mmoeu 

to give it here : — 

FOLLOW THV FAIR SUN 

Follow thy fair sun, unhappy shadow I 
‘ Though thou he black M night. 

And she made all of light, . , , 

Yet follow thy fair sun, unhappy shadow . 

Follow her, whose light thy ' 

Though here thou livst di^raced. 

And she in heaven is placed, • ,l . 

Yet follow her whose light the world revivelh ^ 

Follow those pure beams, whose beauty humetli 1 
That so have scorched thw 

Tillh^“i^»c^-8^^ 

Follow her, while yet her gloo' shmeth 1 
There comes a luckless night 
That will dim all her hght : . 

And this the black unhappy shade divmeth. 

Follow still, since so thy fates ordained 1 
The sun must have tns shade, 

• Th=I^^s?^^»t'^aW^inidisdained.' 

186-137. THOMAS NASHE ( 1567 - 1600 ). 

, 136. Reprinted, after Mr. BuUen, from Mr. Bullen’s 

Testament {1600). 137 ; ,^^?l]Jl%ufaMhan A^e (London. 1889). 

Lyrics from the Dramatists of the htt-aceman. 

138 .' SIR HENRY WOTTON (1568-1639)- 
From Dr. Hannah's ^^'^°^°^.T^‘ff%i‘r^enry Wolton and other 

Collected and Authenttcated ■with ttwseoj The song, set to 

Courtly Poets from sSAo/f t^°l^M'i}X-rest 1604. 
music, was printed in Este s Stxi/i oe j 

139-152. anonymous. 

139-140. Reprinted from The ^r/,vl«a (London^ iBisY 

text in the Second Volume of T. navison's Poetical Rhapsoh 

141-142. From the Second Volutne of Dowland-s 

■ (Mr. Bullen's repnnt, London. ,jjat in 

Third and Last Book of BlokT^of the Elisalcthan Age 

Mr. Bullen’s LyHcs from the ■^f/' 5 „ilen (as above) from Robert 
(London, 1S89). 14+ Given by 145. c/ted from John 

Jones's Second Booje of Songs and At f-^Soo) by Mr. Bullcn, as 

Dowland's Second of 
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Rbovr). t/fi- Vrow Jfi!m WUby';‘« .'fciiri)'s!s {»«<>?)■ S-’ 

aWf.) H7- I'tom Rfsb'tl Jf.ne-.'ii .‘■‘'.•■'.■f f </ Sors eKi^tri 
(ifiotV (nuUen.n-tiithov- ) 149. rrom Jo'in tJo'BUntl's 
Xf-jp t’SW) (BjUrn, a? at>ov»„) 140 I’roni Jcbn « ^ 

Sfci'nd S(l e/ ^fa!iri!;.i!s (tfxy)\. IJO. From '1 hern's! Ford's 
BvKdry (i'«7). as Mr. nat'.-rn note-.. 15!. I’rom Joba * 

Srcend St! ef .'ifitdnirsh (1600). IS 2 . From Timniss tUtcJOn 5 i-trSt 
&tt cf Msdni^^l] (i 6 otJ. 05 aliovo.) 


153-102. REN JONSON (tS73-‘637). 

1S3. From C\nik;ns Kn'fh (Act v. Sc. 3I. Tl.e test of tht loasort 
lyrics is l-iUcn from Gifforrl s Edition, re-cilitcd bv Eicutcnanl-Coionti 
FrancisCuniiinjth.tmfljindon. 1B71). 15.J. The fourth of ilie 'ten lyric 

pieces ' in • celebration of Cbaris.' Tlie vrrrec. a» they sfir.rf. appeared 
m Undtnrxtis (1640) the fjecond and Third Stancas vrtre prirteo 
earlier {1631) in Tkr DrAl li an Ass, first played in 1616. ISS- ’ll'' 
Sixth 5 >ong in Tht Fortrt. 136. The Seventh Sons in Tkr ForesS, 
v-rilten. if we may believe the CaKvtrsclUns tHtk us 

penance to approtx it Ithe thesisl In verse.’ by command of I.aidy 
Pembroke. JO- "Flic Ninth Sor.R in Tkt Fiyrril, and perhaps the 
best knoait of Jonson's l)Ties, f.'iimlirrlnnrt, with much ladisit.ation, 
expresses his surprise 'to find our teamed poet. Ren jonsen, batF 
been poaching in an obseiire coileclion of lore-letter:., written by the 
sophist Pliilo'jtmius in .a very rhapsodical stile, ’ fee. The song ts, in 
fact, the most esquisiie pieee of selection and arTangement in the 
whole range of English verse. 158. Hedon's song in Cynthia's Jirveis 
(Act iv. sc. I), 139. The Seventh Numlier in the Undersrasis series, 
where the hill title runs — Bepyns; AnAhtr, cn Celaur cf .Mending i>.e 
Fmntr. 160. The Third in the i/ndtnisnfs series (end section). 
161. From The Hue and Cry aftrr Cufdd, a masque with nuptial 
songs ■ celebrating the happy marri.age of John. Lord Ramsay. 
Viscount Hadingtcn, with the Lady Elimbcth Ratcliffe. d.aughtcr to 
the Right Honourable E.arl of Sussex.’ 162. TTic Second in the 
Undermods scries (and section). 


163 - 166 . JOHN DONNE (i573->63i). 

From Dr. Grosarfs Edition of The Cem^leU Pcejr.s of John Donne, 
D.D., printed for private circulation in 1872-1873. 


186 . RICHARD BARNFIELD (1574-1637). 

From Ramficid’s Poems e irt Divers Humors'. 'Printed by G. S. 
for Tohn laggard, and arc to be solde at his shoppe ncerc Tcmple- 
barre, at the Signe of the Hand and Starre' (1198). I follow, with 
certain differences. Dr. Grosart’s IMition of the Comftete Poems. 
printed for the Roxbutghe Club (London, 1E76). 
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167. JOSEPH HALL (I574-«6S6)- 

From The Shaking of Vie Olive Tree, issued posthumously in 1660 . 


168 . ANONYMOUS. 


From Walter Porter’s Madrigals and Airs {1633), quoted m 
Mr. Bullen’s Lyrics from the Song-Books of the Elisaiethan Af,e (as 
above). 


169-170. THOMAS DEKKER (iS75-iC4o). 

From The Pleasant Comedy of Patient Gnssell 
Chettle and Hatighton; but Mr. Bui en. f™"' ft”" "e 
£iiza6eihart Dramatists I reprint, adds Doubtless the song 
by Dekker. 

171-172. THOMAS HEYWOOD (iS7-?-i6— ?)• 

1 - 7 I From The Fair Maid of the Exchange ( 1607 ). V12- From 

r/J Rape of Luerece ( 1608 ).. (Mfbo'’ve)°'^’ 

Mr. Bulien’s Lyrics of the Elisahethan Dramatists (as abote). 


173 - 180 . JOHN FLETCHER (1579-1625). 

173. Tsesra The Maid's Tragedy "pipin' iv. 

Boy m The Captain (Act 111. ^ Killigrew(i6i=-i683). and 

SC.S). The song was convey^ byT^OT^ t^^^ 

appears m Thomaso^ or The . \\ here it is sung upon the 

176-177. From VaUniintcn (Act 178. Leandro’s 

entry of Chilax, Lucinm 1 ,“ , ?) the subject of the play- 

song in The Spanish Curate ' ^{. Gerardo, Englished by 

being derived from 04spedcs y Men M ms 

r.tr.'^ct tii. sfs). Tfe 

181 . PHILIP MASSINGER (1584-1639)- 

Eudocia’s song in The Emperor of the East (Act v. so. 3). 


182 . FRANCIS BEAUMONT (1583-1613)- 
From Dyce’s Reprint of the i'a««r (Beaumont and Fletcher 
ll’ertr, vol. xi- P- 4 OT- 
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183-184. WILLIAM DRUMMOND ( 15 S 5 . 1 C 45 ) 

Reprinted from Th Pcfhcel M'eris <f lfi//iar. t}rirrtnt^i ef 
Havciksr^.drt, ae edited b} \V1ll12tti B. Turnin'!! (f.cndon, if r'l). 


185. GILES FLETCHER (JsSS-tfiSj). 

The Sonj; of the J'dcinntmj, Inwned betierea the Fiftj-Ninth and 
SiiticiltStantxiof Chrttfjl'ui^nfcr ^urM.iepnnteJ io Ur. GrCJart’s 
edit.o ' of Tke Cirni/fr/e Pn'mt ef Gtlet rUUher, 11 . D. (London, iBjd') 


180 . JOH.V FORD (J 5 h 6 -i 640 ). 

Th 5 dir);e from Tht llnitn Hurt (Act <t. sc 3I is sun;; by lie 
chorus at Oalaiiili i e onler — 

' Cnnnjind t*-- \t) re* 

SVhIch wait at tlj altar now to iif a t! * torn 
1 filtc'l fo- it> ecd 

187 - 188 . WILLIA.M BROWNE (1555.1644). 

From Thi Pd'ms ef U'ttlian Brfwrt cf Tcvitxi: edited by 
Gordon Goodwin, with nti Introduction liv A H. Eullen (London, 
1894), with certain rc-tdinas fto-n Chalmers $ scrsion in the rfr/Ard 
Pats (tSia) 


189 - 192 . THOMAS Ca\REW (1589.1639). 

From T! t /’.vwtj end d/nr/wr •/ Tt-onai Canru', 'Gentleman of the 
Pri'j Chamber to King Cliarles 1 . and Cup-bearer to His Majesty.’ 
Edited b\ Joseph Woodfall Ebsworth (London, 1S93). 


193 . FRANCIS QUARLES (1592-1661). 

From the Fifth Book of the CmHtmrs as gnen in Dr. Grosarl's 
Edition of 77 r Cor'fUte IFcriL le Prvif and Vrrie of praras QuarUu 
Tlic four last statiras .arc omitted. 


194 . PETER HAUSTED {iS9'!-i64s). 

From The Rival P rtends (Act ii. sc. ts) A. H. BuUen (as above) 

195 - 198 . GEORGE HERBERT (1593-1634). 

From Tie Temple Sacred Poems at d Prtvale Ejaculahons, 
printed at Cambridge by Buck and Daniel in 1633 
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109-221. ROBERT HERRICK (iS94->674)- 

The text followed is hfr. Pollard's : — Tht Htspcndts and dPeUe 
published by Messrs. luiwrcncc and Bullcn {London, 1891). 
The three and iu*cniy little masterpieces of Inch my selection from 
ihis unique Ij'rist is composed, are all from the Hespertdts, and are 
numbered as follows;— 53. 94, 132. i&>, 178. 201. soSt 208. 216, 
227, 238. as?. 262, 267, 274, 3*6. 4’3' 442. 447, 497. 582. 621, O65 
Tlie list is a lone one, truly ; but 1 thinU it «ill be found that not a 
single number could be spared. 

222 - 223 . JAMES SHIRLEY (1596-1661). 

223. Reprinted from Mr. Bulicn's Lyrics from the Dramatists of the 
ElttaMhan As;c. The song occurs in The Imposture (Act 11. sc. 2). 
223. Oted by' Mr. Bul'en (as above) from the Hurd Scene (the play 
is not dinded into Acts) of Tht Conitnitor, of Ajax and Ulysses, ''here 
It IS given to Calclias, this, says Oldys, is ‘tlic fine song which old 
llow’man used to sing to King Charles, and which he lias often sung 
to (lie.' 


224 . JOHN WEBSTER (15— ?-l6— ?). 

The dirge from The Duchess of ilfaif (Act iv. sc. a). 

225 . JASPER .MAYNE (1604-1672). 

From rise Amorous Warre (Act iv. sc. s). 
into the mouths of 'Two Am irons.' The play exists with a tide- 
pa^c dated i6.t8, but is masily found bound r ' 

reprinted in 1658— ‘both long since wnitcn by J. M. of Ui. t-o. m 
Oxon.* 

226 - 228 . SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT (1605-166S). 

Prom the Poems on Seieral Occasions, iWrer iefore Tmntcd gi^n 
in Herringman's folio, • at the sign of the Blew r^iclior, d p 
In the original the title of 227 « 'The Soldier Going to the Field. 
228 is Viola's song in The Laos afainst Lovers (Act in. sc. i). 

229 . WILLIAM HABINGTON (1605-1654). 

From Mr. Arber's reprint of Castara (1870) 

230 - 231 . EDMUND WALLER (1605-1687). 

From Robert Bell's Edition of the Poetical j?berine, 

IFa//er (London, 1854). Waller wrote little that is w fe 

and nothing that is remembered save these two num 
respected his art, and generally wTOtc well. 
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232^235. SIR JOHN SUCKLING (i 6 oS-t 642 ). 

From Tht IVt^rJb of Sir John Sucltin^^ coniainini^ cU hh Potmt, 
Lcvt^VorscSt Sor.g$^ Loiters ^ end his Tra^^edies and Comedies^ Never 
before prinied in one volume. (London,* 1696.) I wish I could cjuotc, 
and quote in all its ripe ycl degant complclencss, the unrivalled 
Ballad of a Wedding. But it is outside the scheme of this book. 


236-244. JOHN MILTON ( 160 S.X 674 ). 

23 &* 238 . From Pcfrts : Ln^^lish and Latin, xviik a Few in Italian 
and Greek. Reprinted in vol. li. of Professor Masson’s Edition of 
Milton's Poetical Works (Iwondon, 1674). 239-241. From Comas, 
Milton’s Poetical Works, vol- li. of Masson’s Edition. 2^. L^tidas 
is reprinted entire from Nfasson. 243. A Song from Camus. As 
above, from Vol. ii. of Masson's Edition. 244. Part of a Chorus 
(ll. 1268-1286) from Samson A^onistes. 


245. WILLIAM CARTWRIGHT ( 1615 . 1643 )* 

Reprinted from the verses at the end of the volume entitled 
Comedies, Trajti^Comedies, with other Poems, by Mr, Wtllicm Carl- 
xori^ki, icte Student cf Chrxst-Church in Oxford, and Proctor of the 
University : — ' The Ayres and Songs set by Mr. Henry Lawes, scr\‘ani 
to His laic Majesty in His PubUckand Priv.iie Musick.’ (London, 
1651.) ‘ My son Ciirtwright writes like a man.' Thus Ben Jqnson. 
He knew* wliai he was talking about ; yet one cannot read his son 
without a certain sense of disappointment. 


246. THOMAS JORDAN (i6i2?.t6Ss). 

From the Roxhurghe Ballads, Bui Jordan was City Poet in his 
day, and the piece is given in Londons Triurtfk (London, 1675), 
and in Mr. Ebsworlh’s Bagford Ballads ii. 722*4). I'he Stanzas here 
selected are the First, Second. Third — (which has been lavishly, but 
not tvccessivcly, praised by Mr. Swinburne) — and Seventh. A coarser 
set (arranged, no doubt, by the ingenious Tom D'Urfey) appears in 
Wit and Mirth (1619), and is found in many eighteenth century 
song-books, and some original asperities of rhythm and expression 
have got rubbed away in the course of its descent down the stream 
of years ; while the refrain survives unto this day in the burden of an 
American thieves’ song; — 

* O, where will be the culls of the b'mg 
A hundred stretches hence? 

The bene morts that SNveetly sing, 

A hundred stretches hence ; — . 

and in a proverb dear to the Erilish Workman: — ‘‘What’s the odds 
in a hundred y'ears after?' In the Third Stanza ‘bit' (“*‘piccc'j is 
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still a cam name for a Rirl ; while ‘hojo* (Fr. haul xcllt) was. when 
the fotip was written, good enough fashionable slang for 'a taste, or 
•a savoury morsel.' 


247. JAMES GRAHAM, MARQUESS OF MONTROSE 
(1612-1G50). 


The First. Second, and Fifth Sianias from the Roxburghc CoUf t'o" 
in the British Museum (iii., p. 579 ). entitled A Prv/^r Mna 
lie Tune cf' I'll ntvtr Love thee tuarc,' and best known .as ftion- 
Irosc’s Lines/ There is not much doubt that Montrose wrote them. 


248 - 250 . RICHARD CRASHAW (1613-1652). 

From Mr. Turnbull's Edition of The CemfMr U'oris ef Richard 
Crashcr.o in the ■ Eibraiy of Old Authors.' (London, 185S.) 


251 - 253 . RICHARD LOVELACE (1618-1638). 

From • Lucaila. The Teems cf Richard 
The First comprising those published by himself, th , 

posthumous poems.' (Chiswick, 1818.) 

254 . ABRAHAM COWLEV (i6i8-l66S). 

From the Third Book of Davideis as given 
Atraham Cou-tey const sUng of those of the 

and those sohich he Design'd for Ihe Press, i 0 c. . ■ (i^mdon. 
Author's Original Copied with The Cutter cf Coteman-Street. (London, 

1700.) 

255 . ALEXANDER BROME (1620-1666). 

The seventeenth in order of the Songs and other Poems. 

Bromc, Gent. (London, 1668.) 

256 - 257 . ANDREW MARVELL (1621-1678). 

Fmre^WortJS^llbranfJ^ 

cf Androf} MarveH, AfJP-. (1872)* 

258 - 262 . HENRY VAUGHAN (1621-1693)- 

From Mr. Lyte's edition ol 5 f/« suiirist'^^^I^n^o'’' 

and Pious Biaculations. By Henry Vaughan, bilunsa i 

1883.) 


By Alex. 
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283*286. ANONYMOUS. 


263. From the Prrey Folio MS. (J650). Sets arc found in Fhe Tta^ 
Table Miscellany (i72.{). 1. 179-80, and the Orfheus Calrdonius (1733) 
I. 71-73. In both the last Ime runs thus;— * For a maid again I’il 
nciicr be’ ; and the latter includes this \cr>' superfluous stanza 

‘^\*hcn CocUc-shelK turn siller Bells 
And Muscles grow on every Tree, 

UTien Fro«t and Snatv sliall warm a\ 

Then ^ball mj* Love prove tnie to me.' 

xv/zly '.valy-^ionX and alas J>«^=aft«rward<i siller z=s\\vte 

bexvd—htxiX cramtfnV^scfimson rtt-l-soaL 

X/twe=:comb /«r«s=brook ^rjt=:adom 

^rae=hiUsidc //tfAZ/ysscom 

264. With slight verbal changes, from Walter Scott's Minstrelsy cj 

ihtScoHisk Border [Ktlso, The verses gi\cn in the text arc 

the Second Part of the ballad. Tlic First Part — ' the production of a 
different and infcnor bard,’ the Editor thinks— begins thus; — 

* 0 1 sweetest sweet, and fairest fair, 

Of birth and worth beyond compare. 

Thou art the causer of my care, 

Since first I lov6d thee.' 


265. From the Third Volume of Scott’s Minstrelsy of the Scottish 
Border, 


eerbies = ra% ens 

knows 

fl^s=one 


mnn^sstnoan tta^sknow 

/oj 7 -d>Jteatfcnce of turfe em =eyes 
/'fT«x/'-^4xnr=breast*borc thatch 

the tane—iixe one 


266 This IS Mr. F. T. Pnlgravc’s redaction of the ballad from the 
text of duers sets, done for 7 he Golden Treasury. I am indebted to 
him for permission to reproduce it here. 

ArMfs=proirlsed /tw^rff^bereft 

lavrocks^XsdV. 4tf^/^:^M^=ri^c^slde meadows wrrtrwa»c= spouse 

ssUxlong //i-rt=e\ery 

Byway of contrast I subjoin the set sent, with other fragments of 
folk-song current in the West, by Robert Burns (1787) to W. Tytler 
of Woodhouselec, and pnntcd in Cromek's Scottish Son^s (1810). 
Burns, who had not then begun to vamp songs for Johnson’s Museum^ 
protest^ to his correspondent that he 'counted it sacrilege* to lay 
impro%ing bands on ’the shattered recks of these venerable old 
compositions.' But, I tlunk, the first quatrain is plainly bis own : — 

* Nae birdies sang tbc mirky hour 
Among the braes o* Varrow, 

Bttt slumbered on the dewy boughs 
* To wait the waukening morrow. 

*' ^Vhere shall I gang, my ain true love, 

Where shall 1 gang to hide me ; 

For weel ye ken, Fyere father’s bow’r 
It wad be death to find me.” 
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po you lo yon ta\*em hou^c, 

An there count owte > out lav. in> 

An if I be a woman true 
1*11 meet you in the daw In * 

Of gone to yon tavern house 
An* counted owre his lawin, 

When m there cam three armid men 
To meet him in the dawin 

O, woe be unto woman's \nt, 

It has Ixpiilfcd many I 

She promistid lo come hertcl , 

Hut she sent three men to slay me 

Get up, get up, now si>!er Ann, 

I fear we*\e ivroughl you sorrow ; 

Get up, y e’H find your true love slain 
Among the hanks of V arrow 

She sought him cast, she sought him west, 

She sought him braid and narrow, 

Till In tlie chntin of a craig 
She found him drown’d m Varrow 

She’s ta’en three links ofher yellow hair, 

That hung down lang and yellow, 

And she’s tied it about sweet Wilhe’s waist, 

An* drawn him out of Yarrow, 

1 made lose a suit of clothes, 

I clad him all in tartan, 

Cut ere the morning sun aro«c 
He was a* bluid to the gartan 

For yet another of many sets see Allan Ramsay, The Tea-Table 
Mtscellany, ii. 114; and Thomson, Orpheus CaUdomus, ii no 
Hamilton of Bangour‘s descant on the same theme is of extreme 
interest — as the most notable expenment in cadence done in the first 
half of the eighteenth century: a penod uhen scarce any' one could 
be stately but in rigid iambics, and when the anapest {speaking 
generally, for it, too, had its moments) uas gtten over to the service 
of Bacchus and the expression of the Abstract Buck. 


267- ANONYMOUS. 

From the first Westminster Drollery (1671), where it appears as 
A Sorg at the Duke's House, Mr Ebsworth, from whose Repnnt of 
the Drolleries (1875) U is taken, notes that a vastly inferior set (lacking 
the Second and Third Octaves, too) appears, to an air by Henry Lawes, 
in Playford’s Select Ayres and Dialo^tes (1659) Tlie full title of the 
collection, which begins with the pleasant, aflectionate ditty ascribed 
(0 Charles ii. * — 

* I pass all my Hours m a shady old Grove, 

And I live not the Day that I sec not my Dove 
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nins thus: — iVestmimUr Drollery; or, A Choice CcV.cclion cj tne 
Neu’CSi Sor^s and Peeris Bclh ct 'Court end Theaters. ‘ Bj u Beisou 
ofQu.tlily.' With Additions. London: Printed for //. .nt the 

Gun in St. PauTs Church Yard near the IVejt End. l!D/ci.xxi.’ 

268. THOMAS STANLEY ( 162 S- 167 S). 

From Poems end Translations. By Thomas Stanley, EsquirC, 

‘ Printed for the Author, and his Friends.’ (London, 1647.) 

269-273. JOHN DRYDEN (:63I-I7CX5). 

The Drydcn pieces are fen in number for the simple reason tliat liie 
IjTics of this master rhjthmist, this rare artist in cadence, whether or 
not he wTOte ' to please a nbald King and Court,' arc often too gross in 
sentiment and too lewd m effect for quotation. The present selection 
is repnnted from Walter Scott's edition of Tiie I Verbs of John Dryden. 
(Edinburgh, 1821.) 269. The Senr/iir 5 nin/ Ceo/iu'r Z?iy>is given in 
vol. xi. 270 is likcw ise reprinted from vol. xi. 271. From Cteomenes 
(Act ii. sc. 2). 272. Damilcar's song from Tyrannic Lose; or. The 
Royal Martyr (Act iv. sc. l). 273 From Secret Love; or. The Afaiden 
Queen (Act iv. sc a) 

274. THOMAS BETTERTON ( 1635 - 1710 ). 

From The Prophetess; or. The History of Diocletian. (London, 
1716 ) Founded on Beaumont and Fletcher's play, remodelled, ' with 
alterations and additions, after the mrmner of an Opera by Betterton.' 
Purceft wrote the music for it m 1690-1. The song, which irmy 
be fairly desenbed as at the worst a capital imitation of Dryden, 
occurs in Act iii. sc. 3. 

275-276. THOM.AS FLATMAN ( 16 — ?-i 7 — 7). 

Ycesca Poems and Songs. ByThomasFlattr.cn. (London, 1674.) 

277. CHARLES SACKVILLE, EARL OF DORSET 

(1637-1706). 

From the first volume of The Works of CtUhraied Aitthors^ of Whose 
Wntin^i^s thoro are but small Remains, (London, 1750.) Herein 
Dorset figured with Roscommon, Halifax, and Garth. 

278-27^. SIR CHARLES SEDLEV ( 1639 . 1701 ). 

27S. Victoria^ song from The Mulberry Garden (Act iU. sc. i)* 
gi\*en in the Se^nd Volume of The Works of the Honourable S%r 
Chatles Sedley, Prose andVerse, (London, 1722.) 279. From 

the Poems on Sev^al Occasions in Sedley's First Volume (as above). 
(London, 1722.) \ 
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280 . AFHRA BEHN (1642-16891. 

song in this Edition is Love Arm d. 

281 - 287 . JOHN WILMOT, EARL OF ROCHESTER 

(1647-16S0). 

a Tragedy. ntten form of 2S1 consists of nine 

Rochester. ^ 286. Reprinted, save for 

stanr.as; the first ‘hrec jim Fere ^selec^^^^^ 

the omission of 9 “^=“" eoscotrmon. ' With some Memoirs of 

able the Barh h/SS St. Evremont. In a letter 

the Earl of Roch«ter s L } _ .phjrd Edition. (London, 1709. ) 
to the Dutchess of edition of Poem!. 6 fe., on Several 

288 . THOMAS OTWAY (1651-1685). 

Under the s;wle of 

289. WILLIAM CONGREVE ( 1670 - 1729 ). 

c Occasion! in the second volume of The 

From the Fuem <i« (London, 1719-) 

Work! of Mr. WtlUam Congreve, t 

290. JOHN GAY (i6S8-i732)- _ 

Acis's song from the first act of “”f p/rf^m’d m"th^"^cw 
Pa 1 tora\ sluo Mu'^U'by Mr. Handel.' (London. 

Theatre in the Hay-Marhet, sei 

901 ALEXANDER POPE (i6SS-l744). 

„„ nj,,j .nd 


LjCWIS 3 ' 

‘Vital spark " Umme ? 

Dost thon qoit *1”- ij_„OTnc, fiyinS. 
Trembling, hoP'"* ''"Jj-dying ; 

Oh the pain, the fifi” sSife, 
Cease, fond nature, c^' *' y 
l-ct me languish into life. 
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Mj' swimminj: eyes arc itck of IikH*, 

The Icsscftmg world forsakes my sight, 

A damp creeps cold o'er cvcr>' part^ 

Nor moves my pttUc, nor heaves my heart, 

The hovering soul IS on the wing, 

. Where, mighty Death t oh, where *5 thy sting 1 

1 hear around soft music play, 

And angels beckon me away I 
Calm as forgiven hermits rest, 
rn sleep, or infants at the breast 
Till the last trumpet rends tlie ground, 
llien wake with pleasure at the sound.' 

This version of Hadrian's Antmulc vapila, llanduJa was rejected 
for that in the text, which appeared in 1736. 


292. HENRY CAREY (i69-?.i742). 

From Poani on Sn'tral Occasions, By Hcnr)‘ Carey. (London, 
1729.) The earlier Editions (of 1713 nnd 1720) contain neither Sallj? 
in our Alley nor Namby-Pc.tnhy. 


293. JAMES THOMSON ( 1700 . 174 S). 

From the First Volume of the quarto: Works of James Tkontson, 
vilh Itis Iasi Ccrreelions and Improvetnents, (London, 1762.) 


294-296. WILLfAM COLLINS ( 1721 - 1757 ). 

From Langhornc's Edition of Tke Poetical U'^orks of Mr. WilliaTn 
Collins: icith Memoirs of tke Author; and Observations on his Genius 
and Writings. (London, 1765.) 


297 . JEAN ELLIOT (1727-1805). 


From Scott's Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border (as above). 


i7^«s=each road 

tughis^iolAs larking 

drooping ^niWr^harvest 

fyarfstfzdcd ^ wrinkled 

#tffl«^‘f«=strapping A’^&csbogcy 

jxungsters Dcol and st'4rc=soTT0W and %voc 

teaning^o. grassy road by a field- or meadow-side 


ttvefess taken 
leglin =milk-pail 

ssbinders 

Aeecking—whttdVwiz 
ilka ffffc=eacb one 
wacssmiscrablc 


298 . OLIVER GOLDSMITH (172S-1774). 

Olma’s song, from the Fifth Chapter of The Vicar of WaheUcId, 
(London, 1766-) 
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299. ROBERT GRAHAM. OF GARTMORE (x735-i797).^ 

From Scott's 

C^lsT" SamV-^rCu^foghamc- 

ascnb/d to Rotert Grt^amJ^tcnro ^ 

oficmls neo — “"’'’‘'°'’- 

300-301. WILLIAM COWPER («73-Soo). 

tP.r,Ks •ByMMliamCo«-p‘:‘'.°f‘’’=^""" 

for bothMicUe ""5 „ to published a solumc o 


T^aaissbsam 
nice 

tfiaun ^^tfssmust go 


«*m<tr.=hasbmd 

MrrOT=wrmS . 
#,5»«/=ah°'" 

ca//fr=ft«h 


jto«=sIoe5 
,aa=cvery 

i»/ic/= ahusjL, 

a toxtrrvure 


303. LAPV AK.E 

Club (July 18=8) ^^„„„=hustand p7j;Tep 

^jf=V.ine 5„,..=soreIy farr=r‘’ 

tl.rfl^M=S"Usr ar=oac 

OTKi:>t/r=n>urh 
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31 B- 333 . ROBEUT BURNS {t 7 S 9 - 096 ), 

31s Many of Hums**; 'onp*; nrc only parccJ-Rtirns— arc Burns, that 
IS, f-ius some one else (fof;;otlcn). Bui this smc-rc and chinmns; 
lyj-K— (sshkh \% ^c^y often in ScolUnd, ns it is printed in Mr. Pal- 
grasc's Goldfn Titaiury cf Son^s, and Lyrta (1893), nitb additions by 
absurd ^olsnicn)— is. so far as I know, tindonblcd and unquestioned. 
rt»V//es point* (of tbc cntnjWLM) nrr^ssroll /^atnsvrood 

316. This admirable extravaganrais pure Bums bketuse. 

/!♦}#— drunk drafpie in rwr/^es droplet In our C)** 

^rttr*«dawn hrtev^htt.'tt ^ ^ /rf-/rf«f-»hvc'long 

C/;m/r*jAV»:Ch'ittcndoin ^//«X^«» 5 hioinK tt/i^xtzWm 

Aj«e=hiKh tt^/<tscoaLX rttvreeaUttle 

jf;angnna^^<i away 

317. As It stands, this is nil Bams, except tbc first and l.isi lines of 
the slaara, ^^iuch date from the sixteenth century, and are used to 
excellent purpose in a song (not fit for modern print) ‘found In 7 'he 
Masque (London, 1768), and other song-books* {Tht Ceniaiary 
BurnSt in. 249, Bdinburgh, 1896). 

y^sasweethcart 4 trj'«/#»/rsacquaintcd ^rrnf«s:raighl 

^r/<f*abald /ett'«pate cantjrBjolly 

318. Suggested by an old song, but none the less an excellent example 
of Bums at his best and happiest 

iffze me <»n «commend rae to f/rr<f/«clotht5 

^i/wewcll /^isat'Taps yf//*comforiably 

Mr^Awlow f/fa*»€very AunTrc/*® brooklets 

(hatched ^/r^erhirch ra/Z^rwcool ^ 

^rrfssshelter «f^/t=o 3 k< //nrti»AiV^xssHnnels 

r//.^'/s5cTcb other’* cm/i«corncrake /ar/nf>6~parlridge 

/<y=paslure /t«^iii«»dodging «^^ffrt«abo>*c 

n ssall 

319. Right Burns, this. 

////rVesistcr /f«=slend ^raa;=fine 

/rw’^i/A=spo>'erly make n shift 

6 laws o’ /:u xi//rr= vapours about his money WnnrVemoiher 
<fr«ressdcafen jf^nesleap Tt«T*/-b«=slying awake to 

dreuh’fssdrenchtd watch 

320 Burns and none else. It exists in three sets, of which this is 
the second and the best. The more popular \crsion w’as spoiled by 
being bombasted >Mth inexpressue adjectives to make it fit a tune. 

321. Burns, who ^ras scnipiilous in the matter of ascriptions, declared 
the first quatrain — (the best of the song) — to be traditional ; but thus 
far we have only his word for it. 

tassie^cfx^ 

322. This also is xcry Bums: — it is held to refer to SyUandcr’s last 
(victorious) meeting with Clarinda (6th December 1791). 323. Pure 
Burns:— 'I composed this song pretty early in life,* lie sajs, 'and 
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sent it to a young girl* — (Armour or Paton) — 'a very particular 
acquaintance of mine, who ^^•as at that time under a cloud.* 

^<T^^V</^^^^/x=bab3,••cIothcs rr«/=:hecd > 5 iM/=fau!t 

• t^oanin^o, Iying«in groanin wtfv/sraJe for the gossips 

cref^te-cAatrsitht stool of repentance crnci^talk 

ffty /ff«r=alone A^gjft^/amsztwgVmg with fondness 

324. This, too, is Bums's own ; and he thought it one of his best, 

>rxrrr<rjsrycstcr*night rViseacb c<r«f{ii=cannot 

gtx^—go }v/rvt=church ^«/=witboiit 

325* All Bums except the two first lines of the chorus. It appeared 
m the Kilmarnock Edition (1786), and is therefore very early work. 

r 7 ^=ridges irKfIests=C 3 re)t$s gfarsumoney 

326. Suggested by a blackguard old song preserved, together with 
another set attributed to Burns, in the ' unique and interesting garland 
called TAe Aferry Afuses of Scotland {c. iSoo), probably — almost cer- 
Uinly — collected by Burns himself* ( 27 .^ Ccnlenary Bums, ixs 

i. 415, 1896);— 

Green gro\rs the rasljes, O, 

Green grows the rashes, O, 

The featherbed is no sac saft,* etc. 

cannrssquiet gang iapsaltcerzessgo topsy*turvy. 

tvarl} ss w orIdJy </<Jwre«prudent 

327. Burns asserted of this famous song that he * look it down from 
an old man's singing,* For the older sets on which it is certainly 
founded, see The Cenlencry Bums (as above) 111. 407*410. 

n«s=run /<«<ff/=paddled cr'mrwnoon 

^rff/jashills <^mssbrook ^ K'/ij/ci/* draught 

g-ouvirwasdaisies gvid-tvllltetsCncndly jTere— partner 

328. Pure Burns, this one. 

/bonrss rascals Uf:c<»~straacer rung^cudgel 

rr/tf«r=patch itnllcr—tinKcr rfl’=sdri>e 

329 An arrangement, first and last, of fancies and expressions cur- 
rent in popular song long before Burns wrote. For his origins see 
The Centenary Bums (as above), i». 402-406. His result is not 
incomparable to Ben Jonson’s in Dnnk to Me Only, as to which see 
ante, p. 384, Note to No. 157. 330 . Suggested, and more, by an old 
broadside ballad, The Last t^P'ords of James Atackpherson, Murderer, 
which ends thus ; — 

' Thus wantonly and nmUngly 
I am resoh ed to die ; 

And with undaunted courage I 
SViU mount this fatal tree. 
spring— a dance tunc : x/ur/sstrouble 

331. This, like BTenmuri's On and Arva, is probably referable to a 
Jacobite original ; but none has ever been discovered. 

sae = so ^jumped serrgg^ = scrubby 

Itazvly «rr/=finely well //>/«r<fs= rasped 
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332. Pure Burns, again, and very early work, though it remained 
unpublished till 1800 (Currie). For the stanza, see cttle, p. 376, Note 
to No. 22. 

ro'r^r./=appointctl i/eKrr«:ilu5t, turroDil cannot 

333. The third stanza is the last of the broadside ballad of Matly 
Stewart, which begins thus : — 

*Tbe cold winter Is p;ut &nd gone, 

And now comes on the spring, 

And I am one of the King’s lifeguards, 

And must go fight for my King, 

My dear — 

I must go fight for my King * • 

a copy of which, dating as early as 1745*6, was communicated to tlie 
editors of TAe Centenary Bums (iiu 433*436) by the Rev. J. W. 
Ebsworth. The rest is Burns, 


334 - 337 . WILLIAM WORDSWORTH (1770-1850). 

334. Poems Pounded on the Affections, No. viii. 335. Poems of ike 
Ima^nalion, No. 1. 336. Poems tf ike Imagination, No. viii, 337. 
* Inlimatioas of Immortality from KecoUcctions of Early Childhood.* 

338 * 347 . SIR WALTER SCOTT (1771-1832). 

The Scott numbers are reprinted from The Poetical lyorks of Sir 
Walter, edited by Lockhart and published by Cadell (Edinburgh) in 
1848, 338. This Hunting Song is said to have been ' first published 
in the continuation of Strutt’s Queenhoo Hall, 1808, inserted in the 
Edinburgh Annual Pegisier of the same year, and set to a Welsh air 
in Thomson's Select Melodies, vol. iii., 1817.’ 339 Written, Lockhart 
notes, ’ for Campbell's Albyn's Anthology, 181G. It may also be seen, 
set to music, in Thomson's Collection, 1830.’ 340. 7'his wonderful 
lyric, wherein Romance is taken m the act as nowhere else in song, is 
from The Heart of Midlothian (Chapter xl ). 341. From The Lady 
(f the Lake {Canlo 342. From (Canto iii.). 343. From 

Marmion (Canto iii.). 344. From The Antiquary (Chapter x.). 345- 
* Written for Albyn's Anthology, vol. li., i8i8, and set to music in 
Mr. Thomson’s Collection, m 1822.’ — (Lockhart.) 

Cafr<f=ttmkcT A7f=carol husband 

Pleech^y> heedle gude^i’i/e=vf\k =hoop 

ff^/m»inUk*pail cfc’a/=mcnd ^an«pot 

fttaukin=h^TC leisters *= spears /f>«»=pate 

//jtftsscvery salmon /iMf/fr-iyy^s^hosless 

canile o' the eazvsey^ tends a Irzcher—ttaWi a fhu^dmnk 
middle of the pavement bowl <tmr/e=;cupl>oard 

,&£f/s=chest ^ r/rr;I’~shut orra^odd 

Punts o' Aeibuchssip\tcc& /j'rrt*'s=ptoperty o’ it'oa»portions of 

of cheese svebs or dudf^^she^ts or wool 

Whiles — now clothes Viuddi e = gallows 

Craig to tether— ntdk to fl/m*siron* 
baiter 
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346. From Qucriin Duncard (Chapta ^tol^Brnny^Dundec 

*«n-=pnidcnt "'■';'‘'='l^^pM?nlmen ■^///i=l.n>'“ . 

ccwMj^epleasant »«i:m«t'J=comrades 

anvls cfkiltKartt^ck^^xQtxo. bonnets 

348.349. SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 
TTje lew Is llwl publish^ in 5*i 

1885) Glycine's song IS from I’ 

360.363. WALTER SAVAGE LAUDOR W«;‘»W 

3 S 0 The songlets unda ,^«hich form the 

x.rKv.. Ix.'tv . choctn ) m Vondon. 1876 ) 351- 

Eighth Volume of Landor ® Poems just noted. 352- 
This is numbered cii. in C</ofmn »/ WtUtam 

The Maids Lament is found in The C</<^r 7 numbered Iviii. m 

( Works, vol 11 . PP„ 483-484) ^ ® 

the Miscellaneous Poems aforaaid. 

354. CHARLES LAMB (i77S-i834) 

From Tie Poetical Works of Charles Lami. (London, r 

365 - 356 . THOMAS 

broadside .- Gentlemen of Eagtod, 

That lives at home at eas » 

F„“do,o...hmh^ 

The dangers of the se.-is, 

from uhich, moreover. Campbell borrowed lus^r^^rai . 

•yVhen the stormy winds Ballads, vi. 

And this again is g‘VcnV^MS''vl^io- original, to ^ tune 
432 - 3 ) 'altered from in the same Volume (797)* 

of Baylors for My Money, is printed m 
besms thus - . i at home at ease 

* Countne men of are incident o’ ^e seas, 

And httle thmh whntdim^^^ jou,villshew 
Give ear unto the Saylor ' 

H.S case, hts ease, ,„eUem«is dothUro^^ 

Certain stanzas are on’‘tt=^ slirr\?g P>«^ 

ruining the effect of a smguhirly Sne an 
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NOTES 


357-361. THOMAS MOORE (i779-i8so)- 

These five pieces nre taken from the Irish Melodits as ijitcn in the 
Poetical lyoris of Thomas Moore, (London, 1840-41.) 


862 - 363 . EBENEZER ELLIOTT {17S1-1849). 

From The Poetical ll'oris of Elcneter Elliott edited by his son 
Edwin Elliott, Rector of St. Joan’s, Antigtu. (London, 1876.) 


364 - 366 . THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK (1785-1866). 

364. Tlie catch sanR by Mr. Hilary nnd the Reverend Mr. Larynx 
in Nt^htnare Alley, from Dr. Garnett's Edition. (London, jSpr.) 

365. I'Vom the third \olunie of Cole's Edition of Peacock's Worls. 
(London, 1875 ) The Table of Contents refers the song to iSoO; in 
the text (p. 50) It is s.aid to be ‘\mtten nflcr i8o6.' 

366 - 367 . ALLAN CUNNINGHAM (1785-1842). 

From Poems nnd Songs by Allan Cunningham. With an Intro- 
duction. Glossary, and Notes by Peter Cunningham. (London, 1847.) 
Both were forged by ‘ honest Allan ' (who never could refuse a chance 
of appearing to \ie w ith Burns in the manipulation, or even the manu- 
facture, of traditional material) for Cromck’s Remains of Niiksdale 
and Gatloviay Song (1810). 

366. iflwiMe' =honey-combs ecn-esa 

heeh — oeep /e<^=palm yiw/T's.slcndcr 

tfwr/i* “ spouse ererrf=.cycbrow Pa’i^lot 

/rr=hire ^oimi«=sniall children /bn=full 

367. n/iV,t=black cloud ; d///ilr=sblDes 


368 - 380 . BYRON (1788-1824). 

My selection is printed from The IVorhs of Lord Byron (1837), the 
First Complete Edition, undertaken by Murray, it Mould seem, at the 
urgent instancing of SirWalter Scott. and ‘ respectfully inscribed ’ 'To 
the Right Honourable Sir Robert Peel, Bart., etc etc. etc.,' as liemg 
a ‘Collectiie Edition of the Works of His "School and Form 
Fellow" ■ at Harrow. 368. From the Third Harold (1817) ; addressed 
to Augusta Leigh. 369. No. i of the Hebrew Melodies (January, 
1815). 370 Addressed to Lady Byron, and published, together m ith 
A Sketch from Private Life : — Bom m a garret, in a kitchen bred : — 
in The Champion of Sundiw, April 14, 1B16, and m The Morning 
Chronicle Veto days afted. In the former print — (which says, by the 
way, that ‘ though not sold, they have been distributed by his respect- 
able publisher, Mr, Murray') — the verses are dated March 17 , 1816 ; in 
the latter, March 30 of the same year. 371. Addressed to Augusta 
Leigh, under date of July 24, 1816. 372. Written in 1808. 

373. Dated 1812, and published (18x2) in the Second Edition of 
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CkUde Haroldy !. and u*, under this device : — quanto 
cst cum rcliquis versari, quam tui meminisse.* 374. Dated 1815, and 
suggested, directly or indirectly;, by the death of Byron’s old school- 
mate, the Duke of Dorset (killed by a fall from his horse), these 
‘Stanzas for Music,’ which the writer describes as 'the iruesf^ though 
the most melancholy, I ever wrote,’ were sent to Moore for Power 
(publisher of the Irith MtlodUsV who brought them out ' with very 
be«mtiful music by Sir John Stevenson.’ 375. Not dated, but 
apparently written in 1815. 376. ‘This should have been ^vrittcn 
fifteen moons ago; the first stanza uas.' Thus Byron to Moore 
under date of loth July 1817, so that this brave, affectionate lync — 
(surely its Second Stanza embodies as good and sound a philosophy of 
life as protestant could desire?) — was meant as the witer^ farewell ere 
hewent into exile in the April of 1816. 377* Written at Venice, in 1817, 
when, ‘ although I did not dissipate much upon the whole, yet I found 
the sword wearing out the scabbard, though I have but just turned 
the comer of twenty-nine.’ 378. Dated November i 8 sx; 'com- 
posed ... on the road from Florence to Pisa*; and addressed to 
Mme, Guiccioli. 379. From the Third Jvan (1821), 380. Dated 

' Missolonghi, Jan. 22, 1824,* 

381 - 394 . PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY (1792-1S22). 

These examples of the art and geoms of the master-lyrist of our race 
are reprinted from the Aldme Edition. 381-382. The Ode to the West 
Wind and The Cloud appear among the miscellaneous poems issued 
with Prometheus Unbound (1820). 383- The final chorus in Hellas 
(iSaa). 384. First given in the Posthumous Poeuv {X824). 385, First 
printed in 1822, in the Second Number of The Liberal^ under the style 
and title of Song^ Written for an Indian Air* 354-393. From the 
Posthumous Poems (as above). 394 - The first title, when the poem 
appeared in The Aihenesum of November 17, 1832, was \^An Ariette 
^or Music, To a Lady Singing to her Aceompanimeni on the Guitar. 


395 - 400 . JOHN KEATS ix 795 '^S 2 J). 

In the case of the selections from Keats, the Aldxne text, edited by 
Lord Houghton, is adopted. 395 - The Hymn to Pan is from the 
First Book of Endymion (i8t8). 39 ^. From the Fourth Book of 

Endymion. At the dose of the second section I have \'entured to 
omit a stanza of the original, because it e.\amples all Keats’s defects, 
and embitters the perfect s\N eetness by which it is surrounded. For 
the pedant’s sake 1 give it here; — 

* WitbjT) bis car, aloft, young Baccb« stood. 

Trifling 1^ ivy-dart, in danang mood, 

With sidelong laughing ; 

And little rills of crimson «ine imbmed 

His plump white arms and shoulders, enough uhitc 

For Venus’ pearly bite ; / 

And near him rode Silennson hisa-is, 

Pelted with flowers be^on did pasr 
Tipsily quailing. 

2 C 
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401. TrrONfAS HOOD (i799-^S455. 

From the First Volume of Tne Poetical Works of Thonas Hcod, 
(London, 1856.) 

402-404. THOMAS LOVELL BEDDOES (XS 03 - 1 S 49 ). 

These pieces arc reprinted from Pichermg*s edition of Tht Po^’trs, 
Posthumous and Collected^ of Thomas Lovell Beddoes, {London, 1851.) 
Tsso stanzas of Dream’Pedlar} (402) are omitted from the text : — 

‘ If ih<‘rr are ghosts to raise, 

What shall I call, 

Out of hell's murky mare, 

Heav-en's blue pall ? 

Raise my loved long-lost boy— 

To lead me to his joy. 

There arc no ghosts to raise , 

Out of death lead no xrays ; 

Vain IS the call. 

Know 'st thou not ghosts to sue ? 

No love thou hast. 

Else lie as I will do. 

And breathe thy last. 

So out of Life's fresh crow n 
Fall like a rose-leaf down. 

Thus .are the ghosts to wooe ; 

Thus are all d^ms made true ; 

Ever to last I ’ 

The DW^e is from DeaiKs Jest-Book ; or, Tht Foots Tragedy (Act iL 
sc. i). 404 From Tornsmond (Act i. sc. 3). 


405-408. EDGAR ALLAN POE ( 1 S 09 - 1 S 49 ). 

From Mr. Andrew Ling’s edition of The Poems of Edgar Allan Poe. 
London, 18S1.) 
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FIRST LINES 


Absent from thee, I languish sttllf • . . , 

Adieu { Farewell earth’s bliss * • • . 

Adieu, O daisy of delight 1 * .... 

Ah I Chlorts, that I now could sit, ... 

Ah 1 County Guy^ the hour is ntgb. 

Ah, how sw eel it is to love 1 . . 

Ah 1 Sunflow er, w eary of time, 

Ah, what asails the sceptred race ’ 

Ah, wbat]s]o\e? It jsapretty thing. 

All my ^ast life Is mine no more, . 

An age in her embraces pissed, . 

And are j’e sure the news is true? .... 

And doth not a meeting like this make amends, . 

And thou art dead, as j oung and fair, 

An endj the end is come upon the four comers of the hnd, 
Anse, my Thoughts, and mount >ou with the sun, 

Aris^ shine, for thy light is come, 

Art tnou poor, >et hast thou golden slumbers? 

As 1 m hoary winter's night, ... 

As u fell upon a day, . 

As I was walking all alone, 

Ask me no more where Jove besiow«. 

Ask me why I send >ou here, 

As the hart pantetb after the water brooks, 

A sunn} shaft did 1 behold, 

Awake, awake, my L>Te. 

All al e, awake I put on thy stren^b, O Zion, 

Ai\aj, delights 1 go seek some other dwelling, , 
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Bards of Passion and of Mirth, . .... 

Beauty, arise, show forth thy glorious shining * .... 

Beauty sat bathing by a spring, . .... 

Because in the night Ar ot Moab is laid waste, and brought to silence, 
Behold, thou art fair, my love. 

Behold, thou bast instructed man>, . . . . . 

Bid me not go where neither suns nor showers, 

Bid me to h\e, and I will live, . ... 

Bless the Lord, O my soul 1. .... 

Blest pair of Sirens, pledges of Heavens JO}, .... 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind, . ♦ • . , . . . 

Blow ye the trumpet in Zion, and sound an alarm in my hol> mountain, 
B) Saint Mary, my lady. 

By the rivers of Babj Ion, . 

Calm was the day, and through the trembhos air. 

Charm me asleep and melt me so, ... 
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FIRST LINES 


Chern'-ripe, ripe, ripe, 1 crj' ! . . . . 

Choost me your valentme, 

Come hither, you that love, and hear me sing, . 
Come, little babe, come, silly soul, 

Come live \vith me and be my love, 

Come, my Way, my Truth, my Life, . 

Come, O come, my life's delight I 

Come, shepherd swains, that wont to hear me sing. 
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134 

• 145 


Dark, deep, and cold the current Bows, 

Day, like our souls, is ficrccli dark, . 
Dearest, do not j*ou delay me, ... 
Dear, if you change, I ‘11 never choose again, 
Depart, depart, dep^l .... 
Does haughty Gaul int'asion threat? . 
Donald Caird can hit and sing, • 

Down in yon garden sweet and gay, . 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, 


318 

3'7 

162 


284 

303 

240 

14S 


£'en like two little bank-dividmg brooks, 


172 


Fain would I, but I dare not ; I dare and yet 1 may not, . 
Fair daffodils, we weep to sec, ...... 

Fair, sweet, and young, receive a prize, 

False though she be to me and love, . . • . • 

Fare thee well ! and if for ever, 

Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, .... 

Fear no more the heat o* the sun, 

First shall the heavens want starry light, .... 
FI)*, envious Time, till thou run out thy race, . # 

Fold now thine arms, and hang the head, 

Follow a shadow, it still you, .... 

Followyoursainc, follow with accents sweet ! . . 

For all this I considered in my heart even to declare all this, 

For X/>v e's sake, kiss me once again ! 

From harraon>, from heavenly harmony, .... 
From the forests and highl.mds, .... 

Full fathom fiv e thy father lies, 
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Gather ye rosebuds while ye may. 

Get up, gel up for shame 1 The olooming Mom, 
Gird up thy loins now like a man, 

Give me more lo\*e or more disdain 1 . 

Give place, yc lovers^ here before. 

Give place, you Ladies, and^be gone, . 

Give unto the Lord, O yc mighty. 

Glories, pleasure’!, pomps, delights and ease, 

Go and catch a falling star, ..... 
Go, fetch to me a pint o’ vs me, ... 

Go, happy Rose, and interw ove, . , 

Go, lovTly Rose 

Good ladies ! ye that have your pleasures in exile, 
Good-morrow to the day so fair, .... 
Go, thou gentle w'hispcring Wind, 
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Hame, hamc, hame, home fain wad 1 be, 3** 

Hark ! hark I the lark at beav’en’s gate sings . 135 

Hark! now everv thing is still, 193 

llatk ! she is call'd, the parting hour ts come, . . . . • aao 
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JTair yvii n to . . , , 

Ifrir, >t b«?i<sxhal . • 

iit h HfTv fyMhc isf^untiliiy . • 

Hetyce, ftll )'C4 'kiin dclji;hi% 
ncacf, Jiew, li»r thM rnuit depart, 
litf eyo the fj ^wk.vurm Jenil the<, 

Hey ! HDvf ^hei^^ydaw4, . 

ll'.y ciltr tir^ic^ cletc, 

/ii% ,:^3V*n iocl-^ 't itTJe hnth to siNer turned, 
JIonc'»t lo^rr v*}.c:^»evcr, , . . . 


beAuufuI arc thy fetrt uUh ihoc^, O jirlncc's dau'jbtrr ! 
ife^' dath the city sit that fuU of \>cop!c 1 

ban ll.o J btl^d bin^ thal x\ ’fcUhout power? 

Hole liVe ft »i aer )uth r;\ A^•^cr>cc been, .... 
HowJ, je »J jpx of Tanhjiii, 

How mmy tiirt^ do I lo^e thee, deart 

?fow *haH 1 report, 

How afrtp the hrarc who jinh to rc<t, 

Hovp swxet I tiixmed from field to field, 

I am coctc tnio tny jjarden, my s.itcr, m> spouse, 

J an the roic of Sh-TTro, . ... 

I Bri^« fmn dream* of ihce, . _ 

I briES fresh *bov.cr» for the thirsting: fioftcrs 
1 cancct change, n& others do, . 

1 dare net ati. n hl*s, 

I did tut lor.h aed Icrre a^wbile, * 

I dreamt ft dr«‘ajn J What can it roc.inf 
I duj; beneath the cypres* fhade, 

If ftU the world and lore were youn;r, 

If atipbt cf oaten stop, or pastoral Sony 

If doughty deed* tny lady plea.'e, ..... 

I fear tht'lsis^e*, «Rtle maicien, . ... 

I feed ft narne within, which w torments me, 

If love be life, I Isny to die. 

If there were drc-im fo jell, 

If thou w lit rase ihinc heart, 

If to befttnent were to be, ,.•/••• 

I h.irc hjd phiymates, I base had coropcoions, . 

1 know it is so of a truth, . • ♦ • 

I love, and he low tne asain, ... 

1 losed hirn not ; and yet now he li gone, ♦ 

I might !— unhappy word—O me. I night. 

In going to ray naked bed as one that would have slept, 

In the greenest of our vallc)*s, ...... 

In the merry month of May, 

In to these dirk and drurnlic da>s, 

In Xanadu did Kubla Kii.in, . . • • 

I pray thee, leasT, los*e me no more, 

I prithee, send me b.ick my Jiearl, • ... 

I said in the cutting off of iny days, . * . * . 

I saw my JLidy weep, 

3 ser howshc doth l^c, ,....» 

I sing the name which none can sayi * « . » • 

3 that in health was and gladness, • • . • • 

Icwasa’forourrighlfu’King, . ' . . . . 

It w'as many and many a year ago, *».».• 
ft was not in the winter, 
h was the winter wild, 
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It was upon a Lammas night, . . . 

1 Ve heard them IDting at our cu e milking, 

1 NriU sing unto the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously, 
1 wUh 1 were where Helen lies 

John Anderson zny jo, John, .... 
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Keep not thou silence, O God, 

Kiss me, sweet 1 the warj* lover 


Lay a garland on my hear^<., .... 
Leave me, O Lovc^ which rcachest but to dust, . 
Let him kiss me with the kisses of his mouth, 
het me not to the marriage of true minds, . 

Let the day perish v herein I u as bom. 

Let us sing and be merri', dance, joke, and rejoice, 
Lift ye up a banner upon the high mountain, 

Like to Uiana in her summcr-\seed. . 

Lo, here a little volume, but great book 1 . 

Look, Deha, how we esteem the half*blown rose. 
Lord, what am I ? A norm, dust, vapour, nothing ! 
Love in fantastic triumph sate, . 

l>)ve in her eyes sits playing, .... 
I.,o\e in my bwom like a bee, 

Love in thy j»outh, fair m.iid , be w i«e. 

Love 15 a sickness full of uoes 

Lose is the blossom where there blow'^, 

I^ovely kind and kindly lot ing, .... 
Love me or not, lo^e her 1 must or die, 

Lo5e me not for comely grace 

Love tliat to the voice is near, .... 
Lo, w'bat it Is to lo\e 
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Man that is born of a woman, 

hlemoiy, hither come, 

Mortaht)', behold and fear 1 

Music, when soft voices die, 

My boat is on the •ihore, . . ... 

My dear and only Io\e, I pray, 

My dear misteess has a heart, . . . . 

My faint spirit >vas sitting in the light, 

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains, . 
hfy heart is a breaking, dear tittle^ .... 
My heart is high above, my body is full of bliss, 

My love in her attire doth show her wit, 

My Love is neither young nor old, .... 
My love is strengthen’d, though more weak in seeming, 
My lute, awake, perform the last, .... 

My silks and fine array, 

My son, keep my words, ...... 

Mj* Soul, there is a country’, 

My thoughts hold mortal strife, . , . 

My true lov'e batli my heart, and 1 have his. 
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Never weather *beaten sail more willing bent to shore, 
No longer mourn for me when I am dead, . . 

No, no, poor sufTering heart, no change endeavour, . 
Now is the time for mirth, ...... 

Now the lusty Spring is seen 1 . . . . 
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409 


O blithe New*comer ! I have heard, • . . , 

O, Brignall banks are wld and fair, • • « . 

O, clap your hands, all ye people, .... 

O day of life, of light, of love ! . • . , , 

O, do not wanton with those eye«5, .... 

O, fain would I, before I die, ..... 
Of all chaste birds the Phoenix doth excel, . 

Of all the ^irls that are so smart, .... 

Of a’ the airts the wind can blaw, .... 

O, fly, my soul ! What hang* upon, .... 

Of Nelson and the North 

O Goddess 1 hear these tuneless numbers, wrung, 

O, how comely it is, and how reviving, 

O, leeze me on my spinnin’ wheel! .... 

O, let me climb, 

O Lord, I have heard thy speech, and was afraid, 

O Lord, thou hast searched me, and known me, . 

O lusty May, with Flora queen 1 

O Mary, at thj' tvindow be, . 

O Ma}', thy mom was ne’er sae sweet, 

O mighty King of Terrors, come, 

O, my luve *s like a red, red rose, 

On a day, alack the day I . . . . . 

O, never say that I \\*as false of heart, 

O Night, O Jealous Night, repugnant to my measures J 
Only Joy, now here you are. ..... 
Order ye the buckler and shield, and draw near to battle, 

O rose, thou art sick, 

O Sonow I ^ \Vhy dost borrow. ... 

O sweet delight, O more chan human bliss, 

O, talk not to me of a name great in stoiy ! 

O, that joy so soon should waste 1 

O, the sad day! 

O thou, W’hose mighty palace roof doth hang, . 

O thou with dewj' locks, who lookcst down, . 

O, turn aivay those cruel eyes, . . • • 

Out upon it I I have loved, 

O, wa\y w aly up the bank 

O western wind, when >vilt tliou blow, 

O, whamy babie-clouts will buy ? .... 

O, what can ail thee, knight-at*arxns, . . . 

O "did West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being, . 

O, Willie brewed a peck o' 

O world 1 O life ! O lime ! . • • • 

O WTCtcb, beware ! This world will wend thee fro, . 

Pack, clouds, awa}’, and welcome, day ' . - . 

PhGcbus, arise, 

Phyllis, for shame I IiCt us improsc, . . . • 

Phyllis is my only joy, 

pibroch of DonuiiDhu, ^ . • • • 

Piping doivn the ^-alleys wild, , . • • • 

pleasure 3 why thus desert the heart, ... * 

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth, 

Praise ye the Lord, . 

Preserve thy sighs, unthrifty girl, ...» 
Proud Maisie is in the w ood, , • • • » 

Queen and huntress, chaste and fair 
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Rarely, rarely coraejt ihou, 

Reach, \suh your whiter hands, to me, . . 

Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy youth, 
Rise, heart ; thy Lord u risen. Sing his praise, 
Roses, their sharp spines being gone, .... 
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Sabrina fair, 

Seamen three! What men be ye ? 

Seek ye me, and ye shall live, .... 

S«k ye out of the book of the Lord, and read, . 

See the chariot at hand here of Love, . 

Send home my long-stray’d eyes to me, 

Set me whereas the sun doth parch the green, • 

Shall I tell you whom I love? .... 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways. 

She is far from the land where her joting hero sleepSj 
She walks in beauty, like the night, . 

She was a Phantom of delight, .... 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, . 

Shut not so soon : the dull^y’d night, 

Since first I saw your face I resolved to honour and renowi 
Since 1 in storms used most to be, . 

Since there’s no help, come let us kUs and part 1 

Sing lullaby, as women do, 

Sister, au'aket close not your eyes 1 . 

Sleep, sleep, beauty bright. .... 

So, we'U go no more a rovmg, . . . «• 

Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year’s pleasant king 
Stay, O sweet, and do not rise t . 

Sweet, be not proud of those two e^cs, 

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bnght, 

Sweet Echo, sweetest Nymph, that Itv’st unseen, 

Sweet violets, Love’s Paradise, that spread, 

Swiftly walk o’er the western \\a\c, . 
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Take, O, take those Ups away, . . . • 
Tell me not, sweet, 1 am unkind, • . « 

Tell me, thou soul of her I love, . 

Thank Heaven ! the crisis, 

That lime of year thou may’s! in me behold, 

That w hicb her slender waist confined. 

The beauty of Israel is slain upon thy high places, 
The castled crag of Drachenfels, ... 
The earth is the Lord's, and the fulness thereof, 
The forward youth that would appear. 

The glories of our blood and state, . . 

The golden gates of Sleep unbar, 

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece, 

The keen stars were tw inkling, .... 
The lark now lea\ es his w al'ry nest, , . • 

The longer Ufe, the more offence, » . • 

The merry World did on a day, .... 
Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now I 
The nightingale as soon as April bringeth, . 

There be none of Beauty’s daughters, • • 

There is a garden in her face, .... 
There’s kames o’ hinney ’tween my luve’s lips, . 
There's not a joy the world can give, . 

There's nought but care on every ban* 
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There was a time when meadow, *nd stream, . 

Thcrewth when he was ware, and gaii behoJd. . . . • 

The skies they were ashen and sober, 

The star that bids the shepherd fold, . 

The twentieth j'ear Is v.ell.ni5h past, . 

The world's pT^at age begins anew, . . ^ ..*11.’ 

Those look*;^ whose beams be joy, whose njotlon is deupht, 

Thou art but vonng. thou say st, ... • - 

Tbou art to ail lo<t ios*c the be<t, 

Thouch the day ofray destiny** O'er, , , , 

Through grief and through danger thy •mile hath clierr 0 r.y way 
Tiger, tiicr, burning bright, 
lime is the feathered thing, 

*Ti<; time this heart sliould be unmot ed, 

’'Its true. I never v/as in losv, 

To fair Fiddle's grassy tomb, 

Toll for the bm»ei 

To m*-, fair friend, you never can old, • • 

To the Lords of Convention 't*a 4 Cla'eMe wf o v*- 
To the ocean now I fly, , 

Twas on a Monday morning, 

Twenty years hence my eyes may pot» 

Under the rreenHOod tree, ... . , « • 

Unfold! unfold 1 Take in 

Up, halesom heart, thy rooiCs ntV and fouy. . . • • 

Upon my lap mr sostreign vte. . • ... 

Up! ynnths and virgins! np, and p'.d'e . ♦ • • 
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Vanity of ranUiee, saiih the rr'*.sch'‘*. 
Vital fparl of heavejjly flame, 

Vulcan, cpofnv*' me *uch a cwp, • 


Watc, all th*“ dead 1 \Vl;ai ho ! wliat ha 1 
Waken, lords anti Jadi'^s c-TV, • . • • 

Wrep not, my warion, trrtle cp'Ji my kree. 

Weepyori no ni<ire, ft'untair^p *. • • • 

Welcome, maidr-oMionnorl 
What fcffvf sing*, yrC «o H.ulf 
VrTat conteicnee, raV, it it In t'»er, . . ^ 

V/h\t harder »s than'ftone? What ir.t rc ►'■i* 

is thy rrothr-rJ . • • 

What ji y,var snl <larc«^ r ere, 

WJ nt shajt ( do to show how I'v^ 

Whit relief the '^wrrs In #Mr*iv ptaals 

When dAides p‘H, flrd b*o^. 

NV! r-n, 1 1 M think of ibf<. 

Wnen Ilcm had oV.'frrt th#' fifth, 

\\’>rn Jh', tE> *> adofei ha< Irft I'al t* »• 

i't death I shall calmly rfdf^e, * 

Xi*hr.n, i*> dMgr>'-e ** iih A ti vne an-J •%*'“ ♦ rs » 

A\T-e*i in tW chj*nsU!e rf Ij*^**. • * 

NS'hr'' kis-vly W“v»n3t*i stpaeps to fc"5, • 

Wh^n J-cHv With sti?c©*fiWd. w?r}^, 

H 4>.*iJrre*?, .. . ^ 

Wh*'*the tinivfd *Et‘0 Ih* ts ^ 

V*) 1 t*“e is t*J^ fatiH, l**** *v“ - *" • ’ 

tVej >1* cf ^ 

W}.f*i ll y-^.r * ' * ” 
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GIRL.* Second Edtijon. Cr.Zvo, 6s, 
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A Colonial Edition is also published. 
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Barlnfif-QouTd (S.). THE LIFE OF 
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editorship of Cecil J. Sharp, Principal of 
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Bastablc (C. P,), M.A. THE COM- 
MERGE OF NATIONS. Fourth Ed, 
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Oastinn (H, Cliarlton), M.D., F.R.S. 
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A Colonial 1 diilon is tvUo published 
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books ofTheolor^. 

Bidcz (AL). See B> rantine Terts. 
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Bindley (T. Herbert), B D THE OECU- 
MENICAL DOCUMENTS OF THE 
FAITH. With Introductions and Notes. 
Second Editian. C> fir net. 

Blnns (H. B.). THE LIFE OF WALT 
WHITMAN. Illustrated, Demy 8ro. 
ror, 6d. net. 
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Blnyon (Lawrence). THE DEATH OF 
ADAM, AND OTHERPOEMS Cr. Zvo 

3 ?. Cd. net. 

See also W. Blake, 

Blrnstlngl (Ethel). See Little Books on 
Art 

Blnir (Robert) See LP.L. 
iJInke (Wllham). THE LETTERS OF 
\MLLIAM BLAKE, toclther wmt a 
L irit i\\ FrupERicK Tatiiam. Edited 


from ibc Original ManM^cripH. rvIifTArt 
Introduction and Notes, hy A^CiunAtp G. 
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Derry Zee. ns.CJ.»ef* ^ 
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Bloxlnnd (B,>. .M.A. S:: Library of 

Devotion. 

Bloom (J. Hnr>c>), J^LA. SHAKE* 
SP CAKE’S GARDEN, inustmtfid,* 
reap. E:o. 5/ €d . ; leather^ 4x. nei» 
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Blotict (Henri). See Bcf^inncrs Books. 
Bcmrdman (T* H.), M.A. See Tertbeoks 
of Science. . _ 

Bodicy (J,n. C.). Anther cf^Fmnee ‘ THE 
CORONA nON OF EDWARD VIL 
Deinytvo. sir. rrf. By Command of the 
Ktnr 

Bod 3 ‘(pcortrc), DD. THE SOUL'S 
P1LGKI^^AGE : Devotional Kcadnjrs 
from his writings. Selected by J. H. 

B D., F. 1 LS.K. Demy ifirw, or. 6d.^ 
Bona (Cardinal). See LilT3r>‘ of Devotion. 
Boon (F. C.), sec Conmc'cial Series. 
Borrow (Gcorfre). See Little ijbraty. 

Bos (J. RiUemn). AGRICULIURAL 
ZOOLOGY. Trandated by J, R. Aivs* 
WORTH DAns, M..V With isslllustradon'v 
Cn Cr^. Third Edition. 51.6.^. 
Bottinjr(C. a.), BA. EASY GREEK 
LXLRCiSKS. Cr. t^'c. sr. See oho 
Junior Lxnmirajion F^ene^ 

BouUinjr (W.) 1 ASSO AND HIS TIMF^. 
W'tth 34 niuuraiiotit. DemyBtv. tox.Sd. 
ret. 

Boulton (E. S.h M .A GEOMETRY ON 
MODERN LINES. CKte-a. as. 

Boulton (Wininm B.). THOMAS 
GAINSBOROUGH WUh 40 lUuslra. 
tions. DemyZic ’Tt.^d.tiei. 

SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, P.R.A. With 
49 lllustraiionv. Demy Zzo. jx. fief. net. 
Dow den (E, M.). THE IMITATION OF 
BUDDHA: Being Quotations from 
Buddhist Literature for cacli Day in the 
Year. Edition. Cr. zCmo, se, 6d. 

Boyd-Carpentcr (Marporct)- THE 
CHILD IN ART. Illustrated. Seeoid 
Edition. Earj^e CrtKim Zx o. 6s, 

Boyle (\V.). CHRISTMAS AT THE TOO. 
W'ah Verses bj Wk Bovle and 24 Coloured 
Pictures by H. B. KnasO’^. Super Royal 
j6wr». os. 

Brabant (F. G.), M.A. See Little Guides. 
Bradlev (A. G.) ROUNDABOUT WILT- 
SHIRE. W’lth -^o Illustrations of which 
i4are m colour byT.C.GoTCH. Second Ed. 
Cr. Bx>e. fi^. 

Bradley (J. W.). See Little Books on Art. 
Braid (James) and Others. GREAT 
GOLIERS IN THE MAKING. By 
Thirty -Four Famous Players Edited, w itn 
an Introduction, by Henkv Lcack. BTth 
34 Portraits. Demy Bco. 7s.6d.net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
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Bratlsford (II. N.). MACEDONIA; 
• ITS KACES AND ITS FUTURE. 
IHuslratcd. jiS, Cd, mi, 

Urodrlck(Mar>*)nn<i Morton (Anderson)* 
A CONCISE hakduook: of KGYK 
TIAN ARCna-OLOGY. lllusimted. Cn 

Brooks (E. E.), B.Sc. See Textbooks of 
Technology*. 

Brooks (E. W.). See Byrantine Texts. 
Brotvn (P, H.)^ LT>.r),, Fraser Professor of 
Ancient (Scottish) History* at the University 
of Edinburgh. SCOTLAND IN THE ! 
TIME OF QUEEN 5 rARV. tar. \ 

yx, 6 d. ftfi, j 

BrotN-n (S. n.\ M,A,, Camb., n.A., It.Sc.. 
London j Senior Science Master nt Unping. 
hamSchooh A PRACTICAL CHEMIS- 
TRY NOTE.BOOK FOR MATRICULA* 
TION AND ARMY CANDIDATES: 
Easier KxrErstMniJTS t»e CostMOHEn 
SucsTANCE?. Cr, 4ic, If. Cti. net, 

BrossTie (Sir Thomas). See Sinnd.Trd 
Library. 

Brosvmell (C. L.). THE HEART OF 
JAPAN. Illustrated, Thhxi Edition. 
Cr*. Ew. ^t.iahoDetnyZvo, Cd. 
Brownlriff (Robert). See Lftlle Library. 
Buckland (Francis T,). CURIOSITIES 
or NATURAL HISTORY. Illustrated 
by il. B. Neicsox. Cr. Etv. 3/. Cd. 
Buckton (A. M.) THE BURDEN OF 
ENGKLAta Ballad*Epic. Second Edition. 
Cr, Ttv, 6 ,i, net, 

KINGS IN BABYLON. A Drama. Crown 
tro. IX. net, 

EAGER HEART: A My^slery* Pl.iy. Fi/th 
Edition, Cr. tvo. jx. net. i 

BiidJTO (B. A. Wallis). THE GODS OF I 
THE EGYPTIANS. With over jco 
Coloured Plates and many Illustrations. 
Two Volumes, EoyalZvo. ^3, 3*- 
BuIstUL Massac). THE MOTOR YEAR 
BOOK AND AUTOMOBI LISTS' 
annual for 1906. Demy Zvo, yx. 6^4 
net. 

Bull (Paul), Army Chaplain. GOD AND 
OUR SOLDIERS. Second Edition, 

Cr. Zva. 6 s. 

BuIIcy (flllss). See Lady Dilke. 

Buny'an (John). THE PILGRIM’S PRO- 
GRESS. Edited, -with an Introduction, 
by C. H* Firth, M.A. With 39 Illustra- 
. tions by R. Anhing Bell. Cr, Zvo. 6 s. 

See also Library of Devotion and 


Btirrt (J. H.), B.D. THE CHURCH- 
MAN’S TREASURY OF SONG. 
Selected nnd Edited by. Fets^ Zvo. 3X. 6 d. 
net. See also Librarj* of Devotion. 

Btirnnnd (Sir F. C.). RECORDS AND 
REMINISCENCES. With .n Portrait by 
If. V. Herkomer. Cr, Stx?. Fourth and 
Chenfer Edition. 6 s. 

A Colonial Edition is aRo published. 

Dtirn5<Robert), THE POEMS OF. Edited 
byANDREW Lang nnd W. A. CnAicir. With 
Portrait. Third Edition, Demy tvo, gilt 
top. 6 s. 

Bumsido (W. F.), M.A. OLD TESTA- 
MENT HISTORY FOR USE IN 
SCHOOLS. Third Edition. Cr. 8:'o. 
3X. 6d. 

Burton (Alfred). SecI.p.L. 

Bussell (F. W.), D.D., Fellow and Vice 
Principal of Brasenose College, Oxford. 
CHRISTIAN THEOLOGY AND SO- 
CIAL PROGRESS: The Bamplon 
Lectures for 1905. DemyZvo ros, 6 d.net. 

Butler (Joseph). See Standard Librarj*. 

Caldecott (Alfred), D.D. See Handbooks 
ofTheolocy. 

Cflldcrwood (D. S.), Headmaster of the Nor- 
mal School, Edinburrh. TEST CARDS 
m EUCLID AND ALGEBRA, " 


Dcfrch (a F.H.S. A JIANUAL 

OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. Illus- 

Bu'Sms COeiclii COOPS AND HOW TO 
BE THEM. Illustrated. 6 s. 

Burke (Edmund). See Standard Library. 
Burn (A. E.),D.D., Rector of Handsworth 
and Prebendary of Lichfield. 

See Handbooks of Theology. 


in three 

packets of 40, with Answers, ix. each. Or 
tn three Books, price sd.f ^d.y and %d, 

Cambridge (Ado) (Mrs. CrossJ, THIRTY 
YEARS IN AUSriU\LlA. Demy Iva, 
ft. 6 d, 

Canning (George), Sec Little Library. 

Capev (G. F. IL). See Oxford Biographies. 

Careless (John). See I.P.L. 

Carlyle (Thomas). THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Edited by C. R. L, 
FurrcrtcR, Fellow of Magdalen College, 
Oxford. Three Volumes. Cr, tvo. i8r, 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER 

! CROMWELL. With an Introduction 
by C. H. Firth, M.A., and Notes and 
Appendices by Mrs. S. C. Lomas. Three 
Vciumes. Demy Bzv. iBs. net, 

Carlyle(R, M. nad A. J.), M.A, SeeLcaders 
of Religion, 

Cbanner (C. C.) ond Roberts (A 1 . H.). 
LACEMAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, 
PAST AND PRESENT. With 16 full- 
page IWusfrations. Cr. Stv. as. 6 d. 

Chapman (S. J.). Sec Books on Business. 

Clmttcrton (Thomas). See Standard 
Librarj*. 

Chesterfield (Lord). THE LETTERS OF, 
TO HIS SON. Edited, ^vith an Introduc- 
tion by C. Strachey, and Notes by A. 
CALTimor. Tzoo Volumes. Cr. Zvo, icx. 

Chcsterton(Q.IC.).CHARI.ESDICKENS. 
Wit h two I’ort rails in photogravure. Fourth 
Ediiion, Demy Svo, 7x. 6 d. net, 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

ChIMe(ChnrIesP.),B.A.. F.R.C.S. THE , 
CONTROL OF A SCOURGE : Or, 
How Cancer is Curable. Demy Zvo, 
js, 6 d, net. . ' ■ . 
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Christian (P. W.). CiVKOLlNl.- 

ISLANDS. AViih many Illusiratjons and 
Maps. Dc*fiy^“'o. 

Clccro. See Classical Tr.ansl.ations. 
Clarke^F. A.), M.A. See Leaders of Keligion. 
Clausen (Ocorjre). A,K.A., ILW.S. AIMS 
AND IDLALS IN ARl :EiKht Lectures 
dcli\ered to the Students of the Uoyal 
Ac.adcmy of Arts. With 3a Illustration*. 
Scccnd Udiihti. Lntj^e Pe'siZve. ^s.nti. 
SIX LECTURES ON TAINTING, First 
Series, With to IHuslration*. Third 
Ediiiony Large Post £^t^ sr. Cd. net. 
Cleathcr(A. L.)« Sec Wapner. 

Clinch (Q.). See Little Guides, 
clou^lt (W* T*)« See Junior School BooVs 
and Textbooks of Science. 

Clonston (T. S.), M.D., CC.D., F.R.S E.. 
l,ecturcr on Mental Diseases in the Uni- 
versity of Edinburgh. THE IIYGIENE 
OF MIND. With 10 Illustrations. Fourth 
Edition, Demy Szo. 7s 6d. t,ri. 

Const (W. QO. B A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN VERGIL. Cr.Zio. er. 
Cobb (W. F.), M.A. THE BOOK OF 
PSALMS : with a Commentary, Demy St.'t. 
joj. ini, net* 

Coleridge (S. TO. POEMS OF. Selected 
and Arranged hyAKTHOR S^mon^ With 
a photogTa\ure Frontispiece. Zvo. 

7S, 6d. net 

Collingx^ood OV. QO. M-A. THE LIFE 
OF JOHN RUSK. 1 N. With Poriratis 
Sixth Edtitor^ Cr. Stv. ss. €ri. net 
Collins (W* EOi M A. See Churchman’s 
Library. 

Colonna. HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLI- 
PHILI UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA CO.M MEMO- 
RAT, An edition limited to 350 copies on 
handmade paper. Fotc. 3S' aet 
Combe OVilUam). See I P.U 
Conrad (Joseph). THE MIRROR OF 
THE SEA: Memories and Impressions. 
Third Edition Cr. 8t 0 €s. 

Coo)c(A» M.), M.A., andMarcliant(C. E.), 
M A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Selected from Greek and 
Latin Literature. Third Ed. Cr, Er^ -xs 6d. 
LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. TU-dFd Cr is 6d. 
CooRe-Ta>Ior(R. WO. THE FACTORY 
SYSTEM, Cr, 8vo. ss, 6d, 

Corelli (Marie). THE PASSING OF THE 
CiKEATQUE'Eli,6ecortdEd.FcaA4to, is, 
A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Cr. 4to. is, 
Corkran (Alice), See Little Books on Art. 
Cotes (Exerard). SIGNS AND POR- 
TENTS IN THE FAR EAST. With 34 
Illustration*. Second Edition, Det/n Sro, 
7f. (xi. net. 

Cotw (Rosemary*). D.VNTC'S GARDEN. 
With a Frontispiece. Second Edition. 

ieather, 3J. 6d. net. 

BIBLfe FLOWERS. With a Frontispiece 
and Plan. Fca/, Zzv. cr. 6if. net 


Cowley (Abraham). See Little IJhrnr^*. 

Cowper (Willlaro), THE POEMS OF. 
Edited vUh an Introduction and Notes by 
J. C Bailkv, M..\. Illustrated, including 
two unpublished designs by William 
Bij^ke. DemyZro. 10s. 6 d. net 

Cox{J. CbnrieA), LED., F.S A. See Little 
Guides, 1 he Antiquar>'’s Books, and Ancient 
Cities. 

Cox (Harold), B.A., M.P. L\ND 
NATIONALISATION AND L^\ND 
TAXAllON. Second Edition roztsed, 
Cr. Zzo. 3r. 6d net 

Crabbe (Qcorcrc). See Little Library. 

CraIglc(W. A.). A PRIMER OF BURNS. 
Cr. Bro. os. 6 d. 

CralkfMrs.), See Little Library*. 

Crane (Cant, C. P.)« See Little Guides. 

Crane (WnHcr). AN ARTIST’S RE- 
MI N ISCLNCES. Second Edition. 

Crnshaw (Richard). See Little Library, 

Crawford (F. Q.). See Mary C. D.inson. 

Crofts (T. R. N.), hl.A. See Simplified 
French Text^. 

Cross (J. A.). M.A. THE FAITH OF 
THE BIBLE, /ea/i.&zv. cs 6 d,net 

Cru!kshank(G.). THE LOVING BAL- 
I-AD or LORD BATEMAN. With 11 
PJ.iic^ Cf.iifftp. is.td.tiet f 

Crump (B.). See M’agncr. 

Canil/fc<SIr F. H, B.), Fclloiv of All SouV 
College, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF 
THE BOER WAR. With many lllus- 
trationi, Phn^, and Porirails. In a vols. 
Quarto, 155. each, 

CunjTighamc (H, H.), C.B. See Connois- 
seur’s Library. 

Cutta(ii. L.), D D. SeeLeadersofReligion. 

Donlell ( 0 . W.), M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Danson (Mary C.) and Crnw’ford (F. O.). 
FATHERS IN THE FAITH. Fca^. 
8re. ir. ^d. 

Dante. LA COMMEDIA DI DANTE. 
The Italian Text edited by Pagct ToyI'.del, 
I^I.A., D.Litt. Cr.Zz’o. Os. 

THE PURCIATORIO OF DANTE. 
Transk-ited into Spenserian Pro<;e by C. ^ 
Gordov Wright. With the Italian text. 
Feap. Br'c. cr. Od. net 
See also Paget Tojnhee, Little Library, 
St.andard Library, anS Wairen-Vcrnon. 

Darley (OeorgeX See Liille Librar>’. 

D’ Arcy (R. F.), M.A. A NEW TRIGON- 
OMETRY, I'OR BEGINNERS. B^th 
numerous diagrams, Cr. %vo. oS. Od. 

Davenport (Cyril). See Conrioisseur's 
Library and Little Books on Art. 

Davey (Richard). THE PAGEANT OF 
LONDON With 40 Illustrations in 
Colour by John ruLLEYLOVE,R.L In'Tno 
Foittvies, Demytvo, 15^. ref. 

Da\]s (H. AV. C.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor 
of Bxihol College, Authorof * Charlemagne.* 
ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS 
AND ANGEVINS: 1066-1273. WithM-ips 
and IHustralions. Denjy Zvo. 10s. Cd. net. 

Daw 50 n (Nelson). Sec Connoisseur’s Library*. 
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Bawson (Mrg. N.). See Little RooVs on 
Art. 

Deane (A. C.)* Sec Little I.ilirary. 
DcarmerCAIalicI). A CHILD'S LIFH OF 
CHRIST. With S Iiiu<tJntions in Colour 
hy E. FoRTr'scor-IJctCKDAt c. /.ttfre Cr. 
ft. 

Dclbos<l.eon!. THE METRIC SYSTEJ, I 

Cr. ?rc>. Vi. 

Denjo 5 thcnc.^ AGAIKST CONON AND 
CAT.lAClAiS, HiiittH by I'. Darv.xm 
S^ iPT> M.A, StcoHti EditxiiyK Ecaf> 
ft*?* 

nickcns (Charles)* See Lhtlc Library, 
I.lM-e., and Cht'.terton 
DlcWnson (Crolly). POHMS. Cr. txo 
6 »/. nei. 

Ofcfvinson (Q» I^)» TtLA., rcllow of Kinp*s 
College, Cambndj^c. THK GRLLK 
VIEW OF LIFE, Sixth Edition. O. 
er. td. 

Dnke(I-atfy), Qallcy (Miss), and Whiticj* 
(Miss). WOMEaVS WOKJC. Cr. * 
os. td. 

Dillon (Edward). Sec ConnoisseuFsLibraiy 
and Little Boobs on Art. 

DItchneld (P. ID, M.A., F,S A. THK 
SIORY OF OUU ENGLISH TOWNS 
With an Introduction by Aucostu*^ 
Jessopp.D D. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6r, 
OLD ENGLISH CUSTOAfS: Extant 
the rrc«ent 'I me. Cr, tvo. Cs. 

ENGLISH VILLAGES. Illustrated. Socord 
Edition, Cr. Si o. vs. Cd. net 
THE PARISH CLERK. W»h 31 
Illu^traiions, Third Edition. ZJ«v/y»$rAt. 

•js. t*i. t.et. 

Dixon (W* M.), M.A. A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSONL Second Edition. Cr Bro. 
vs. €d. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 
BROWNING. Second Edition Cr. Czr. 
vs, 6d 

DoneyOMny). SONGS OF THE REAL. 
Cr. S:e. $s. 6d. net. 

A tolume of poems. 

Doujrlas lJaOTe 5 ). THE MAN IN THE 
I’ULPIT. Cr. Srv. vs. Cd. net. 

DoWden (J.), D.D,. J^ord Bishop of Edln. 

bnrgb. See Churchman's Lib-aiy’. 

Drafro( 0 *)» See Boobs on Business, 

DrH er(S. R.), D D., D C.L , Canon ofCbrist 
Church, Recius Professor of Hebrew in the 
Uni>-crslty of Oxford. SERAIONS ON 
SUBJECrS CONNECTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. Zvo. Cs. 

See also Westminster Commentaries. 
Do'OVakelinR;). Sec Little Guides. 
Dr>liur5t(A. R.)‘ Sec Little Boobs on Art, 

Da Bulsson (J. C.), ALA. Sec Churchman’s | 
Bible. 

Du^ttld (Charles). See Boobs on Business. 
Dumas (Alexander). MY MEMOIRS. 
TransUted by E. M. Wallkr. With Por- 
traits. /n Six Vciuntes. Cr. Zvo, 6 s. eacn. 
Volume I. 


Diinn (. 1 . T)., D.Sc., nnd Mundclln fV* A.). 
GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENc£ 

AMth 114 Illustrations. Second Editicn, 
Cr, Zvo. 3s. Cd, 

Dim 5 tnn(A. E.), B Sc. See Junior School 
Boobs and Textboobs of Science. 

Durham (The Earl of). A REPORT ON 
CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 
Demy Ss<?. 4?. 6./. t.et. 

Dutt(\V.A.). THE NORFOLK BROADS, 
With coloured Illustrations b3' Frank 
SouTJtCATic. Cr. Sr 6s. 

WILD LIFE IN EAST ANGLIA. W'lih 
16 Illustrations in colour by Frank South- 
OATr, R.IJ.A. Second Edition. Deny 
£tx». ^s. 6d. net, 

I See .also Littfe Guides, 

GorlefJohn), Bishop of Salisbury'. MICRO- 
COSMOGKAPHIE, or A PIECE OF 
THE ^VORLD DISCOVERED. Dost 
tCmo. cs net. 

Edmonds (Alnjor J. E.). See W. B. Wood. 
Edwards (Clement), M.P. RAILWAY 
NATIONALIZATION. Second Edition 
Revised. Croivn Zoo. vs. 6d, net, 

Edwnrds (\V. Dotij^Ias). See Commercial 
Senex. 

Egan (Pierce). Sec I P.L. 

Egerton (H. E.), M.A. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY, New 
and Cheaper Issue. Demy Svo. 7f. 6d, ret. 

A Colonial Edition Isnlsopubusbed. 

Elinby (C. 0 .)» See Little Guides, 

Ellcrton (F. 0 .), Sec S. J. Stone. 

Ellwood (Thomas), THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE or. Edited by C G. CROwr, 
M.A. Cr. Srv, 6 j. 

Epictetus. See Aurelius, 

Erasmus* A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CURISTIANX, 
and in English the Itlanual of the. Christian 
Knight. 

From the edition printed by 'Wj’nben de 
M'orde, 1535. Eca/. Zz'O. 3s. 6d. nei. 
FflIrbrofher(W, H.), M.A. THEPHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8ra. xr. 6d. 

Farrer (Reginald). THE GARDEN OF 
ASI Second Edition. Cr.Zzo. 6r. 

Fca (Allan). SOME BEAUTIES OF THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. W^uh 
8s Illustrations. Second Edition, Demy 
Bvo. lar. 6d. vet. 

Fcrrier (Susan), Sec Little Library 
FIdIcr (T. Cfnxton), lUlnst. CE. See 
Boobs on Business. 

Fielding (HenrjO* See Standard Library. 

Finn (S. W.), M.A, See Junior Examination 
Series, 

Firth (J. B.). See Little Guides 
Firth (C. H.), M.A. CROMWELL’S 
ARMY: A Hi<coryof the English Soldier 
during the Civil 'Wars, the Common jvealtb, 
and the Protectorate. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
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Fisher (0. M.A. AKNALS OF 
SiniK\V$BUKY SenOOU iiia^rated. 

XVHjr Sr*:?. 

FitzQeraid(Edwnrd), THE RUBAI VAT 
OF OMAR KHAYYAM, 3\rinictl U*ti\ 
the .anJ las: J-^h*tJ<’n7. Wah a Com* 
tntcaiary by ^it5. SrrPiir.N 1 Ut&o:{, and n 
3’io^r.phy of Omar .by I- I). Ko<.^* Cr, 


p- '' << 4 . Pre aUo Minialorc Ubjnrv. 

• ^ISK jr 


Fit20crnId(li.l»A A CONCISE HAKP* 
ROOK OF -CUMlirnS, TWINERS, 
AN33 wale SHRUDS. Hlustraicd. 
/Vrt/, Srr. 3 f, Cd, 

Flfcrpatrlck (5. A. O.), See Anuer.t 
Flecker (W, n.% M.A, D.CU, Ilrt'imMtcr 
of the Dean Clo*e School, Cheltenham. 
THE SrUDENTS PKxVVICR BOOK. 
Tj5e Text ok MoKxtjfr, and EvErnso 
pRAYrti AN’O Litany. With an Jntroduc* 
iloa and Notes, Cr. Bra. sj. CS. 

Flux (A. W.), M.A, Wiljbm Dow Profcr*or 
of Po’iiicai l^^orsomy in M'GIU Uni\*erjity, 
McnlrcaL ECONOMIC PRINCIPLE^. 
Vet’tyttY*, yn C<y, fj/^. 
FortcscucfMrfi.Q.), See Little lloekson Art. 
Francr (David). A MODERN CAM- 
PAIGN; OR. W.AR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGIL\PHY IN THE FAR 3L\ST. 
Illustrated. C^. Bra. df. 

A Colonbl Edition Is aho published. 
Fraser (J. F.). KOXIND THE WORLD 
ON A WnEEE With too llluilratbns. 
Fi/ih Sd:t:m Cr, £t\j. dr, 

French (W.), hl.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Frctidenrclch (Ed. von). DAIRY BAC- 
TERIOLOGY. A ShoTl Manual for the 
Use of Students. Translated by J. R. 
AiNsavosTM Davis, M. A. Secaml EdL*ic», 
Eft'istd. Cr. Sro. ar. (^d. 

FiiUord (H. AVO. M.A, See Churchman’s 
Bible. 

Qallaher <D.>nnd Stead (\V. J,). THE 
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER, 
ON THE NEW ZEAL.\ND S^^STEM. 
With an Account of t!ie Tour of the New 
Zealanders In Engbind. With 35 Illustrn- 
tions. De/ay^vc. los.td.KCt, 
QatlIchan(W. M.). See Little Guides. 
Gambado (CIcof/rey, Esq.). Sec LP.L, 
GaskeU (Mrs.). Sec Little Libr.ary and 
.Standard Lxbr.-vry. 

Gasquet. the Right Rev, Abbot, O.S.B. See 
Antiqunr)’'s Books. 

Qcoruc (H. B.), M.A. , Fellow ofNcw CoUccc. 
OxforL BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS* 
TORY, With numerous Plans, Fimrfk 
Fdiiiofi. Revised, with a new Chapter 
including (he South African War. Cr. Era. 

A Ijisf OniCAL CEOGRAPHV OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Semd Sdititm. 
Cr. £?{>. -ly. 5.^, 

Qlbtlns (H. de B.), Eiit.D., M.<V-1N- 
- , nuSTUY IN ENGLi\ND : HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES. WUhsMaps. J^e/ih 

Eatftcrt. Demy Sra. jof. 6*/. 


TUF. INDUSTRIAL HISTORY 01* 
EKC.L.\Nn. TMritrnlh He- 

Wiih Msips and Plani. Cf.Zvs, \u 
ENGLISH SOCIAL RKKORMF-RS, 
StKKdEditi^K. Cr._E;v. sr. CA • 

Se« alfo Co.*n.iicrci.t! StiRS and R. A. 
Hadiicld. 

Gibbon (EdwardL THF. DECLINE -AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN F.MI’IRE. 


t'clumef. Deny Era. GUtlc/f S/.<S;A 
✓J Aa. Cr, 6 j. eaeh. ' 

MEMOIRS or MV LIFE AND WRIT- 
INGS. Edited by G. BnutcccK HilW 
LLD Cr.ZvA. 6x. 

Sec alio Siaudwd Library. 

Q)b5on (E. C. S,), D.D., Lord of 

ClouCTitcr, See W'estminster Ccntmentaries, 
Handbooks of Theology, and Oxford Bio- 
graphies, 

Gilbert (A, R.). See Little Books on ArL 
Qloatr (M. R.) and Wyntt (Kote M.% A 
“'^^K OK ENGLLSH GARDENS. 


BOOK . . 

With 24 Illustrations In Colour. 
Sro. lor. Sd. t:ef. 


Demy 


Godtrey (Elizabeth). A BOOK OF RE- 
ME.MB RANGE. Edited by. Feet/- et-tf. 
5/, GA r.et» 

Qodicy (A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Macdalen 
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA- 
TAtrd Sdltim, /“ro/. Cra. ar. 6ef. 
VERSES TO ORDER. Seund Edtiiat. 
Feaf<. 8rv. er. 

SECOND STRINGS. Feetf. cr. Cd. 

Goldsmith (Oliver). THE VJCLkR OF 

Wakefield, f^jt/. 32 w»\ with to 

Plates in Photogravure* by Tony Joltannot. 
Leather, 2x. td. net. ’ ’ . ' 

See also LP.L, and Standard Library. ' 
Goodrich-Freer (A.). IN A SYRIAN 
SADDLE.^ ZVmr Erv. 7^. ’ '• 

A Colonial Edition is also published, ■' 
Gorst (Rt. Hon. Sir John). THE CHIL- 
DREN OF THE NATION. Second 
Edition. Demy Scv. yr. (d. nei* 

Qotidge (H. L.), M.A.I Principal of Wells 
TbcoJopcnl College. See W'cstminsicrCom- 
mentanes. 

Graham (P. Anderson). THE RURAL 
EXODUS. Cr. Erv-. cr. 6/£ ' • 

Granger (F. S.), M.A. Liii.D.' PSYCH- 
OLOGY. Third Edition. CriZv{>. as '.td. 
THESOULOF ACHRISTIAN. Cr.Bra.'6r. 
GrayCE.M'Queen). GERMAN PASSAGES 
FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Cr. 
Scv. er. 6c/, -- - ' 

Oray(P. U), B.Sc. THE PRINCIPLES OF. 
lyfAGNETISM AND ELECTTRICITV: 
an Elementary' Text-Book, . '\Yith 'xSt 
Diagrams. Cr.tvc. .y.^d. " - 

Green (Q. BucklandX M.A, late Fellow 
of St.John’s College, Oxorx. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. 
Second Edition, . Crovon Bra, 34, 
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Qrccn (n» T.)| Sec Churcliman's 

Librao’* 

Grccnidsre(A. H. J.)i M-A. A HISTORY 
OF KOMJi.* rrom Z33*io4 n.c Demj' 
lox. Cd. net 

Qrecnwcll (Dorn). Sec Miniature Library . 
Qre^rorj' (R. A.). THE VAUHT OF 
HEAVEN. A Ropular Introduction to 
Astronomy, lllw.tmted, Cn Szcr, se. 6d 
Gregory (Miss E. C.). See Libror>* of 
Devotion. 

Grubb (H. C.). SeeTextboolisofTcchnolojn*. 
Gu'ynn (M. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 

New* and cheaper is'Jue J\oja/Szo. stfet 
Haddon (A. C.), S&D., F.R S. HEAD- 
HUNTERS BLACK, WHITE, AND 
BROWN. With many Illustrations and a 
JIap. Sz'a. jss, 

HadiicId(R. A.) and ^ibblns (H. dc B.). 

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. Cr 
tve, 2X, 6d. 

Hall (R. N.) and Neal (W. G.). THE 
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESU 
Illustrated. Second Edition^ rcrised 
Demy 8w, lor. net. 

Hall (R, N.). GREAT ZIMBABWE. 
With nomrroiis Plans and Illustrations. 
Second Edxtiotu Roynl^tjo. lor (id. net 
HafnIHon(F. J.), D.D. See Bi'ranctne Texts 
Hammond (J. t.). CHARLES JAMES 
FOX. DetnyZzo. zos.^d. 

Hanntw (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
THE ROYAL NAVY, xsoom 68S. Illus- 
trated. Demy Sz'O. fs. 6d. ecxel . 
Hannay(James O.), M.A. THE SPIRIT 
AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM. Cr.Zvo. 6r. 

THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. Deaf. 

Zvo. 3*. 6d. net. ^ \ 

Hardle(fllflrtln). See Connoisseur’s Lihrart j 
Hare (A. T.), M.A. THE CONSTRUC* 
TIONOFLARGEINDUCTrONCOILS 
With numerous DiaCTani*^. Demy 6rci. 6r 
Harrison (Clifford) READING AND 
READERS. Ecajf. Bvo. ss, 6d. 

Han’ey (Alfred), See Ancient Cities. 

Hawthorne(Natlianlel). See Little Library*. 
HEALTH, WEALTH AND WISDOM. 

Sr. Srv». Ts. net 

Heath (Frank R.). See Little Guides. 

Heath (Dudley). See Connoisseur's Li!irar>'. 
Hello (Ernest), STUDIES IN SAINT- 
SHIP. Tr.'inslated from the French by 
V. I^I. Crawford. D'cafi Zvo. 3s. 6d. 
Henderson (B» W,), Fellow of Exeter 
CoHece, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 
PRINCIPATE or THE EMPEROR 
NERO. Ilhislrafed. A’rrt/ nnd cheafer 
issue. Demy Zvo. 7s. 6d. net 
AT INTERViVLS. FcafZvo. os. (at net 
Henderson (T. F.). See Little Librarj' and 
Oxford Biotmiphies. 

Henderson (T. F.), and Watt (Francis). 
SCOTLAND OF TO-DAY. With many 
Illustrations, 'lome of x\b»cb are in colour. 

Cr Sro. 6r. I 


Henley (AV. E.). ENGLISH LYRICS. 

Second Edition. Cr. Szo. os. Cd. net 
HenleggV.^aiand WliibleyJC.) A BOOK 


OF] 

net 


:NGLISH PROSE. Cn Era. os.€d. 


Henson (H. H,), B D,, Canon ofWe^tminster. 
APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY: As IIIus- 
trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 
Corinthiins. Cr, 8’v. 6r. 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Historical and 
Social ScRM OKS. C?.8r^. 6r. 
HerberttGeors^e), Sec Library' of Devotion. 
Herbert of Cherbtirj' (Lord). See Minia- 
ture Library. 

HewJns (W. A, S.\ B.A. ENGLISH 
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CEJ^TVUY. Cr. 8 vo. 
os. 6 d. 

Hexvitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL. 
A Day Book of ProsC and Verse. Ecaf. 
8rtf. os. 6 d. ret. 

Heyn ood (W.). PALIO AND PONTE; 
A Book of 'Tuscan Games. Illustrated. 
Royal Zvo. ozs.net. 

SeeahoSt. Francis of Assisi. 

Hill (Clare), See Textbooks of Technology. 
nut (henry), B A , Headm.asterof the Boy's 
Hich School, Worcester, Cape Colony, A 
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC 
Ct. 6ro. 3r (d 

H!nd(C. Lewis). DAYS IN CORNWALL. 
With 16 IDusiraiions in Colour by Wilt iam 
Pascor, and 00 Photographs. Second 
Edition Cr. tvo. 6 s. 

A Colonial Edujon is also published. 

Hirst (F. \V.) See Books on Busmess. 
Hoare(J. Douglas). ARCTICEXPLORA- 
I TION. With 18 Illustrations and Maps. 

I Demy Zzo, ys 6 d. net 
i Hobhou5c(L. T.), Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford 
THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
Demy Bw. lor. 6 d. t.et. 

Hobson (J. A.), M.A INTERNATIONAL 
TRADE : A Siud> of Economic Principles 
Cr. 8r<>. os 6 d net 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. SijctJi Edition. 

Cr. 8to os. 6d 

THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEM- 
PLOYED. Third Edition. CrZvo. os.(d. 
Hodgkin (T,), D CL. Sec Leaders of 
Religion. 

Hodgson (hirs. W.) HOIV TO IDENTIFY 
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Second 
Edition. PostZzo. 6 s. 

Hogg (Thomas Jefferson). SHELLEY 
AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by 
R. A. STRKATrElLD. Eca/. Zvo. os. ret 
Holdcn-Stone (Q. de). Sec Books on 
Businc'^s. 

Holdich (Sir T. H.), K-CI.E. THE 
INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a 
Personal Record of T«enty Vearn. H/us* 
trated. Demy Sn> rcxi. 6 d. net. 

A Colontil Edition is also published. 


A 2 
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UoldsViOrth CNV. S.). M.A- ^ EISTORY 
Orr.KGI.lfcll LAW. /« TKt Volumes. 
V«I. I. l)eti‘tt-,s M.Ci'.nfl. 

Holland (H. Scott). . Ctmon of St. Pools 
bcc Ltbfsirv of l^c^otion. 

HoU (HmlbV 'Hin SLCKi:j Or POPU- 
I^iVliriV : How to Adiie^e Social Succe<^ 
CnB’>j qj. cf. » 

A Colonnl Kdition auo pnbh*;hc4. 

Holvoakcfa. j.>. rwn co-oppkativx 

I)iOVE>inNT TOXAY. Fourth Edition. 
Cr.Zzo. ^ ^ . 

Honc(Nnthnn!el . 1 .). See Antiquary sPooks. 
Jloppnci*. Sec Little Galleries. 

Horace. See Classical Tmnilattons. 


norsbargh(E;. L.S.)..M..A WATERLOO: 
A Karraiive and Crlucism With Vlan^. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8' o. « 

See also Oxford Bio2r.Tjmics. 

Hortli(A. C.) Sec Textbooks of Technology. 
Horton(U. F.),B B. See Leaders of Religion. 
Ho'5lc(A!ernnder). ^^ANCHURIA. With 
lllusiraiions and a Map. Second rdiitott. 
Dev.yBzo. ^t.Cd net 
A Colonial Edition is also publisbcd.. 

How (P. D.k SIX GREAT SCHOOI^ 
MASTERS. With I’ortr.aits and Illustra* 
tlons. Second Edition. EetttjfZzo. js.Cd. 
Howell (A. a. Ferrers). rRAXCISCAN 
BA^ S. Translated and arranged b) . Cr. 
&to. ^s.Cd.net. 

How ell (G.). 1 RADE UNIONISM-Nsw 
AbD Old. Fourth Edition* Cr. 8tv. 
sr. 6 d. 

lUidsozi (Robert). MEMORIALS OF A 
WARWICKSHIRE PARISH. Illustrated 
Deiry tto. I5J net, \ 

HuKRlns (Sir WlUlam), K.C.B., O M., 
1) C.L , r.R.S. THK ROYAL SOCIETY ; I 
OR, SClEACn IN Tun Statc and jn tijf j 
Schools. WHth as Illustrations. JFide ' 
Eotai Bvo, sr. 6 d. net. 

Hughes (C. E.) THE PREVISE OF 
SHiVKESPEARE. An Enf;hsh AnUio- 
logja With a Preface by bumsv Lrr 
Demy Sc o 31. 6<^. net. 

Hughes (Thomns). TOAf BROWN'S 
SCHOOLBAYS. With an Introdnction 
and Notes by Yfenon RnspALL, Leather. 
Eoyal’^-ivo. ar 6^/ net 
Hutchinson (Horace Q.) THE NEW 
rOREST. llJttSlrated in colour wtb 
50 Pictures by Walttr 'Isndalk and a 
by Luev KLair.WrLCH Third Edition. 
Cr 8: ft. 6i. 

Hutton (A. W.), M.A. Sec Leaders of 
Religion and Libmrj ofBes'otion 
Hutton (F.dward). THE CITIES OF 
UAIBRfA With many Illiistmtions, of 
vihich 20 are in Colour, by A. Pisa Second 
Ediiicn. Cr. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE CITIES OF SPAIN. Second Edition 
With many Illustrations, of which 24 arc in 
Colour, bj A. W. Rniu.ciON. Derty 8c<> 

'ts iiiJ net. 


lLORi:NCr. AND NORTIIERK. TUS- 
CANY, Wiih Coloured Jllustralioiu 
WiLi US! PAriri’.sost. Cr. £»’. 6f. 

A Colonial Pltlition is also publisncu. ^ 
ENGLISH LOVi: I’OEMS. Edite 1 svith 
an Introduciloa. Pcap. -r. td. iut. 
Hutton (ft. tl.). See Leaders of Kelision. 
Hutton f\V. H.), M.A. THE LIFE OK 
SIR THOMAS MORE. With Potttails. 
Second Edition. Cn 6r;?. 5r. 

See also Leaders of Rcllgicn, 

Hyde (A. 0 .) GEORGE IIERIIERT AND 
HIS TLMES. With 33 lilaslralions. 
Detny £t<?, jas, Cd. net, 

Hyatt (F. A.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
FLORENCE. Dem)Zts. ii.id.r.cl. 
Jbsen (Henrik). IIRAND. A Dramx 
TransWted by Willia'i tViuo’!. Third 
Jidition, Cr. £rv». 3? Cd. 
iDire (W. R.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of 
Herlford CollcKC. Oxford. CHRISTIAN 
MYSTICISM, 'the Hampton Lectures for 
tSp9. Detny t 7 S, Cd, net. Sec also 

Library ofl 5 e\oiton 

InnesfA. D.>, M A. A HISTORY OFTHE 
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
PlanA. Cr. Zvo 6 s. 

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS. 

Willi Maps Demy EriV xor. 6 d. net, 
J&ckson (C. E.), B.A. See Te:ctbooLs of 
Science. 

Jackson (S.). M.A. See Commctcirvl Series* 
Jackson (F. Hamilton). See Little Guides. 
Jacob (F,), M A. See Junior Examination 
Series. 

James (\V. H. N >, A.R.aS., A.I.E.E. See 
Textbook*; of Technology. 

Jeans (J. Stcplien). TRUSTS, POOLS, 
AND CORNERS. Cr. er. 6:f. 

See also Books on Business- 
Jeffrcys(D. Ow^n). BOLLY’STHEATRL 
CALS, Described and lllustraicd with S 4 
Coloured Pictures Su/erEoyalj 6 fro, ^s.Cd. 
Jenks CE»), MJV, Reader of I..aw in the 
Universityof Oxford, ENGLISH LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT. Second Edition. Cr. 
8? a. ar. 6 d. 

Jconcrffllrs. H.). See Little Books on Art 
Jennings (Oscar), M.B., Member of the 
Bibliographical Society. EARLY W<^D- 
CUT INITIALS, conLiuiIng over thirteen 
hundred Reproductions of Pictorial Let^rs 
of the Fifteenth and Sixteenth Centuries. 
Derry 4to. six. net 

Jessopp (Augustus), D.B. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Jopns (F. B*), M.A., Liit.B,, Principal of 
Bishop Hatfidd’s Ilall, Durham. RE- 
LIGION IN EVOLUTION. Cr. Z-, 
sr, 6 d. rtef. 

See also Churchman's Library and Hand- 
books of Theology. 

Johnson (Mrs. Barham). WILLIAM BOD 
HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS, 
Ihubtr.qtcd. Demy Bzo. lox Cd. net. 
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Johnston (Sir H. H.). K.C.B. BRITISH 
CENTRAL ArJRICA* With iiearlj* aoo 
Illustmiionsand SixMap^. Third Edtiion, 
Cr. iSj'. 

A Ci^hnii} Ldkion isaUo puWlihcd, 
Jones (R, Crompton), M.j\. POHMS 
or THC INNKR Lim Selected by. 
TUrietKih Ediiicn^ Fcaf^tvo^ ^s,Cd,ttci. 
Jones (H,), See Conmeraal Sene% 
Joncs(ll. F.)* See Textboolj of Science. 
Jones (L. A. Athcricy), K.C., M,p. THC 
JIINBKS' GUIDE TO tllC GOAD 
MINES REGULATION ACTS. Cr. 8ro. 
e^. td-, ret. 

COi^^^a:RCEIN^VAR JRo^anvi,, ats.ree. 
Jonson (Ben). See Standard Librin*. 
JuMann (Lady) of Non^'Ich. Rp.VELA- 
TiON'SOrBIVIXELOVE. Ed.bj Gtalf 
Warkao.'. Sece>fid EdiK Cr. 3J. 6/4 
Javcnnl. See ClasMcal Iranslations 
•Kappa.’ LET YOUTH BUT KNOW 
A Pica for JRcaion in Education. Cr. Zzo, 
jf. 6d. net. 

Knitfmann (M.). SOCIALISM AND 
.^iODCRNIHOUGHl. Second Sdtttcn. 
Cr. E: 0. sf. 6«i’. net. 

KcatlnfffJ. F.),D.D. THCAGAPEAND 
THE EUCHARIST. Cr.Zvo. ^s.(,d. 
Keats (John). THE POEMS OF, E<hied 
ith introduction and Notes by E, de Sclin- 
court, hi. A. Second Edition. Jben.y Zto 
71, 6a. net. 

REALMS OF GOLD. Selections from the 
Works of. 3^* ^ f'Ct. 

Sec also Lictie Library and Standard 
Librarj*. 

Keblc(John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR 

With an Introductionand Notes by W. Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. Illuslratco 
byR.AvNtNGBELL. T/ird Edition. Fcap 
£r 0. 3f 6d, ; Padded vtorocco, 51, 

See also Library of Dooljon. 

Kelynack (T. N.), M.D., M R.C.P., Hon. 
Secretary of the Society for the Study of 
Inebriety. THE DRINK PROBLEM 
IN ns MEDICO. SOCIOLOGICAL 
ASPECT. Edited by. With 3 Diagrams ' 
EernyZvo. 7s. Cd, net. I 

Kempla (Thomas ft). THE IMITATION 
or CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
Dean Faprar. IJlustrated by C. M. Gepe 
Third Edition. Fcap Bvo. 3s. 6d.; padded 
vtorocco. 5f. 

A\s<j hy C Disc, D T>. Cr. 

Bvo. jr. 6/4 See ah?o Library of Devotion 
and Stand.ard Librarj . 

Kennedy (Bnrt.). THE GREEN 
SPHINX. Cr.Bzo. sr. 6/f. «/4 
A CoTonial Edition i*? .also published. 
Kennedy (James Houghton), D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Dwntiy in the unncxsilyof 

Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THIANS. With Introduction, Dissertations 
and Notc<5. Cn 8t<r. dr. 

KImmins (C, W.), hi.Ai THL CHEMIS- 
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. Illus- 
trated. Cf . Bvo. er. 6ff. ' 


Klntlake (A. \Y.). . 

KlpIlnE- (Rudyard). B.ARRACK-ROOM 
IJALLADS, So/4 Thotnand, 


See Little Library. 

.RO( 

Tzveniy- 


second Edition, Cr, Bi>o. 6". 

A Coioniai Edifiort is ulsa published. 
THE SEVEN SEAS. C^rd Thousand, 
Eleventh Edition. Cr. Sr 0. 6s, 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE FIVE. NATIONS, Thousand, 
hecend Edition, Cr Ew, Cs, 

A Colonial Edition is ol«o published. 
DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Sixteenth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Knight (Albert E.), 3 HL COMPLETE 
CRICKET ER, lllus.EentyBvo.^s 6d.i.et. 
A Colonial Edition is also published 
Knight (H. J. C.), M.A. See Churchman’s 
Bible 

Kno\vHng (R. J,), M.A., Professor of New 
Test.’imcnt E\cijesjs at King's Collego, 
London. See Westminster Commentirie«. 
Lamb (Charles and Mnr3'), THE WORKS 
OF. Edited by E« V. Lucas. Illustnlcd 
In SetenVoluines. DeniyZto. 7s. 6d, each. 
Sec .also Little Library and E. V. Lucas 
Lambert (P* A. H.)» Sec Little Guides. 
Lnmbros (Professor). See B> zantine Texts, 
Lone.Poole/Stnnley). A HISTORY OF 
EGVPTINTHEMIDDLEAGES. Fully 
Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Lflngbr/dgc(F.),M A. B iLhADSOTTHE 
BRAVE; Poems of Chi\alr\’, Enterprise, 
courage, and Constant . 7 hird Edition. 
Cr. 8eo. sis. Cd. 

Law OVIlliam). See Library of De\otion 
and Standard Librar>'. 

Leach (Henry). THL DUKE OF DEVON- 
SHIRE. A Biographj. With ra Illustra- 
tions. DetnyBvo. rets. Cd. net. 

See also James Broid. 

GRE/\T GOLFERS IN THE MAKING 
With 34 Portraits. DeviyBvo, 7s6d.net 
Le Brnz (Anatole). THE LAND OF 
PARDONS. Transhted by I KA^ccs M. 
Gostlinc. Illustrated m colour. Second 
Edition. Demy Bro. 7s 6d. ret. 
LcefCaptaln L. Melville). A HISTORY 
OF POLICE IN ENGL/kND. Cr. Bvo. 
ar. 6d. net 

Leigh (Perclval). THE COMICENGLISH 
GRAMMAR. Embellished vith upmrds 
of 50 characteristic Illustrations by Jo/w 
Leech Postitno. zs.Ct.net. 

Lewes (V. B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER. 

Illustrated Cr. Bvo. os. 6d. 

Lewis (Mrs. Q^>Tn). A CONCISE 
HANDBOOK 01 GARDEN SHRUBS. 
Illustrated. Fcap. Boo. “is.Cd vet. 

Lisle (FortunCede), See Little Bookson Art. 
Littlehales (H.). See Anliquarj’'s Books. 

Lock (Walfer), D.D , W.arden of Kebic 
College. ST. PAUL. THE MASTER- 
BUILDER. Second Ed Cr. Bzo. SJ- 6d. 

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. . . - 

See also Leaders of Religion and Librory 
of Devotion. 
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LodsCr(F.). SccLittJcViIrnoN 
UodRo (Sir Oliver). F.K.&. Tltf, SUH- 
SIANCE OK KAllH Al.UUD WITH 
bClENCE; A Catechijm for l’arcm« 
and Teachers. Ce*. zs.nti, 

LolthouaefW. F.), M.A. I'-THICS AND 
ATONEMENT. With a 1 rDnii»riece. 
Vtpty ivo, t’tf* 

LoncfeHowOl. W.). Sec 7Jn!e Lj^?rary. 

, Lorimer (Qcor^c Hornce). I.LTIKR*^ 
FROM A S1.LF‘MAD}. MEKCHAKT 
TOHiSSON. StxiecntA Stftiicn, Cr.Bz-c. 
3 J. Ct. 

A Colomal F<!U)on is al'O 
OLD GORGOK GRiVHAM. 

Cn£-<?. 6 j. 

A Colonnl Edllloi is aJ<o pabh&bctl* 
Lo>er(SamuclL Sec I P 1- 
E. V. L. and C. L/Q. LNGLAND DAY BY 
DAY : Or, Uhe Ifantlbook lo 

EfTicIencs. Illustratcdbj Geoscp Morrow 
/^curik J'c/t/, jiio. is nft. 

Li!cas(E, V.), THELIFLOV CHARLES 
LAMB. ^V*5lh =s Illustrations Thtt-ti 
DftttyZzc. •jt n^t. 

A Colonnl l^uition is aUo pubhsbcd. 

A wanderer in HOLLAND. WStb 
many Illustrations, ofv.hich?o arc in Colour 
byHnnirFT M.xR^ttALL. SfscKikEdtttcn 
Cr.Z’ff. fix. 

A Colonuil Edition is aI<o puUisbed 
A WANDERLR in LONDON. Wuh tfi 
Jlltistrations in Colour by Ni lson Dahfos, 
tvnd 36 other Illustrations* /' s/x4 EdtU^u 
Cr. iz c. fix. ^ ^ 

A Colonial Edition isaUo published. 
riRESIDD AND SUNSHINE. Third 
edition, Fcaf',tzo 5 X. 

THE OPEN ROAD : n l.utic Boob for \Vn>- 
farers. eleventh Ldition Tca^ fiw. jx. ; 
Indict Paper, -js 6d. 

THE FRIENDLY TOWN : a Little Book 
for the Urbane. Third Editicu leap 
£rv». ex. : India Paper, ys, 6d 
character and comedy. Second 
etdtiioK. 

Lticlnn* See Clascal Translations. 

Lyde(L. W,), M A, See CommcrcialSericL 
L>don(NoeI S.). Scejunior School BooI^s 
LyttcltonCHon. Airs. A.). WOMEN AND 
THEIR WORK. O hzo. sx M 
Alacaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS* 
TORICALESSAYS Fditedb>r C Mon* 
TAGUP, M.A. Three Voltitf ct Cr.Btv iBx. 

The only edition of this book completel) 
annotated. 

M*AUen(J. H. B.), hl.iL See Commercial 
Series. 

AlncCuBoch (J. A.), See Churchman’s 
Library 

AtneCunn (Florence A.). MARY 
STUART. With 0%'er 60 IlUtstrations, in* 
dudinji a Frontispiece in Phoio;nma ore. 
Second and Cl caper edition, Cr, 8cv. fix. 
See also Leaders of Religion. 

R.). See lk>okson Besines*^ 
M Downll(A. S.). See Oxford Biograplnes. 
AlacKny(A. fl.). See ChiuchTi'an’sI tbrary. 


MacUln (Hcrbtrt W.). M-.V fe-c .\ni:. 

nuari's Books, 

Alackenztc (IV* Lc 5 Uc), of.A.« 

D.P.H,ctc, THLHJ.ALTH 07 THE 
SCHOOLCHILD. Cr,Zto, .. 

Mdllc Marl (Airtiior oD. ST. CAI HLR. 
INE OF SILN.k AND HLR TIMf.S. 
WithaSHIustmricn^ Detnptzo. '^5i‘d,tiet, 
Moenus (Laurle\ M./l. A PRIMER OK 
WORDSWOraiL Cr. E-o. s/.fi-f. 
Mahelfy (J. ID. 1 itt D. A HISTORY 01* 
XHl. EGYX^I’ OP THE PTOLE^nKS. 
Fully Illustrated, fix. 

Mnltland(F.\V.), LL D ^Downing Professor 
of the of England in the Unni'traity of 
Cambridge. CANON L\W IN ENG* 
Z>-\N 1 ‘). eoralBz’o. rx. 6d, 

Malden (H. li.). M.A. ENGLISH RE* 
CORDS. A Comiuinion to the History* of 
Fncl.and. Cr,£-o xs. 6d, 

THE ENGLISH CJTiliEN: H1S7UGHTS 
and DUllES. Seventh Pdettor. Cr, 
Et .•*. 1 X. 6d. 

Sec aUo Sch( 3 ol Histories. 

Merchant (E. C.>, M.A , Fellow* of Peter* 
hou^e, Canibnd},c, A GREl-K ANTHO- 
LOGY hcconii edition, Cr. Sr;*. ^x.(id. 
See aRo A M Cook. 

Marr(J. E,). F.R.S., 3 ellovrofSt John’s Col- 
lege. CanbriUce IHE SCIENTI77C 
SiUDY 07 SCENERY. Second Edition. 
Illu'tmed. Cr Cro fij, 
AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY, lllu^lraled* 
Cr, Z’o, fix. 

Marriott (J. A. R.). FAlXL.kND AND 
HIS TIMES With »o Illustrations* 
Seconded, Eetnytte, •js.td.nei. 

A Colonial Edition isaUo published. 
Mars ell (Andrew ). Sec Little Library. 
Alascflcld (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL- 
SON'S 1 lSiL. Illustrated, Cr, Zzo, 
nx. 61 /. net. 

ON THt: SPxkNISH MAIN. With aa 
2 llu«trations and a ^iap, Eemy Zvo. 
xox 6 <f. net. 

A SAILOR’S GARLAND. Edited and 
Selected bv. Cr, Zto, ^s.Cd.net. 
Alnskell (A.;. See Connoisseur’s Lihrarj'. 
Mason(A. J.). D D. SccLencersofReligioa. 
Masscc(acorffe>. THE EVOLUTION OF 
PL^VNT Lit E: Lower Forms Illustrated. 
Cr. Bzv. sx. 6d. 

Mastermnn (C. F. Q.), JiI.A., M.P. 
TENNVSON AS A RELIGIOUS 
TEACHER. Cr. Bzo. fir. 

Mntheson (Mrs, E. F.). COUNSELS OF 
LIFE. leap St't*. cx. 6 <f. ref. 

May (Phil). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 

Second Edition, tio, ix. net. 

Mellows (Emma S.). A SHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr, 
8r^. 3X. td, 

Methuen (A. M. S.). THE TRAGEDY 
OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr.Bvo. 2 s. net. 
AlsoCr. 6'i» 3 <f net. 

A reiised and enlar^jed edition of the 
author’s ‘ Pence or War in South 
Africu’ 
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EKGLAKB’S RUIN' : UiscrssrD in Six- 
rnn:.* Lkttkrs to thi: Rrcirr Hox. 
Joseph Chamberlain, M.P. Sn'enth EM- 
tton, Cr. 30 '’. f!e^, 

Miles (Eustace), M.A. LIFE AFTER 
LIKE. OR, THE THEORY OF REIN- 
• CARNATION. Cr. 5 rA ST,6r^,ftef, 
MIHaLs (J. G.). THE LIFE AND LET- 
TKRS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS, Pr«identoftheRoyal Academy. 

■ With many Illustration,<, of which s are in 
I'hotogravure. AVzf' EaUIort^ Demy Zro. . 
7;* id, net. 

Sec also Little Galicries. 

Mmin (G, F.). PICTORIAL GARDEN 
ING. Illustrated. Cr. £ra. 3^. id. net. 
Minis (C. T.), M.I.M.E. Sec 7 e*tbochs of 
Technology- 
. M»no<J. O.), M.A. A HISTORV OF 
ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Ulus. Cr.Sp^. 6^, 
MUfon (John). A DAY BOOK OF. 

' Edited by R. F. Toivndrow. /V/./. 8r<». 
3r. id. net. 

See also Little Librarj’ and Standard 
Libr.ar5*. 

Mfnc!iIn(H. C.l.M.A. See R. Peel. 
MltchelUP. Chalmers), M.A. OUTLINES 
OF BI()LOGY. Illustrated. Second Edi‘ 
iiott. Cr* Zve, 6s. 

Mitton E.). JANE AUSTEN AND 
HER TIMES. With many Portraits and 
Illustrations. Second and Cheafer Edition, 
Cr, 8r'^. 6f. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Moffat (Mary M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF 
PRUSSIA. With 50 Illustrations. Ecurtk 
Edition. Demytvo. is.6d. net. 


•MoflCA.).* See Books on Business, 

IMoIr (u. M.). See Little Library, 

Mollnos (Dr. Allcftael de). Sec Library of 
Devotion. 

Money (L. Q. Chlozza), M.P. RICHES 
AND POVERTY. Third Edition. Demy 
Br<?. Sf. net. 

Montagu (ffeniy'i), Earl of Manchester. See 
Library of Devotion. 

Montaigne. A DAY BOOK OF, Edited 
by C. F. Pond. Pcaf. Svo. ^s. Cd. net. 
Montmorency (J. E. Q. dc), B.A., LLB, 
THOMAS A KEMPrs, HiS AGE AND 
BOOK. With 22 lllustnalions. Second 
Edition. Demy Sno. 7s. 6d. net. 

Moore (H. E.). BACK TO THE L.\ND. 
An Inquiry' into Rtural Depopulation. Cr. 
Zvo. os, 6d. 

Moorhouse (E. Hnllam). NELSON'S 
LADY HAMILTON. With 51 Portraits. 

• ' Second Edition. DemyZvo, 7s.6d.net. 

, A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Moran (Clarence G.). See Bookson Business. 
More (Sir Thomas). See Standard Library. 
Morflll (W. R.), Oriel College, Oxford. A 
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 
THIS - GREAT TO ALEXANDER IX. 
WithMapsandPlans. Cr.Zvo. 3^. 6<f. 
Morlch (R. J-), late of Clifton College. See 
School Examination Scries. 


Morris (J.). THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 
With Illustrations. Demy Zvo. jzs, Cd, 
net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published, 
AtorrJs (J. G.). See Little Guides. 

Morton (Miss Anderson). See Miss Brod- 
rick. 

Atoule(H, C. Q.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur- 
ham. See Leaders of Religion. 

Muir (M. M. Paftlson), M.A- THE 
CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. Illustrated. 
Cr. S^o. ss. 6d, 

Mundella (V. A.), M.A. Sec J. T. Dunn. 
Munro(R.), LL.D. See Antiquary's Books. 
Naval Officer (A). See I. P.L. 

Neal (W. a.). Sec R. N. Hall. 

Newman (Brnest). HUGO WOLF. 
Demy Svo. 6s. 

Ncwninn(Oeorgc), Ar.D..D.P.H.,F.R.S.E., 
Lecturer on Public Health at St. Bartholo- 
mew’s Hospital, and Medical Officer of 
Health of the Metropolii.rn Borough of 
Finsbur>L INFANT MORTALITY, A 
Social Problem. With 16 Diagrams. 
Demy Zzfo. rx. 6d. net. 

Newman (J. Ii.) and others. See Library 
ofDevotion. 

NIclio]s(J. B» B.). See Little Library*. 
NlcWIn (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Cr. Bvo. os. 
Nimrod. See L P. L. 

Norgate ( 0 . Le Orys). THE LIFE OF 
SIR V%\LTER SCOTT. Illustrated. 


Demy Bt^o. 75, 6d. net. 

Norregaard (B, \V.). THE GREAT 
SIEGE ; The Investment and F.all of Port 
Arthur. Illustrated. DemyBvo, loj. 6^.r;r/. 
Norway (A. H.). NAPLES. With 25 Col- 
oured Illustrations by hlAURtcc Greiffrn* 
HAGEN. Sceond Edition. Cr. Brn, 6x. 
Novnils. THEDISCIPLESATSAiSAND 
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by hIRs 
TJna Birch. Eca^. Sz'o. ex. 6d. 

Oldfield (\V, J.), M.A., Prebendary of 
Lincoln. A PRWIER OF RELIGION. 
Based on the Catechism of the Church 
OF England. Eca/. Zvo, os. 6d. 

Oldham (F. AL), B.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Ollphant (Airs.). See Leaders of Religion. 
Onian(C. W. C.>, M.A., Fellow of All Souls'. 
O.vford. A HISTORY OP THE -ART 
OF WAR, The Aliddle Ages, from the 
Fourth to the Fourteenth Centurj'. Illus- 
trated. Demy Bvo. 20s. 6d. net. 

Ottley (R. L.),D.D. See Handbooks of 
Theology and Leaders of Religion, 

Overton (J. H.). See Le.aders of Religion. 
Owen (Douglas). See Books on Business. 
Oxford(Al. N.),ofGuy’s Hospital. A HAND- 
BOOK OF NURSING. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Sz'O. 3s. 6d. 

Fakes (W. C. C.). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. Illustrated. DemyBfO. 15s. 
PalmcrfFrederick). WITH KUROKI IN 
MANCHURIA. Illustrated. Third 
Edition, Demy 8zv. 7s. 6d. mi. 
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Messrs. Metuckn’.s Cataeogue 


Parker (Qlibcrt)* A l,OVI-Tv*S I'^TAIO'* 

J'c-:}. Sn?. 5 ^. 

Pftrkcs (A. K.}, LF^SOKS OK 

ORKArTKUTHS. w 6^-/. 

ParKln<onUohn>. PARADIM IN POU: 
PAKADIPVS T3:ilUr.$lRlS, OR A 

gardi:n or au> sorts or plka. 

SANT IXOV^-ERS />.*•>. ;C3. r-r. 
P*jrmentor^J«>hn% JIKLIO 1 OR 

KiAV rosins for sundials, ic?*. 

Kdiicil by VUsCiVAU L\vt>C'.. 

3 ^. 6 ifs fut^ 

Parmcntlcr (ProT* Lconk S« ny;?aiine 
Texts. 

Parsons (Mrs. ClctuenO GARRICK 
AND HIS CIRCLE. Wnb ^ niustra. 
trations, ^^tcc-r.d Kiiixct, Dcfr.) Er.-'. 
jsf. 6 A fft. 

A Coloabl FUIiion h ftLo pnbU'bcd. 
Pascal, Sec l.Ur.irj’ of De\ oijon. 

Paston (acorjreL SOCIAL CARICA- 
TURE IN Tin: EIGHlLLNlIi 
CENTURY. M'ltb ONcr tew IHostratloa'. 
/r'/inalQuiirfi?. 6,f. nti. 

Seealvs Little RooL^ on An and I.P.X^. 
LADY MARY NVORTLEY MONTAGU. 
With 94 rcriraiis and Illustrations. 
Sre^vd EJiitc-n, ^ S’-.*, ler. r.// 

A Colonial LdUioa is nlvo pubflsbed. 
PalersonCNV. R.)(DcnJar*jn SuiA), LIFE'S 
QUESTIONINGS. Cr. 5r^. is.CJ,r^t 
Patterson(A. H.L NOTESOFAN EAST 
CO.\.Sr N.\TUR.VLI.S1-. ril«<tniic<l in 
Colour by r. Southg^tc, SccctidEiitUcn, 
Cr.Srv. is. 

NATORE IN HASTERN NORFOLK, 
series cf observaiio*i*i ou the 
I'ishcv MammaU, Reptiles, and St.tlk- 
eyed Crustaceans found in that nejsjl,- 
bourbood, v.nib a list of ibe species. With 
12 Illustrations in co’our, by Fit.NNK 
SotJTiic&TE. Scccf.ii SdiUcn. Cr. E;v. 
dr. 


Peacock (N.). Sec Little Rooks on .Art. 

Peake (C. Al. A.), F.ILH.S, CON- 
CISE HANDBOOK OF GARDEN 
ANNUAL AND BIENNIAL PLANTS. 
AVith 24 Illustrations. Em/. Szo jr. irr/. 

Peel (Robert), and Mlnchln <H. C.), M.A 
OXFORD. With joo IHustrations m 
Oslour, Cr. $i%?. Cs. 

Peel (Sidney), late FcUov.* of Trinity Collcre, 
Oxford, and Secrctaiy to the Ko>-al Com- 
ralsMon on the Licensinc Lau-s, PRACII. 
CAL, LICENSING REFORM. Sfccn<l 
£d{{i<m. Cr. 6r^. ts, Cd, 

Petrie(W.M.Fnnders\D.C L ,LL.D.,PtO‘ 
fevsor of Et:> ptolojrj’ at University CoUcjre. 
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, rroM the 
Earufst Times to the Pj E«irKT Day. 
bully Illusiratt'd. In six vslutrcs. Cr, 
, Sru. 6 r. s.zc/., 

Vou I. Pj.kh!=;toric Timcs to XVItii 
Dv.NASm-. SixUtZililton. 


Vot. II. Tin; XVIIw .Aira XVIIIni 
lJ»r»A5Tir'» /Vk; M jT-WiViVk. 

Vo!.. m. XIXthto XXXth DiTiACTir^- 

Vol- tv. ThK rCVIT (IV Till! PTOUJUIES. 

J, P, MAiiArrv. Till D. ,, , 

Yoi- r. JlP-iAT Ijitvrx. J. 0. XHtTc, M.A. 

S’oi. vj. Pci.'T It: Tiir MttuiU! Ar.r5. 
ti’AMBv -Poou", M.iV. ,,, 

REIIC.lOX AXn COXSCIOXF. IN 
ANCJK.VT EGYPT. JljEiualti Cr. 

SYRIA AND’eGVPT, PROM THE TEI-E 
ELAMARNATAIiLETS, Cv.SiA srt-J. 

EGYPITAN TALES. IHii^tiaKd Ijy Tur?- 
TJiAM Ellis. In 2Vt-ir Va^rus. Cr. Zt'C. 

EGymAN'nECORATIVE ART. El* 
120 lUuMraticns. Cr, $rv. JJ. , 

Phillips (NV. A.). See Oxford BloJ:rnpbi«<. 

PhlUpotts (EdenL MA' DHVOK YKAK, 
With 3 S Illustrations by L Ltv ^frr- 
tJKtncE. Sfi^nd nnd CnCA/tr Edition, 
Lftrjrr Cr Zvj. 6t. , 

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG. 
llUrstratcd by Claucc SitcpriiRSOs. 
Cr. 4 /.*' 5 r nt. 

A volume of poems. 

Plarr (Victor Q.X See School Histories. 

Plato. See Simdard LP:T.nr>'. 

Plautus. THE CtPTlVL Edited, wuh 
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and aCoct* 
meniaov by W. M. LJnu«v^.Y, Fellow of 
JeMisCoIIece.Oxfo'-J. Dsfi/Zxv. scs.td.nfi. 

Plowden-Wordlaw (J. T.\ B A., King's 
College, Cambridge. See School Etamina* 
lien Series. 

Podmore (Frank), MODERN SPIRI- 
TUALISM. 7^0 rcinmts 
tu.rei. 

A History a Criticism. 

Poor (J. Patrick U'X A MODERN 
LEG10N.\KV. Cr. £:.% 6 r. 

Pollard (Alice). See Llule iWaksoa Art. 

PolIardfA. W,>. OLD PICTURE BOOKS. 
lllu^tr.-iieiL EffftyZzc. id. xe!. 

Pollnrd(ElIraP«), See Little Books on Art. 

Pollock (David), M.LN.A. See Books on 
Business. 

Potter (M. C.), M.A., F.L.S. A TENT- 
BOOK OrAORICULTUIL\L BOTANY. 
Illustrated. SecerJ Eilithn. Cr. Zvs. 
At. id. 

Power (J. O’ConnorX THE MAKING 
or AN ORATOR. Cn Srv. 6s. 

Prnneo (0.). See R. Wyon. 

Prc5C0tUO. L.). ABOUT iMUSIC, AND 
WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Cr. tvc. 
er ref. 

Price (L. L.X M.A., Fellow of Oriel Collece, 
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. 7V«rM Edi- 
itan. Cr. 8 rA cs. 6d, 

Primrose (Deborah), A MODERN 
BQEOTIA. Cr. 8 :'r, 6 r. 

Protherou (Ertiest). THE DOMINION 
OF MAN. GEOCRArnY 5^• its HtruivN 
Aspect. With 33 fulbpage Illuslratlcns- 
Cr. Scv. 9s. 
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Pitsltt an! Rft-nlnndson. TIIK MtCRO- 
boSM O! LON- DON. on !x). ..o« 

Mtx.ATrntn WUS i.-t 

fn Th^rt Sr^uf 4 *'’» 

Qiiitic- coticii). 'iiin 

UKbl'ONDLNCI- , .^''i . , 1 

A Ct’onia! li al'O paL 

RocKliam (R.. B.). M-'- See W tilmmMcr | 

THE WOMEN-ART- 
Ibis OR l'OLOGN<\. W.tU « in'-- 

'IS 

ASO jus IIALY. 

lion. lat^ely fn^m emlampntan 
and Docum-Hi , ,.^0'ir 1 » J W 

Rai;ddp)faL £« I-btary of 

A Real Paddy. TV AND 

Redpath (H. A.). M.A. See WcP.mm^ier 

S«35si‘staS 

'A. =l'J^»S"V.acU 

RoIrA^a(M.E.J. See C-CChannee.^^ 

Rm-wP&EL Tl.e lian.p.an 

Ltetnres of yoi. ifellow of All 

Honours School of Mode^nu,^ ,j^^,,g_ 

iSD^CONOTrUTIONAL DOCU- 
MENTS, 1660 183s. Perry £-o. 

Ro'bortaon(C.^arant)^adB„rtl,olcmes^ 

rdUien. Illustroied. Cr.ize .1.0 


RoWnS 0 n(A.W.),:i.A. See ChurcUmun's 

LiWc. , „,jr ministry 

*^®op ill" VC^NI “sVd:^ Y ,th an Inu^luc- 

^'nloohe 

IS uLErr:«?''s’l' SeeConnoi:x«Jr'sL>linrj. 

RMltctoiicauld (Li). ^Se'yDdj^|[:'.^;;;PNX 
a Trcfice -'f C^. 

nfrorliipieec in colour. Vet ><-e- 

r» o I 1 M.A. Sec BooLs on 
Rotrera (A. Q. 

Ko«o (CdMard). TM£- ,„ ^ 

Illustnled. f 'v £• ■^V /f- f / tack; Pat I 

retfU /’aWr /. W/A W eo-r:, 

///. B:f ; Darf /r. lecf. j^rERlAL 

c"eV°T<f//re/Vr.£:o^^=^^ 

see Junior school 

R-t <rL fS^^% cSI’^ingy-oo^d! 
admiral JOKLI U.V 

)V‘,w;< /-Ia/wo. C'- FRCP. 

S«]f 5 b“PcVpiA U A 

Derny B-’O of Dciotion . 

Sf. Anselm. Sec ‘ ofDerosion. 

St. Aiik«s1B’'v.^ L.urars’ofDciotion. 
falcf (Str rra'n'cli' do)? See L.hron' of 
St.''c>r«’(V‘«'>“"‘>- Sec Oxford B.o- 

StE'® s of AsalsL THE^UTT^ 

fl'fssfR V VfANC^ 

friars. Ncw?'”ud^ ^ A 
nS‘S'.undarf L.bmry of 

.SaR.«inro).REG.N^^^^ 

Sn»yf%=A"-“'“A“LS OF 

"^“(^CSTMlNsl'ERSCHOOL. IHusimtcd. 

vemyt-e. ?/• fn^mtlnc Texli 
i?hroItt(jo'lm). SeeBs^g^'sp^^KCER 
®"£‘Hu‘RCnlbE With Portraits and Ulus- 
ScrdSmorofe-ril) lee Little Gu.des 
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u. WKh Ar.* j‘fr5. -'t-^oUGHI S TOP. 

^'a‘1guny 

l>cn!i of th= ^ 


Cr. 


'TdlTjfnilS. Cr. £rj. 

|^^“?)uu‘l'ouos^e^-.. .6..: .£6,;. 

^ "s J cl. U r.n, 0. r. t<....i.le«: =«. 

£is, JC5. «<• 

Folic» 3 a''.5 * ^’C cc’ ■> 

I:i'“„!4’Ar:^^?..'s;l?na«<lL.l...ry.rd 

roiiTS. 

Sharp (Cecil). 5. linmg-GouH. 

Shorp (Mrs. H. M- S'c Little hooVe on 

Sh'lM'oclc(J. S.)^ THU rI.AK010RTr. 

Shelley (Percy B.). ADON AIS ; tin 1 .leg}' 
® on the tlco" of lo’'" V'"-"' "r 

?Cnllwee,'e>c. Pisa. Fto n the tj per of 
Didol.tEei. sf nrl. „ ^ „ 

sheprard (II. F.). M-'L See S Barttg. 
Gonltle 


led 

n'ide 


Shcrw ell (Arthur!, M A._ LIFE IK^V EST 
LONDON. 7A 


Cr. £x.» 


ENGLISH 
tOR CHILD. 


_ 'trei rdiitcr. 

ts. ~Cd. 

Shipley (Mary E.L . AN 

cWrCU HISIORV - 

REN. A.D.597->c6A With a Preface hy 
the Bisbop of Gib'iiUar. \S iih Maps and 
lUusiralions. Cr* 8tT. 24. Cd. uet. 

Slmc (J.). See Little Books on Art. I 

Simonson (O. A.). 

guard L Wlh Plates. Ynt/enni 
^io. £^, as. nci. 

Sketchlo (R. E. D,). See Utile Rwks on 
Sktpton (H. P. K.). See Uttlc Bo^s on 

Slndc'rt (Douglas). SICILY : The New 
Winter Resort. iV »in o\ cr eoo lUustralivn*. 
Sfccrd Edttior.* Cr. Etv 54. ret. \ 
Small (ENan), T»LA. THE EARTH, 
Introduction to Ph>siogmphy. lllusiratcU 
Cr. as. 6ii. \ 

Smallwood (M. O.). See Little Books orf, 
Art. _ - «. » 

Smcdley(F. E.)» See I.P.L. 

Smith (Adam), THE WEALTH OP 
NATIONS. Edited wih an Introduction 
and numerous Notes by ED\M*r Cannan^ 
M.A. Tzufvalutres. EewyZze^. sis, net 
Smith (Horace and James), Sec Little 
Library*. 


Wirrru W'litTTf ^ 

snc« (irj;).‘;’;voSk or nXMOOR. 

^"cRlTlhH Hl’sTORiY i)r/ny8r.'. 4’. (‘i- 

South (n.M’lIton). M..L £« Juti.arSchco. 
So’ulhS- (R.). ENGLISH SILVMEN. 

• a^lTo-a HattUnr, 

Drahc, C-.tciitli'h). Stand i.dutcn. Cr. 

^■‘Voh'^t'e (Richata Ha.Ua. Gtxrrine, 
E«sex. at d Ralctgh). Cr. izv. Cr. 

See td'o St.tndatd Libnuy, 

Spence (C. H.). M A. S« School E«miaa- 

Sp‘l«r"(rD.). THE PAPKR T^; 
*\Viih Mops and Diagrams. Etiry c 

12X. (d, ttft. . j ..f 

Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of 

Stalev (Etlpctiinbc). THEGITILM OT 
FLORENCE I'luMratcd. Sec>r'ndrdtttti*. 
Rcyaltvc. iCs.net. - 

Stitnbrldgc (J. W.). B.D. Sw Library of 
‘ Devotion _ c 

I ‘StrinclIIIe.’ GOLF DO S ANDDONT S. 

I Se>.cnii Ed'i.on* J^Cis^.Zt<\ ss* 

1 Stead (W, J.). Sec D. Gallabcr, 
Stcdman(A. M. M.), M.A. 

INITIA LATINA: Easy Lessons on LUroen- 
tary Accidence. rentk Kdtiton. A 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Ten//. £Ji- 

first LATIN READER.. 

adapted to the Shorter Latin P”'"“ ““ 
Vocabulary. Sr..tntA r.l. mnild. iStw. 

EAS\^ SELECTIONS 

The Hel>etian IVar. TAini Edtlion. 

EaIy'sELECTIONS from LH'Y. Tte 
King, of Rome. iS»-a. Third En.., on. 

\p\s\^ATIN PASSAGES 
YtRANSLVTION. ElntnihEd. Fcaf. 

I’VFMPLY LVTINA. First Exeroscs 
''in Latin Accidence. With Vocabularj. 
Third Edition. O.Srn. >i. 
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EASY LATIN EXERCISES THE 

SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
' REVISED LATIN PRIMER. „ W>th 
Voratularj-. Elmtnih aKdChenf<erEd<Ucn, 
re-mUlen. Cr. Bzff. if. 6d. Ons-nul 
Edition. OS. 6d. Kev, os. . 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE . 
Rules and Exercises. Second Edition. 
Cr. Svo. IS. 6d. With Vocabulary, os. 
NOTAN DA QUAEDAM : Jlisce laneons 
Latin Exercises on Common Rules ami 
Idioms, Ei/l/i Edition. Feat- B.w 
xr. id. With Vocabularj-. os. Key, -s. 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE 
TITION : Arranged according to Subjects 
Fourteenth Edition. Fca/-.B-.o. « „ 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 

iBino. Fourth Edition. IS. .. . 

STEPS TO GREEK. Third Edition, re- 
A SHORTER GREEKPRIMER. Second 

e^ygreek’passages 

TRANSLATION. Fourth Edition, re- 
visedo Jf* 6 /^. — t>t? 

GREEK VOCABULARIES ?5‘. 

P£1T1TI0N. Arranged according to b«n 

ofe'^TESENT^stLECTIONS 
°¥of ke ^u« of Sctmils. With Inu^uc- 
tion, Notes, and Vocabulary. Fourtn 

STEPS^'tO^FIIENCH. Eighth Edition. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Eighth Edi- 

lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. Boo. os. oa 
FMNCll'’ VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 

^^^ETITION : Arranged 
iccts. Thirteenth Ehtiono 

See also School Examination Senes. 

Illustrations. Second 

Sec also School ExamiTOtion beriM. 

Illustrated. Ecnt}' Bvo. taira 

®^ii^THS%’F t/e C™RISt”aN 

FAITH. Cr.tvo. osCd. 


®*CollEGE.JJlu\tmled. 


HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited by Sidney Colvin. 

r„lS'S¥E'aEvS“»».' s." 

G. Balfour. gjj sARANAC 

®*TO T^E^IARQUeIaS Being Let.em 
u°.™by MVs. M. I. STPVENSON during 

LeIt IrS FROM If f '' bm’foTh. “vnh 

^nliy^'Kra^ini'- SJ^d Edition Cr. 
Sto^dar^'rAnnn M.). See Oxford B.o- 
graphic^ . hours WITH 

®‘RAUFiAIS.' I rum the 

«ch . POEMS AND HYMNS. 

Stone (S. J.)* ■*, . „ p G. ELieCRTON, 

M.’a. WitirPwu.T>t. in 

University; Isval rirtafvr&el-FeUoiv 



COLLEGE, inus^inu. 

Steuart j 6 s. 

WATER. ETTERS OF 

®‘lt'0BERV''L0UIS^STEVENS0N TO 


^/c\ Ste Boo^ on Business. 
Straker n n. See Churchman s 

Streane (A. W.;, ^ 

Bible. ,n A ^ modern music 
®*",S n®'MUSlCl‘ANs’^' With =4 Riba'S’ 

net „ , T, e- M.A. PRACTICAL 
®*?HVS 1 CS: WuhlnaV Diagrams. Second 
Edition, ^s.net. epORTS AND 

Strutt (JosePlih PEOPLE OF 

SiuB Bfustmted by marj 1 jngrav- 
inS Revised by J. Cl.AllLES Cos, LL.D., 
F.SA. Quarto. .“H' STRUGGLE 

Sturch (FO.. Staff iPJ^UAL TRAINING 

County Conned MAN^j,j.j j„ pn„. 

DRAWIN G (" OOO Solutions to 

ciples and 1803-1505, Ortho- 

Examination Ouestion ’Qy „„ef^Projccnon. 

AcoAor/. 

y. net ,r- . q.p C Stephenson. 

frA:-^THE french 
^^RFV JiuTION A-rraaif Cf- 

Syi?iJ/on(B.M.),MA.,M.D. SeeAneien. 

CUies. 
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Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 


Tfldtns. agricola. With Introduction ; 
Notes, Jlnp, etc., hy TL F. Oavi?, M.A., , 

8"f. cA ^ i 

GERMANIA. Br the satne Editor. /Vn/. ] 

E^c. ct. See alvo Chssical TranOitjon^ 

Tallack(W.). HOWARD LETILUS AND 
MEMORIES. los (id.t.tt, 

Tnulcr (J.). See Llbrarj* of De\ otion. 

Taylor (A. E.). THE ELEMLxNTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. DemiZ'^o \os td net 
TajlorfF. G.), M S. SecEonmeicwl t>cnes. 
Ta>lor(l. A.). SeeOxford lji''crnnh»c«:. 
Taylor (John W.). THE CO .UNO OF 
'IHE SAINTS : Ina^ination and Studies 
in Early Church History nnd Iraduion 
With 26 Illustrations Jitvy^’c 71 6</ net 
Taylor T. M.), M .Y . Fellow of Gomille 
and Caius College, Camb-idge. A CON- 
STITUTION VL AND POLITIC VL 
HISTORY OF ROME. Cr 8-j 7^. C/r’ 

Tcasdalc-Buckcll (G. T.) THE COM- 
PLETE SHOT. Illustrated Stcondr.d. 
Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF. Ediicd, wtth Notes and 
an Introduction, by J CituRTO't Colliss, 
M.A. Ct £"o. 6f. 

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS Edited by J. Ciiorton 
C oLUve, M A. Cr, Sr^. 6r. See aUo 
Little Library'. 

Terry (C, S.). See Oxford Biographies. 
Thackeray OV, M.). See Little Library. 
Theobald (F.V.), M.A. INSECT LIFE 
Iffustrared. £dr^t(fn £errrffd, Cr 

Srt>. 2f . 

Thompson(A. H.). See Lhtle Guides. 
Tileston(MaryW,). DAILY STRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS rcurieentk C-it. 
iion» JiXedxum\^mo -it, (id. net. Also an 
edition in superior binding, Cf. 

Tompkins (H. W.). F.R,H S. See Little 
Guides. 

Townley (Lady Susan), MY CHINESE 
NOTE-BOOK With 16 Illustrations and 
u Maps, Third Tid. DemyZ^e lor. 61/ net 
T^'nbee (Paget), M A., D Lut See 
Oxford Biop-nphic^ 

Trench (Herbert). DEIRDRE WEDDED 
AND OPHER POEMS, Cr.Zvo 5^. 

An episode of Thirij’ hours delivered by 
the three wices It deals vith the lose of 
Deirdre for Naris and is founded on a Gaelic 
Version of the Tragical Tale of the Sons of 
Usrnch 

TreveljanfG.M.), Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridee. ENGLiVND UNDER THE 
STUARTS. With ^lapf 3 rd PHns. Secen.i 

Edition. DeviyZt0. lof 6 d. net. 
TroutbeckfG. L.). See Little Guides 
Tyler (E. A.), B.A., F.C.S. See Junior 
School Books. 

Tyrrell-Qill (Frances). See little Books 
on Art, 

Vnrdon (Harry). THE COMPLETE 
GOLFER. lUastrated. Eighth EdtUen 
Demy B*’!?. lor 6ff. net, 

A Colonial Edition is also published 
Vaughan (Henry). See Little Library’. 


VitUlfhan (Herbert AI.), B.A.(Oxon.). THE 
LAST OF THE ROYAL STUARTS, 
HENRY" STUART, (LYRDINAL, 
DUKEOFY’ORK. Withsollluuraticns. 
Second Ediitcn. DenyZvo- %os.6d»itet* 
THE NAPLES KIVERIA. With 

tmtions in Colour by Maurice Gheiffxh* 


HACC't Cr. 6r. 

A Colonnl Edition is aUo published. ^ 

Vocgelin (A*), M.A. See Junior Examina* 
tion beric*. 

WaddclKCol. L. A.), LL D , C.B LHASA 
AND US .MYSTERIES. Wuhn Record 
of the 1 xpcdiiion of J003-1904. WitbtSS 
Illustrations and Maps. Third and 
Cheater Fditnftt. Demy Zto, ft. 6 d. net. 

Wadc( 0 . W.). D D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HIS fORV. With Maps. riftkEdition. 
Cr Zio, Cr 

Wagner (Richard). MUSIC DRAMAS: 
Interpretations, embodying WagncFs owi 
cxpl'imiions By A. L. Cleatiifr and 
B Ckumt. /» hour J'oiutres. EcafZvo. 
2X Cd each. 

You I — Tnr Ring oi>- the Nidelung. 
Third J-diiion 

VoL 11 —Parsifal, Lohej.crw, nnd 
Tiir Hol% Grail. 

Voi . m — Tristah at«d ItotnE. , 

WnllfJ. C.). DEVILS. Ilfnstmted feythe 
Author and from photographs. Dttry 8ffo, 
4S Cd net See a!<o Antiquary’s Books. 

Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art 
md Cia'isics of Art. 

Walton <F. NV.). See School Histories. 

YValton (Ixaac) .and Cotton (Charles). 
See I.P.L , Standard Library, and Little 
Librarj. 

Warren-Vemon (Hon. WUHam), M.A. 
READINGS ON THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE, b’l'^cd on the Commentary of 
Bes V fsuTODA I MOL A .md otherautbontics. 
With an Introduction by the Rev, Dr. 
Moorr ^ In Two Volume*: Second Edl- 
//<»«, entirely re-wntten. Cr, Sz'o jsr. ret. 

Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). YVITH THE 
SIMPLE-HLARTED : Little Homilies to 
Women m Couniiy Places. Second Edition, 
Small Pott Zvo ar. ntU 

See also Little Librarj’. 

Watt (Francis). SeeT, F. Henderson. 

YVeatherhead (T. C,). M A. EXAMINA- 
TION PAPERS IN HORACE. Cr.Zvo, 
-it. See aho Junior Examination Series. 

Webber (F. C.). See Textbooks of Techno- 
lojjy. 

Weir (Archibald), M.A, AN INTRO- 
DUCTION TO THE HISTORY’ OF 
MODERN EUROPE. Cr. Stv 6 f, 

Wells (Sidney H.) SeeTcxlbooksofScience. 

Wells(J.),M.A , Fellow.’indTutorofYVadham 
College. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr.tz'o, ^s. 6 d. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Eighth 

I Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr.Zvo. sr. ddL 
^ See also Little Guides. 

WhcIdonCF.W.). A LITTLE BROTHER 
TO THE BIRDS. With 15 Illustration,, 
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7ofvrWdiareby A.H. Bucklakd. Lar^f 

Cr. Bva. dr. „ , 

Whiblcy(C). See W. E. Hcnky. 

Whiblev fL.\ M.A., Felloe of Pemtoke 
' College, Cambridge. 

CHILS : THEIR ORGAMSATION 
AND CHARACTER. Cr. Sew. 6r. 
Whitaker (Q. H.), M.A. See Churehmans 

Whltc'cailbert). THE NATURAE 
HISTORY or SELBORNE. Edited b> 

E. C.Miall, F.R.S., assisted by W. Wabde 
Fowler, M.A. Cr. Sue. &t. 

See also Standard Library. . 

Wiltlleld (E. E.). See Commereial Sei^. 
Whitehead (A. W.). G A S P A R D H C 
COLIGNY. Illustrated. Demy^to. 
12X. 6^. nti, _ 

Whlteley (R. Lloyd), r.I.C, 
the Municipal Science School, 
wich. AN elementary TKXT- 
BOOK OF INORGANICCHEMISTR^ 
Cr. Boa. as. €if. 

Whitley (Miss). See Lady Dilbe. 

Whitten (W.l. See John 1 liomas Smi‘“. 
Whytc(A. 0.), B.Sc. See Books on B«iii«''; 
Wllberlorce (Wilfrid). See Little Books 

wirdefOscar). DE PROFUNDIS. Test/i 

Cr , 8 vc . 5J. «<?/. . 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE DUCHESS OF PADUA. Dsrftj-Ssa. 
xsr. tiel, 

POEMS. DinyZva. sas.(iH.ntl. 
INTENTIONS TIrmvew. ter drf. ««• 
SALOME, AND OTHER PL.AVS. Demy 

LaVy Wi'i^'eRMERE'S fan. Demy 

A ^WOXIAn'^’of' no IMPORTANCE. 

DetnyZvo. trs, td.net, « ©tv* 

AN IDEAL HUSBAND. Detry 8w. 

Its. (td. net. _ t*.\TJ 

THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EAK 
NEST. DenmZve. ter. «/• , 

A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES an 
TIIE HAPPY PRINCE. Demy E a. 

LORD^'RTHUR SM'H^S CWME and 

OTHER PROSE PIECES. Demy ot 

wSftln^'CM' H.). I>.iV the alien 

INVASION. oVtI-R- or 

Wiliams (A.). fHTROL IETLK 

hemy 

wlui'arlson^ibL O.). I'b H 

mat.” ?;d.'' ^Demy r-e 

wmia^^n (WH. B A. Ird 

an ination.k-nci, Junior School booui. 
I’rcinner's BooVv ^ c-n'r \TlI 

Wm»i>n <Bccklc«). LO K P S ^ 

CONA : the S;orv ofH* Luc U 
X'rwvfw. 9r AL vi:»^ 

A Colonial Ldiuon alio 


Wllmot-Buxton (E. w! 

Th“c&-ORLD jntl. 
Illustration^. 



.% i 7 vr V PAS' 

'To5iul'rstVof%‘-. Ch-'b a 

Home PKERCISrS IN 

WinboU (S. E.), M A. zs.t'. 

l\tin acciolnce. 

LATIN HLXAMEIUv 

to Composition. Cr, See. 31 
^,ret . s r TJ «; ESA. S«Ar'i* 

Windlc_p. A.), Arc.rnt 

2:“ri\and btbool HMotict. ^ _ j, s, ^ 
WlnterboOrnm (^nn ^ C CB . 

^frofnIapgVuJapn^i>^t, 
Wood (J. A. L.). 

'"A^Colonnl b did™ H al^ puW^ 

(Mnlor J. E.j! y fiJ cIML ''AK JN 

the u.nitld states 

Vordsworth (ChrlMophcr). Sr- 

wrd?-uhovo._ roFM -p! 

!i\* S to» roPx> A. L .. \V.th a 

Ftcrtupirtei"*'^"^ ^ 

wgiu jAtgogn H , '.eax 




VP 


'YWiVj ior> 

Wriirhl (J* 

%t fsd nit . a'Vw 

An t b irios-. /.u- 

M.\ !}■ 

VAwIort;^^ 

r-v ' 

ACoI’^ 


wronu 

tn ih** i-rr / iv. 1 
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WjatKKnte M.). Se" 'Nt. R. Glfaf 
W>Id(:(A. a.). MODrRN AinfeSlNIA. 
Wuh a ^!^p nnd a Portraffc. 
iSA rri. _ , - 

A Colonl il Fduion oKo puulisljea 
\V>ndham(Rt. Hon- Oeorffc). M P. TIfE 
i’OL’IS Ol WLUAM &HVKI. 
SPLAKE With an Introductton and 
Notc«i Vctfy tvff. liuekratfti it*/ 
lof 6</ 

W\ on (Roof’d Prance (0.)* THE LAND 
or 1 UL BEACk MOUNl AIK Ikinfir 
a Df";crjption of Monte^jrcn’*’ With 40 
innsml»on*5 Cr. e*i3 -t 6/f nef 
Vcat* (W, n.). A BOOK Oh IRISH 
VER&n. Selected from Modem \\nt*‘rs 


Kftiseii an(^ Sdi*rirt. Cr, ttscl. 

VoonffVilBon). IIIT COMTI-KTE 

M (3 a O E I fe T. W lU, JJS IHostraiioT!. 

&nettth J dtticn 6- • m 

A Cofcntal Pditl'^n J< nUo pa1)!L»^cd 
THE JOV OF THE KOAD: An Appiccla* 
tion of the Motor Car ittal! Derr}/ tvo, 
?T net 

Yount? <T.M.L TUT AMERICAN 
COITON INDUSTRY: A Stidy of 
Worl and WorJ.efs Cr, £{t* Cicih^ st 6ei. / 
h^trnt, IS, td 

Zlmmero (Antonia). WHAT DO V/E 
KNOW CONCERNING ELKCTRI* 
CITY? ?c’it 5rr. xt id, net. 


Ancient Cities 

Genera! Editor. B C. /V WINDLE, DSe., r.R.S. 


Cr. Sr-e. 

CimsTrn. Dj B. C. A, Windle, D Sc. T R S 
lUuunttd b> E II. Ne« 

SHHF\^snu^y. By T. Auden, ^LA-, F S A 
Illustrated 

CAt TcnauRY. By J. C. Cox, LL D , F S A 
Illustmted. 

EotscuRGU By M G Williamson, M A 
Illustrated by ilerben Railion. 


(>d, net, 

Liscout. Bv E Mansel Ssnapsen. M A , 
M D Illustrated by V, H. New 

BrivtoIp. By Alfred Harvey. IBustratcd 
bj K H New. 

DuoLts B> S A O. Fjtrpatridw. Illustrated 
b> W. C. Green. 


The Antiqnary’s Books 

General Editor. T. CHARLES COX. LL D., E.S.A 


Demy 8r;<?. 

EKCUSlt Mona«;tic Lirn. Bj the RiRht 
R<.v Abbot Gasquet, O 5,15 Illustrated 
Third Ldtitm 

RLMAINS of Tlir PREJtlSTORIC AgF IN 
ENGLAbD B> B C A Y indie, D Sc-, 
r R S With numerous lUustniiJons and 
Plans 

Oltj Sfpvice Cooks op tup Esgusu 
C uorcH By Christopher Wordsworth, 
M A , -md Henry Littlebales, \Vith 
Coloured md other lllusir itions, 

Celtic Akt By I Romillj Allen, F S A 
With numerous Illustr-itions and PKns 
Apcu.^ologv ANn False Antiquities. 

B> R. Munro, LL D Illustrated 
Shhinfs of Buitisu Saints Bj J. C Wall 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 


7 ^, 6rf. net. 

Tun Ros At Forests of England, By I 
Q, Cox, LL.D , I S A. Illustrated 
Tkb Ma*-ok and Manorial Rfcorps. 

By Nathaniel J. Hone IllostToted. 
English Spans By Js Harley Bloom. 
Ulu^strttcd 

The Dompsdav Inquest By Adolphus 
Ballard, B A , LL.B With a; Illustrations 
The Brasses of England By Herbert 
W Ma'*klin, M A. With many Illustrations. 
Second Editioi 

Parish Life IN MrDTAt\AL England By 
the Richt Rev Abbott Gasquel, O S B. 
With many Illustrations. Second Edition, 
Tiic Bells of England, By Canon J. J. 
RT\en, D D , F.S A. NVitb Illustrations. 
Second Edition, 


The Arden Shakespeare 

Demy &va. zr. 6rf. net each volume. 

General Editor. W. J. CRAIG. 

An edition of Shakespeare in single Pl-ijs Edited ith a, full Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page 
Hamlet Edited by Ed.-ard Dom den | Kii o Leae Edited bj W, J. Craig 

Kmico Ann JVLmi, Edited bj Edward Jdlius Caesar. Edited by M. Macmillan. 
Dowden | TiiB Tempest. Edited by Moreton Luce. 

tContiniud 
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AXBS't SiucEsrrAKc— 

OrilKIXO. J'AitciJ ty H. C. Bart. 

XiTBS A:iiij.onicv<. Editctl \>y It. !'• «aii 

Cir«ti:!,r!K. Kditrd by Edvraid Caa den. 
t«r. Mr.’tKV WtVis ci- WiiiDsoit. Euttii U) 
H. C. Halt. , 

A MiDtuMMvn Ntciit ’5 DiiEASt. Edited ui 

Kras Her I!V V. T.-ritedby H. A Evmt- 
Alt's WcttTiiaT Ewds Writ- Eoiied i>} 

W, O. lirigstoebe. t-.ii...,! hv 

The TA^^l^o or Titn SnREn. EtUted !)> 
Jl. Warwiefc Bond. . , 

TtMOX or ATEt ES Edited by K. ^'* 1 ;, 
Mpasore roR MtAtuSR. Bor'"! by n. t-- 

Ttytt 7 Til Kiout. Edited by Morelon Luce 


Tiir. MraatAt-T or Venice. Edited by 

C.KncxlW«- Edited by K. 

Tl OittlS AND LKESSIDA. 

Deisblon. Edited by E.H. 

. Antony AND CtEOFATRA. Lditeo y 

!LoS"‘LAn0DR'sL0ST. Edited by H. C. 

!TDXoGENTtE'.ANOrVEKOt.-A. K. 

Pr'^;clTi''-fedbyK.DeigMcn^ 

The CoMt'DV OF Exkok.. ca. 
Kp.““‘S.ard .... Edited by A. H. 


Tho BegiBBcr’s Boote 

KditeJSVb^LUAMS^BA 


EaIY rnTNClt RltVMEt. . 

SeemdSdtiicK. Illusttate 


Hy He-iii ISlouct. 
teJL /iO/.Sre. tr. 

Easy Storitts rroM Ekoumi .B’'-''?.''!;.! e-s 

E. hi. Vtlmct-Buxton, Author of -Mab 

of Europe.’ TkirdSllwn. Cr.t-o- « 

EASTExr.Ra-ir.3 l« AitrriiMETic. ArtwRc 

by \V, S. lieaid. Steend Lddicn. Acoy- 


gr... Without Aiiwcrs.ir. 


WithAusv/ert 


r.A^Vp^CXAT.O•.■ AND 

1 am'^on, A- Sc erte<J V": 

As 1 :asv B.A.. Authot 

•or rbcloon Pae,as«.- St<crd Ed^Uen 

Cr. ErY. .*• 


By W. 


'ORTS AND Docks, By Dfoslat 0«eo. 
bAiuvAts. ByE.B.Mcner.nott 
r.in Stock Lxchanci-- By Chat, f K 

rii1(^n«tKKs”V lirsoRANCE. By A. J. 

BhE ''ElxCTRtCAL ! HDUSTRV t L'tO^TmC, 

Tractiou, AND POV.-CF.. By A. G. 'vtiyi . 
n.sc. - — 


JtRA^CnON, AHW 

oi^itirnuitoiNG BtDUsTrv : Bgo^ j 

Science, Practice, and Finance. 0} 

Poltoek, M.I.N.A. cimker. 

IE Money Market. By E. Stiuker. 

IE Business Side of Ageicuetuef- 
A. G. L. RoKcrs, M.A. ,vji,on 
AY IN Business. By H. A. Wilson. ^ 
in Brfwing IKDUSTKY. By J 
Batcr, F.I.Oj r.C.S. 


Books on Business 

M.N.“nG and M.N.ND INYESTMENTS. 

T..V^£Nf-rADjrRT.^^^ 
■^"“‘iSG.NHEK.NG'; ^-B^jfchocton Fidkr, 

:£r'is'««-' 


By 


Byzantine Texts 

Edited by J. B. BURY. f foreign scbolorF.^ 

J}dtny Bva, X2J. oa» neU 

.-ACRIDS. Edited by L«on P^““« “"■* 

M. Eidci. Demy 8t-e. 


"Salhrs. Sued^by Profeasor 

&^"%''^!^r^rEi:-Ed::edbyjoi.n 
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Tlio Chrirclunaii’s Bible 


Gsacjal Ediior, J. H. BURN, B D,, ER.S E, 

Tvfl/. Sty. IJ. 6X ftfi eadu 

A series of Expositions on the Bool-s of the Bib’c. v.h\ch will be of service to the 
general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text. , 

Each Book is provided with n full nnd clear introductory Section, in which is 
Slated what is known or conjectured rcvj>ccting the dale and occasion of the com- 
position of the Book, and any other particulars lint may help to elucidate its meaning 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre- 
sponding as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such comsctions as arc 
deemed necessary*' being placed in footnotes. 


The EriSTtn or St. Paul the Ai*ostlk to 
TUB Galatia* r. Edited by A. W, Kobtn- 
son, Ivl A. SfC^nH Ldtticn , 

EcCLrsTASTES. Edited by A. W. Streanc, 
D D 

The Emstle op St. Paul the ArosTcr to 
•niB PHiLipriAN*? Edited by C R. D. 
Biggs, E.D. Stcond Edition, 

The EnsTLr op St. Jambs. Edited hy 
H. W. Fulford M.A 


Isaiah. Edited by \V. E. Biimes, B.B, 
Voluwes, With Map s/. net each* 

TifP. EnsTLCOi St. Paul tub Apostu: to 
T iiK EriiLsiAHS. Edited by G.H. Whitaker, 
M.A. 

Ti!C Gospel According to St. Mark. 
Edited by J. C. Du Dulsson, M.A. oe*€d. 
net 

St. P.vul's Epistles to the Colossiaks 
AND Philemon. Edited by H. J.C. Knight, 
M.A. rr. net* 


The Churchman’s Library 

General Editor, j. H. BURN, B D.,F.R.S E. 


Crown Svo , 

ThcBbginmngsop English Christianity. 
By W. E. Collins, M.A. With Map, 

Thr Kingdom ofHeavtn Here and Here- 
apter. By Canon Wintcrbotham, M.A , 
B.Sc,LL.B. 

The WorKMANSHip^OF the Prayer Book: 
Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. 
Doviden,D D. Second Edition, 
Evolution. By F, B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D. 


3x, 6 d * each * 

Some Npw Tcstambnt Peohlems. By 
Arthur Wright, D.D. 6r. 

The Churchman’s Introduction to thB 
Old Testamf NT, By A. M. Mackay, B.A. 

Thf Church or Christ. By E. T. Green, 
M.A. ts. 

CoMrARATm: Theology. By J, A. MaC- 
Culloch. 6x. 


Classical Translations 

Edited b}' H. F. FOX, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

Crmvn Sw, 


A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished bj’literary 
excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy. 


iEscHVLUS — Agamemnon Choepboroe, Eu- 
memdes. Translated by LeiMs Campbell, 
LUD. sr. 

Cicero — De Oratore I. Translated by E, N. 

P. Moor, M.A. 3* ^d, 

CicFRo— Select Orations ^ro bldone. Pro 
Mureno, Philippic ii , in CatiUnam). Trans- 
I ated by H. E, D. Blakiston, M.A. $s. 
CiCEPo — De Namra Deomra. Translated by 
F. Brooks, bl. A. 3r. 6rf. 

Cicero— De OfTidis. Translated by G. B. 
Gardiner, M,A. ss. 6d. 


HorACT— The Odes and Epodcs. Translated 
by A. D Godley, M A. ts* 

Lucian— S ix Dialogues (Nigrlmis, Icaro Me- 
mppu<:, The Cock, The Ship, The Parasite, 
The Lover of Falsehood) Translated by S 
T. Irwin, M A. 31. 6d. 

SoPHoexES— Electri and Ajax. Translated bj 
E. D A Morshcad, M A. 

Tacitus — Agncola and Germania. Trans- 
lated by R. B Townshend. sr 6d* 

The Satires of Juvenal. Translated by 
& G. Given. aJ. 6d, 
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Classics of Art 

EclitKlbyDR.J. n.W.LAiNG 

tiTE AKTOrTitKGRRKKS. I!}’ ff. p- 1 Aya/Sro. ioi.6ii.ttel- 

,W:&jtsPUtcvand iS mj«Srs!.03* m the riitoi. 

.tri<*Ao--»^Ec-,'. tit. Id. net. 


Text. 


Co««i:sa« 

r»_ . _ 


Commercial Series 

Edited by n. DE n. GinniNS. Litt.D., m.a. 
Cr-nt’tt Si" 

Ebccatiou m Tiieosv ami* 

r* »!* MTV!." 


A Pr.«rr or % S. Jackson. 

M.A. T/tird F. G. Tayloii 

M.A. i^eurt^. Sntlten. jjy 

’’‘s’T ar'™ 

cf« tjrADCit* By S« E* 

A Frknoi *:r£DndEdHien- w. 

^ Bally. Correspond- 

Pares 'VriT.NC Aso Orr;_j_ j,,a. Second 
ENCC. 

A^?c TS'-Psorgs.oss a»p Bcsn.-«s. 

By H. Jones. ...rrinoiivDooceE 

Tim M'Allen, M.A. ^ 

ESTRV. B>, J • f Bv W. Douglas Edaiuos. 

CoMsmaclAi- U". W "• 

Second EdtMn. oe. 

The Connoisseur’s Library 

mde Royan-M. 25^- . collectors, superbly 

A sumptuous scries of =o books on technical side of the ar 

lustrated in photogra\"ure. collotype. Cunyng- 

uly treated. The first volumes arc yuEoruAU ENAJmi^ By Henry Collotype 

■T,..r....:iy„..,„nnr.. -I" 1 Colour. 


EDUCATIOK m 

.Practice. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. 5^* 
An inlrodoctten to Methuen’s C^mmcrcia 
SetJM treatlnp the question of Commercial 
^Mtication fully from both the point of view 
of the teacher and of the parent. 

BrITTSU COMMERCr. AKD COLON'IE-t * 

' EurAurru to Victoria. By H- de u. 

Gibbi.ns, Li«.D., M.A. T/nrd -»• 

OjMMiniciAi. Examination PArr-Rs. i>> 
dc B. Gibhlns, Litt.D., M.A. u- M. 

The Economics op Commerce, By rt. oc 
• B. Gibbins, Utl.D.» M.A. Stci>nd Edtt.cn, 

TS. T> • e TT 

A German CoMMEROAt, Reaper. B> b. r- 

■ Bally. With Vocabu!.ar>% 

A Commercial GnooRAniv op TifR 
Empire. By L. W. Lj-de. M-A. 

< Editxcn. or. 

A COMMEROAL GeOGRAPHV OP FORBtO.. 
Katiohs. By F. C. Boon, B.A. 


[uly treated. The first volumes arc 
tlEzzoTiNTS. ’ By Cyril Da%xnport, With 40 
Plates in Phoiocrasaire. . 

"0RCBLAIN. By Edward Dillon. 

Plates in Colour, ro in Collotype, an 5 
Photogravure. ^ ,, __ . -.vtih o 

Miniatures. By Dudley Heath. . 

.Plates in Colour, 15 m Collotype •'ind 15 »n 

Maskell. With 8o Plates in 

^ Collotyi^ and Photogravure. « Hinson. 
Encusu Furniture. By F. S. Kouinw 
With 160 Plates in Collotype and one m 
'' Photogravure. Second Edition' 


^J^^S^-^SeoendEdinon 

„„d ColIotsTC. . With 37 Bins- 

byC.Bigg, D.D. .S’fnrW.EA/'e*. „„|a Book.op H n second Edition. , 

HE CmilTlAN Year.-. Edited by Wnu' 

Ixxdt.'D.D. Third Edition. 
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TuE LiBRARV of 

Lyra. 2K^ocEs•TlUM. Edited bj* Walter 
LoeV., D.D. 

A Sfriocs Call to a Devout avd Koly 
Life. Edited by C Bigg. D.D. Fou^ih 
Flizticn. 

The Temple. Edited b>* E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Secettd Edition. 

A Guide to Eternitv. Edited by J. W. 
Stanbndge, B D. ^ | 

Tim p4ALvs OP David. Edited by B. W. ’ 
Raudolpb, D.D. 1 

Lvra ArosTOLiCA. By Cardm.il Nemnan 
and others. Edited bi Canon Scott Holland ' 
and Canon H. O Beeching, 

The Inner Way. Bj J. Tauler. Edited by 
A W. Hutton, M .L 

The Thoogi.ts of Pascal. Edited by C. 
S. jenam, M A- 

0'< THE Lotc OF God, By Sl Fnma> dc 
Sales. Edited bv W, J. Kno>i-Lui!e, M.A 

A Manual of Consolatios from thf 
Sadtis aho Fathers. Edited by J. H. 
Bum, B.D. 

The Song of Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland, 
M.A, 

The Devotions of St. Ansfum. Edited by 
a CL Webb. M.A. 

Grace ADOundino ByJobnBunyan. lEdited 
by S. C Freer, M.A. 

Bishop Wilson's S.'^cra Privata. Edited 
b> A. E. Bum, B D. 


Lyra Sacra : A Book of Sacred Verse. 
Edited by H. C Beeching, M.A., Canon of 
Wc<ttnms*er. 

A DayBooe trom the Saints and Fadieks. 
Edited by T. H. Bum, B D. . 

Hea\ enly Wisdom. A Selection from the 
English Mj sties. Edited by E C Gregoiy. 

Light, LtFC, and Lot n. A Selection from the 
Gcnrv'nMystics. EditedbyW R.Inge,M.A. 

An Introduction to The Detour Lh"^ 
Bv Sl Francis de Sales. Translated and 
Edited bj T. Barns. JM.A« 

Manchester al Mondo: a Contemplation 
of Death and Immortnlity. By H^ry 
Montagu, Earl of Manchester. With an 
Introduction by Ehrabeth Waterhousej 
Editor of * A Little Book of Life andDealh. 

The Littix Flowers of thk GLORtotrs 
Messer St. Francis and op ms 
Friars. Done into English by W. 
wood. With an Introduction by A. G. 
Ferrers Howell. 

The Spiritual Guide, which Disentangles 
the Soul and bnngs it b>’ the Inward Way 
to the Fruition of Perfect Contemplation, 
and the Rich Treasure of Internal P^c«* 
Written by Dr. Michael dcMolinoSjPnesL 
Translated from the Italian copy, printed at 
Venice, j<$S5, Edited wUh an Introduction 
by Kathleen Ln tielton. With a Preface by 
Canon Scott Holhnd. 


The Ulustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books 
Sds, $s, M. net each vplttme. 

A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 
general literature. These are faithfully repnnied from tlie first or best editions 
uiliiout introduction or notes. The Illustrations are chiefly in colour, 

COLOURED BOOKS 

Ou3 Coloured Book‘l By George Paston. Thb Analysis of thf Hun’Tinc Field. By 
With i6 Coloured Plates. Fcaft Sr<». zs.ftet. R. S Surtees. With 7 G3I cured Plates by 
TheLifeanoDeathofJohnMvtton.Esq. Henry Aiken, and 45 IllastralionsonWood. 

B5* Kimrod. 'With iS Coloured Plates b> The Tour or Dr. Syntax in Seapck or 
Henry Aiken and T. J. RawUns. Feurih the Picturesque. By William Combe. 
Edifice. With 30 Coloured Plates'by T. Rom landson. 

The Life of a Sportsman. By Nimrod. The Tour op Doctor Syntax in Search 
With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken op Consolation. Ky William Combe. 
Handley Cro‘>s, By R- S Surtees. With With 04 Coloured Plates by T, Rowlandson. 
17 Coloured Plates and ICO Wooelcuts in the The Third Tour of Doctor Syntax xn 
Teat by John Leech. Second Edziion, Search of a Wife. By William Combe. 

Mr- Sponck’*^ SroRTtve Tour. IBy R. S. Withc4 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 9c The Hi’tTORv or Johnny (Juar Genus : the 
Woodcuts in the Text by John Liech. Little Foundling of the late Dr. Simtax. 

JoRROCKs’J.AUNTSAN-D Jollities \ByR,S. Bythe Author ot 'The Three Tour-?.’ With 
Surtees. With 15 Coloured Pkates by H. 24 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 

Aiken. Second EdiUctt. \ The English Dance of Death, from the 

This volume is reprinted from Ibe ex- Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 
tremclyxareandcosUyeditionofiB43^wbich Illustrations by tbe Author of 'Doctor 
contairs Aiken's ^’e^y fine illus^tlons Syntax.* 7 ^vo FeJun-es. 
instead of the usual ones by Phiz- \ This book contains 76 Coloured Plates. 

Ask By R. S. Surtees. Witu. 13 The Dance or Life: A Poem. BytheAuthor 

Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts Inttbe of ‘Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with 26 
Text by John Leech. ^ Coloured Engravings by T. Row landson. 

[Cenftrued 
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Illustrated Pocket Lxdrarv of Pi-aim akd 

Life in London : or, the Day and Night 
Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and his 
Elegant rriend, Corinthian 
. Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by 
; L'H. and G. Cniikshank. With numerous 
~ .Designs on Wood. ^ , ■« n ^ 

Real Life in London: or, the Rambles 
and Adventures of BobTallyho, Esq., and 

his Cousin, The Hon. Tom DashalU By an 

Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Coloured 
Platas by Aiken and Rowlandson, etc. 
.Tu'O Volumes. ^ 

The Life op an Actor. r*y Pierce Egan. 
•' . With 27 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane, 

and several Designs on Wood, 

TheVicak of Wakefield. By Oliver Gold< 

• smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by 1 . Row- 
' landson. - 

The Military Adventurf.s op J^m^ny 
Newcomk, By an Officer. With 
Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The National Sports of Grf^t Britain. 
\yith Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plat 
'by Henry Aiken. , 

This book is completely different 
large folio edition of ‘National Sports > 
the same artist, and none of the plates ar 


similar. 


Coloured Books— 

°wthTcobu«d 

Ga'^monia : or, the ^Y\“^^/Sinl pS 

and tin Improv ed Mem ^ illustrated 

tions and Covem, exp jj 

T .kUTcnce Raustorne, 1 

taining the erinc. Galloping, 

Vo^^rif Geoffrey 

Gambado, Esq. , 

Reai. Life 'n Yf'^^an’Boni, Esq., and his 

Night Scenes of Brm B o.' 5 ogi,„ty. 

I 'a pTddy. With t 9 Coloured Plates 
bv Heath, Marks, etc. 

Sfourad'piatesliyT. j,y 

The Old Encms” ®' 2 ”'^vV,b eo Coloured 

&"esaa«trcsPy?c%fiRovrlandson. 


plain books 


The GitAVE : A Poem. By RoSjtt P!?!:! 

■ Illustrated by 13 Etchings executed b> kouis 
■ ■ Schiavonetti from the original In';?"*'®?"* 

. William Blake. With an Ensjawd Title Page 
and a Portrait of Blake ByT. Phillips, R. A- 
The illustrations are reproduced in pnoio 

• IlSstkations of the Book of Jn"; ^n' 
vented and'engraved by^Villiam Bm • 
These famous Illustrations— at m nuroOer 

— arc reproduced in photogravure. , 

.JEsof's iWes. With 3S0 Woodcuts bj 
Thomas Bewick. 

Windsor Castle. By W. Ha^ison ; 

With 22 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the icxi 
by George Cruiksliank. 


THE Tovvee a^d'^J'VoX^^ 

^"<^'|-'k?Xp‘:E;tm“?J^ey. With 

^ Illustrations by the Walton 

Co.^r>i*>> I Pla*« ""*> 

Woodcuts in the 1 f^om the bcauti* 

.^^nrarvOnvvhyn Plates. 


IJ. 


Junior Examination Series 

" • EditedLyA.M.M.STEDMAN.M.A. 

Rv Tunior Greek Examinatiu 

iiNiOR French Examina^tion Papers, i^y J C. Weatherbead, M.a. Exahina. 

o^.o^Kfes'^H^ExA^ZAiftfW By AKEVTOJHEA-VE^^B.^^ 

[uk^ifA"S^fo EXAMtH^JoN PAFEES. ^"sy W.G. Baker By 

,ua^E=u^‘^ExA^HH-.o?P-^^^^ By JO--, 

S. W. Finn, M.A. 
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Jtmlor School-Books 


Edilca by O. D. INSKIP, LUD, 

A ■DiCTATfos* Pv 

\V, WllUinc^'n, IJ.X T/::tirgMth : 

Cn ?rM, If. C./. 

Tur. Oo'sm, Accorni* n tx) St. Mattkiv. 
IVUtel by K South, M.A« ^\^lh 

'Ihrec Majvs, Cr.tvc^ if. 

TiirGo'^rri.AccoftiitSGToST.MArj:. Kdite*! 
by A* K. Ruble. D.B. With Thwe Maw. 
t>. Efi'. If. &/. 

AJ\jkiorKvgusi{Graj 4 MAi:, r.y W.Wtlli'im- i 
&OH. B.A. ^Yi;huumeroutpa^^1^»^s for p^rvia^ 
andanalpUi.^ndacbapiercn l.w.y Writing. 
T^irxi Jb.(iiiion, Cr.tri>, sa 
A Ju.vlOK CKKMi*mtV. Cy E, A. Tyler, BA., 
F.C.S- W«h 73 lllu^tratlona l'»\trtk Edt- 
ticn-. Cr. 8r5. cf, GiA 

TitK Acts or tuu ArosTLr«i, Edited by 

A Ruble. D.D. Cr Ert^. *j. 

A JuMOR rpKSCit Grammar. By L, A. 
Sornel and M, J. Acato-t, Sas'id lUhilifn, 
Cr. ?rv. 2 f, 


, anti W. \VILUAMS0N\ B.A. 

Eir*irNr\rv nxjTniisr'fT At. Scirycr. Rav* 
SICS by V/. T. Ooush,vb.R.C.S. Cit?.Mi?TPV 
by h. Bwr.y.an. B.Sc. With 5 PJatt^ nrr*l 
jt4 Diagrams. EJfih LdiUen, Cr» Zvc. 
ar. Cd* 

A Grt‘>5»rrrY. By Noel S. Lydna. 

With 275 Diagrami^ /'{/JA Ediitcn. CV. 

Sf, 

ntriirnTATv E3CfrRi?rr:rrAi. Cki 2 «i?tkt. 
By A. UunJlan, W;th^ Pbitcsand 

jc^ Diagran*- Second Ediiist* €r, 
Er<». sf. 

A JcHion rjtEJictt Pro'je. By R. R. N. 
litrcn, M.A. Second Edttisn. Cr»tve>, el. 

The Go*^m. Accokclsc to St. Luke:- W**^ 
an IniiDduciion and Kot« by W'ilu-m 
Willianisoo, B X, Wth Three Maps. Cn 
Eta. cr. 

T»m Freir Boojt or Kikcs. Edited by 
A. E, Rumn, D.D. With Maps. Cr. tT0. 
21 . 


Loaders of Boliijion 

Edited by H. C. DEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster. WUh Porirails. 
Cr. St'i’. ai» nit. 


CATtoiNAL NnmiAv. By R. H, Hutton. 
Toiin Wr«?txv. By J. II. Omion, M.A. 
Bisjiop WiLOEKFor.CE. By G, W, Darnell, 
M.A. 

Cardinal MA!t»'r?T». By A. W. Hutton, M.A. 
CiTAKLES Simeon. Bv H. C. G. Mode, D.D. 
1bHN Kcdlb. By Walter LocV.D.D. 
TiiOMA^i Chalmek«l By Mrs, OUpbatil. 
Lancflot Asdakwcs. By R. L. Ottley, 
D.D. SfCfffid Edition. 

Augustine of Castekdukv. By E. L. 
Cults, D.D. 


Willi vt Laud. By W, H, Hutton, M.A. 
Third Ldiiie-n. 

JounK-nox. ByP.MacCunn. SicondEdiilon. 
John HorrR. By R T. Horton, D.D. 
Bisiicip Ken. By P. X ClarLe, ^M.A. 
Geokce Fox, thr Quaker. EyT. Hodcbln, 
D.C.L. TKtni Ldition. 

John Dov.ne. By Aucusttis Jessopp, D.D. 
Thomas Cramiei:. By A. J. Mason, D.D. 
Bimiop LATistKR. By R. M. Carlyle and A- 
j. Carljlc, M.A. 

Bishop Botlek. By W. A. S|)ooncr, M.A. 


Littlo Books on Art 


tVith v.any Illustrations. Demy 161110. ss. 61 . net. 


A scries of monographs in minialnrc, containing the complete outline of the 
subject under treatment and rejecting minute details. These books are produced 
w ilh the greatest care. Each \ olume consists of about eoo pnges, and contains from 
30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photograinire. 


Grrck Art. II. B. Walters, 7'Aird Edtiicru 
Bookplates. E.Almack. 

Reynolds. J. Siroe. Sreond Ect/ion. 
Romney. George Paston. 

Greuze and Bouchfr. EUra F, Pollanl. 
Vandyck. M. G. Small^vood. 

Turner. Frances TjTrtlbGUl. 

DOrkr- Jessie Allen. 

Hoppnfr. H. P. K. Bblpton. 

Holuein, Mrs, G. Fortescue. 


Watts. R- E. D. Sbetchley. 

LniCHTON. Alice Corkran. 

Yflasouei. Wilfrid Yllberforce and A. R. 

Corot. Alice Pollard .and Ethel Birnstlngl 
Raphael, A, R. Drjhurst. 

Millet. Nclta Peacock. 

Illu^hnated iNISS. J. W, Bradley. 

Christ in* Apt. hfrs. Hcnty jenner. 

Jeu ELLERY. CjtH Davenport. 


[ContiKtifd 
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Little Booe<! on AnT — ttmtimieii ., 
Bohne-Jones- Fortunde de Lisle. 
Bdittott. 

Reheeandt. Mrs. E. A. Sharp. 


Second ClaOoe. Edward Dillon. 

TheAetsof jAfAK. Edw.ard Dillon, 
Enamels. Mrs. Nelson Dawson. 


The Little (xalleries 

Demy i6mo. zs. 6if. net. 

A series of liltie books containing e\amplcs of the best work of the great painters, 
^ch volume contains eo plates in photogr.avure, together with a short outline of the 
life and work of the master to tv horn the book is devoted. 

A Little Gallery of Reynolds. I A Little Gallery of Millais. 

A Little Gallery op Romney. I A Little Gallery of English Posts. 

A Little Gallery of Hoppner. J 


The Little Guides 

With many Illustrations by E, H. New and other artists, and from photographs. 
Small Poll clothe 2X. 6dn neL; haiher^ 31. 6^, net. 


Messrs. Methuen are publishing a small series of books under the general title 
of The Little Guides. The mam features of these books are (1} a handy and 
charming form, (2) artistic Illustrations by E. H. New and others, (3) good plans 
and maps, ( 4 ) an adequate but compact presentation of everything that is interest- 
ing in the natural features, history, archieology, and architecture of the town or 
district treated. 


Camdridce and its Colleges. By A. 

Hamilton Thompson. Second Ediiicn, 
OxFoko AND ITS Colleges. By J. Wells, 
hl.A. Seventh EHilion, 

St. Paul’s Cathedral. By George Clinch. 
WESTitiNSTER Aduev. By G. E. Troutbeck. 


The English Lakes. By F. G, Brabant, M. A, 
The Malvern Country. By B. C. A. 

Windle, D.Sc., F.R-S. 

Shakespeare’s Country. By B. C. A. 
V Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. Third Editiou 


Buckinghamshirk. By E. S. Roscoc. 
Cheshire. By W. M. Galiichan. 

CoRmvALL. By A. L. Salmon. . * ‘ 

Derrysiiire. By J. Charles Cox, LL.D., . 
F.S.A. 

Devon. By S. Barinq;*GouId. 

Dorset. By Frank K. Heath. 

Hampshire. By T. Charles Cox, LL D., 
F.S.A. 


I Hertpordsihre. By H. W, Tompkins, 
F.R.H.S. 

I The Isle op Wight, By G. Clinch. 

I Kent. By G. Clinch. 

Kerry. By C. P. Crane. 

Middlesex. By John B. Firth. 
Northamptonshire. By Wakcling Dry, 
Norfolk. By W. A. Putt. 

OxFORD'^HiRE. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. 
SOFFOI4C. ByW. A. Dutt, 

SuRRCV. By r, A. H. Lambert. 

Su'iSEX, By F. G. Brabant, hf.A. Secetid 
Ediiton. 

The East Riding op Yorkshire. By j, E. 

Morris, „ 

TiikNorth R iDiNCOPkoRKSHiRE. ByJ E. 
Morris. 


Brittany. By S, Baring'Gouid. 
N 0 R.MANDV. By C. Scudamore. 
Rome By C. G. Ellaby. 

Sicily. By F. Hamilton Jackson. 


The Little Library 

with Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 


SmaU Pott Sve. Each Volume, cloth, li. 6 if. ««/; leather, zs. Cd. net. 


Anon. ENGLISH LYRICS, A UTThX: 

BOOK or. 

Aastea (Jnne). PRIDE AND PREJU- 
DICE. EdHcdbyE.V. Lucas. TtveVch, 


VORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited hy E. V. 

Jacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS OF LORD 
BACON. Edited by Edward Weight. 


[Ceniinvtd, 
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The Little Lidraey — coniinved. 

Barham (R. H.). THE INGOLDSBY 
LEGENDS. Edited by J. B. Atlay. 
Tvlio Vahnties. 

Barnett (Airs. P. A.). A LITTLE BOOK 
OF ENGLISH PROSE. 

Bccfcford (William). THE HISTORY 
OF THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited 
by E. Denison Ross. 

Blake (Wllltam). SELECTIONS FROM 
WILLI AAI BLAKE. Edited by M. 
PERUGINI. 

Borro\y (Qeorfre), LAVENGRO. Edited 
by F. liiNDES Groohe. Tii’o Voluvtes, 
THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by John 


SASirsoN. 

Browning (Robert). SELECTIONS 
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. 
Hall Griffin, M.A. 

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTI-JACOBIN: \utli Gforge 
Canning's additional Poems. Edited by 
Lloyd Sanders. 

Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF 
ABRAH.VJI COWLEY. Edited by H. C. 
Minchin. 

Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C 
Deane. 

Cralk (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX, 
G E N T L E M A N. Edited by Anne 
Matheson. Ttutt Velumes. 

Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 
Edited by Edi\ ard Hutton. 

Dante (Alighieri). THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE. Tmiislated by H. F. Cary. 
Edited by Paget 1 oyndef, M.A., D.Liit. 

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE Trans- 
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget 
Tovnree, M.A., D.Litt. 

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget 
T oYN-nrE, M.A , D.LiIL 

Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 
Edited by R. A. Sthratfeild. 

Deane (A. C.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
LIGHT VERSE. 

Dickens (Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 
Fceo Volumts* 

Ferrier (Susan). MARRIAGE. Edited 
by A. Goodrich - Frfek and Lord 
Iddesleigh. 7’cff Velrwies. 

THE INHERITANCE. Tere Volumes. 

GnskelUMrs.). CRANFORD. Edited by 
V. Lucas Steend Edition^ 


(Nathaniel). THESCARLEi 
LETTER Edited by Percy Di.ARMrR. 

P-)- A LITTLE BOOl 
01 SCOTTISH VERSE. 


Keats (John). POEMS. With an Intro 
duction by L. Bin'VO.n, mid Notes by J. 

JlAiFFIELD. _ 

Kinglake (A. W.). EOTHEN. IVith an 
Introduction and Notes. Seccud IZdtiion. 
Lamb (Cliarics). ELIA, AND THE 
LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. dited by 
E. V. Lucas. 

Locker (^P.). LONDON LYRICS Edited 
by A. D. Godlev, M.A. A reprint of the 
r irst Edition. 

Longiellow (H. W.). SELECTIONS 
FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by 

L. M. Faithfui e 

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF 
ANDREW MARVELL. Edited by E. 
Wright. 

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS 
OF JOHN illLTON. Edited by H. C. 
Beeching, M.A., Canon of Westminster. 
Alolr(D.M.). MANSIEWAUCH. Edited 
by T. r. HE.NDERSON-. 

Nichols (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. 

Rocliefoucauld (La). THE MAXIMS OF 
LA ROCHEFOUCMULD. Translated 
by Dean Stanhoie. Edited by G. H, 
Poll ELL. 

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED 
addresses. Edited by A. D. Godley, 

M. A. 


Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paui. 
Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited by J. CiiURTOH Collins, 
M.A. 

IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C. 
BnuatiNG, M.A. 

THE PRINCESS. Edited by Euracfth 

WORDSM ORTH. 

MAUD. Edited by Elizareth Wordsworth. 
Thnckcray(W. AL). VANITY FAIR. 

Edited by’ S. Givyhn. 7 hree Voltnj C5, 
PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwyhk. 
Three Volumes. 

ESMOND. Edited by- S. Gwyn-n 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. EditedbyS. Gwyhh. 


Vaughan (Henty). THE POEMS OF 
HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Ediyafd 
Hutton. 


Wnlton (Iznak). THE COMPLEAT 
ANGLER. Edited by j, Buchan. 

Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 
by. Tenth Edition. 

Also on Japanese Paper. Leather, yr. 
net. 

Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM 
WORDSWORTH. Edited by Non ell 
C. Smith. 


Wordsworth (IV.) and Coleridge (S. T.). 
LYRICAL BALLADS. Edited by Georgb 
SA sirsoN. 
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The Little Quaxto Shakespeare 

Edited by \v. J. CRAIG. Wtb Introductions and Notes 

Poll liimo. In 40 Volume:. Leather, trice u. 

Mahogany Revolving Book Case. 


I or. net. 


Miniature Library 

Reprints in miniature of a few mtercstmE books ° 


EuriiRAhOR: A Dntopue on Youth. ^ 
Edward FitzGerald. From the edition pub- 
lished hy W. Pickering in 1851. Oemy 

POLOMUS: or Wise SaA\S and 
stances By Ed^^*ard FitzGc^ld* 
tlie edition pnblisbcd by W, Pickering 
1852. Denx\ 32WW. Leather^ st. p 

The RuhAivAt op Omak 

i:d«ard FitzGerald, trom tbe xst edition 
of 1839, FeuriTi EdtUou Leather, xs. net 


humamt;. devotion, or literary genius 

TitP Life of Edward, Lord HeRBE^ o 
Cherourv. Hill in the 

edition pnnted at Stmwhe^r^^n^^ 

Jcarird,. -NCISCO Qoevedo 

Kng '£r -Ordel^or 

Smon printed fo? H. Herringman. r66S. 
Po^By Dora Greenwell. From the edi- 

^°tranofI^ii8. Uatherr-s-net. 


Oxford Biographies 
Mat. Spd. Each volume, cloth, zs. 6if. i „ 

* . TIrf»M« DV *• ** 


Dantc Auciheei. By Paget Toynbee, M A , 
D Litt. Y'lth 12 Illustrations. Secona 

SatonamLa. ByE L S Horaburgb, M.zV 
With IS Illustrauons 
John Howakd. By E. C. S. 

Bishop of Gloucester. With re 
TEimYshN. .By A. a Bessov, II. A. With 
g lUu'strations. _ , . m i...- With 

Walter Raleigh. By I. A. Ta>lor. 

13 Illustrations. „ _ \v\tK i-* 

Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capej. ^^^th i. 

Illustrations. -n r’ q Terr\'. 

Titr Young Pretender. By G. o. ■*•«»> 
With 12 Illustrations. 


« . Tie T r. Henderson 

Robert Borns By a 

With re Illustrations. With re 

Chatham. B> a. o 

<;x”FR*Nas"or Assisi. .By Anna M. Stod 
3/^'^».n,ps With re 

Dii'"rallp. By Walter Sichel With re 

Go'^nrS-H-G AtUn - — 

f" By Viscount St Gyres 
12 Illustrations. 


With le Ulus- 
With 


School Examination Series ^ 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN.^^ 

History and 

pAirRS. Ly G. R 

r»-7irFcr 

Papers. By a. a 

EdiUon) issued as abore. 

'' Pzrrus m LhOt-isu History 

ETA'.'j;;A™'J,fowden.Wardlau, B A. 


FKUhClI examination PAreRS. 

M. Stedmau. II A. Erurtetnih EdiUcu 

A Key, issued to Tutors .and Pn^w 
Students only to be ’’^d “n app 1 
to the Publishers. Fxflh Edition. 
CrovjnZzc. 6s.net. . .j 

Gatin Examination Papers. B\ A. » 

=S“,&i'rSsriS,K";.b-.. 

Key {^Fonrtk Edition) issued 


as abo>c 

^ Hr*« 

German' Examination Paiers By B- J 

Moricb. Sixth Editioi 
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Scliool Histories 


nhnirated, 

A School Hwtokv op \V'Anwici:*;niPE. 

a C. A. Windlc, D.Sc., F.R.S. 

A School History op Somersrt. 

Walter Raymond. Stesnd 
A SciiooL History or La.ncashu;iu 
W. E. lUiodcJi 


Crenvn Sn?, is, 6d. 

By A School History op Sl*kri:y» By H. E» 
Malden, M.A. 

A School History of MinoLnsrx. By.V. 
l>y G. Plarr nnd F» W. Walton. 


Terttoolrs 

Edited by G. F. GOODCHIED, M. 

Practical Mr.cifANics. By Sidney H. Welb. 

J'fiurih Sdiiictt. Cr, 8r'C». 3L 6^ 
Practical CiiE'.tisTRV. Part 1. By W. 
French, M.A. Cr, tvp, Ppurlh Edition, 
IS, td. Enrt II. By \V. French, M.A., aiid 
T. H. Boardman, M.A Cr. Sri', xs. 6*/. 

TcCIUnCAL ARtTHMHTIC AKD GeOHKTRY. 

By C. T. Minis, M.I.M.E. Cr, ivc. 
Sf. (>d. 

ExCAMfLES IN* Pin'stcs. By C E Jnckson, 
B,A. Cr. tvo. sr. td. 

Plant EifEi Studies in Garden nnd School 
By Horace F. Jones, F.CS. With 320 
Diagrams. Cr. ivo. 3^. (>d. 


of Science 

A., aSc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A. 

The Cojtwjrn; Sciiooi. Chehistry. F, 
M. Oldham, I3.A. With jaS Illustralioas. 
Cr. 6r<^. 

Alt Organic CnrsfiSTny for Schools and 
Tcchkical 1 K'iTiTUTES. By A.IC. Dtinstan, 
n.Sc. (Lond.), F.CS. Illustrated. 

Cr. tz‘o, 

Klcmentary Scir.r:cE for Pri'iL Teachers. 
Physics Srction. By W, T. Ciougbi 
A.U.CS. (bond.), F.C.S. CjiE^mrRV 

Section. By A E, Dun£tan,B.Sc.(Lond.), 
F.CS. With 2 Plates and xo Diagrams. 
Cr. £f<*. 2r. 


Motliuen’s Simplified Fronoli Tests 
Edited by T. R. N. CROFTS, M.A. 

Out Shilling each. 


L*HiSTOiiiED*tJNnTuufC. Adapted by T. H. 

N. Crofts, M.A. Second Edition. 
Aooallaii. Adapted by J. A. Wlnon. 


La Chanson db Roland. Adapted by IL 

Rieu, M.A. 

MiwojREs PC Cadicho.v. Adapted by J. F. 
Kboades. 


Methuen’s Standard Library 

/ft Stxfsfitty Volumes. 

Tim Standard Licrary is a new series of volumes containing the great classics of the 
•world, and particularly the finest works of EnglUh literature, AU the great masters will be 
represented, either in complete works or in selections. It is the ambition of the publl-shers to 
place the best books of the Anglo-Saxon race within the reach of evcQ* reader, so tliat tiic 
scries may represent something of the diversity and splendour of our English tongue, .The 
characteristics of Thk Standard LtCRARvare four : — x. Soundni'.ss of Text. 2. Cheapness. 
3. Clearness of Type. Simplicity. The books arc well printed on good paper nt n 
price which on the whole is without parallel in the history of publishing. Each volume con- 
tains from loo to 250 pages, and is issued in paper covers, Croxvn Bvo, at Sixpence net, or in 
cloth gill at One ShilUng net. In a few cases long books are issued as Double Volumes 
or as Treble Volumes. 


The Meditations or Marcus Aurelius. 

The translation is by R. Graves. 

Sense and Sensibility, By Jane Austen. 
Essays and Counsels and Tim Nyav 
Atlantis. By Francis Bacon, Lord 
Vcrulam. 

Religio Medici nnd Urn Burial, By 
Sir Thomas Browne. The text has been 
collated by A. R. Waller. ' 


The Pilgrim’s Progress. By John Buny.an. 
Reflections o.v the Frbnxh Revolution. 
By Edmund Burke. 

The Poems and Songs oF Robert Burns. 
Double Volume. 

The Analogy of Religion, Natural and 
Rrvkalkd. Byjoseph Butler, D.D./ 
The Porms of Thomas cSi attkrton. In 2 
volumes. • ; 

Vol. I.— Miscellaneous Poems. 

[Continued. 
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Muthucn's Stahoaed l.\aR\tt\-—ctii!lii‘«rJ~ 
Vol. n.— The Ronley Poems. 

Tun Life and Sonnets Ay DAni& 
TranshTtediatoKnEluh byD. G. Rossetti. 
Tom Jones. ByHcntyricldins. Treble Vol. 
Cranfoed, By Mrs. Gaskcll. 

The History ok tiieDe^ine and Faieof 
THE Rosian RMrlHc; By Ldnard Gibbon 
In 7 double volumes. 

The Text and Notes have been rev ised by 
J. B. Burs , LlthD., but the Appendices ot 
the more expensive edition are not 
The Vicar of AVaueheed. By Oliver 
Goldsmith- 

TlinroE.VISANDPEAYS0FOEIVERG0LDSVtITlI. 

The Works ov Ben JOKSON. 

You t.— The Oise ts Altered. Every Man 
in His Humour. Every Man out of His 

vih^H'^v-nthia's Rev els ; f he PoeEister. 
Thetext h .15 been collated by H. C. Hart. 
The Poems of John Keats. Double volumu 
The Test has been collated by E- de 
Selineourt. 

On THE Imitation of Christ. By Thomas 

^ The ^translation is by C« Biggj DD.» 
Canon of Christ Chnreh. 

A Serious Cail to a Devout and Hoev 
Life. By William Laa-. 

Paradise Lost. By John Milton. 
E 1 KONOKIASTF.S AND THE Tenure of Kings 
AND Magistrates. By John Milton. 
Utopia and Poems. By Sir Thomas More. 
The Repuelic of Plato. Translated by 


In 


THE'\f™^^FLmvERS or ST. Francis 
Translated bv _W. . ke ’ 

Titr Works of William Siiakespf 

jovajtumcs. The Two Gentlemen 

Vou ••-TbeTempest^h^^^t«° . 

Me^nm^'^or MeasSl The Comedy of 

Vo^L'^L-MuchAdoAho*^^ 

k^riTb^MerctR^orVcnicelAsVou 

^^S’Jr.EndTwifT^^ 

Winter’s Tale. of King John; 

\ ol. IV.— The TJich'ird the Second , 

p'mt'of"^.nfHen^ iv- 1 The 

Second Tart of King . 

X^heSecond 

Part of King Hen^’VL^^ Henry 

ThePoe'?s'’of’puRCV Bvsshe Shlllev. In . 
^I'l'^IliAhstor t The Diemon of the World ; 
The Revolt of c. D Locoeh. 

The Text hM been rev ised^y ^^ Southey. 


Textbooks of Teoknology „ _ m a 

Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M.A., B.Sc., and G. R. MILL , 

jr„lfy IllustraUd. . j„,„. 

How TO Make a Drks. By J. A. E. Wood. 

Fourth •^**‘Yn,NERY* By f!’c. Webber. 

C AKPENTRY AND J 01 NERY. Uy X. 

BtfiLDEifs^' Q uantities. By H- C. Grubb. 

R^p’'oussfi h1^4t WOHK. By A. C. HorUi. 

Cr. 8r«?. 5 a 

Handbooks of Theology 

. or riTTlEY DD.. Professor of Pastoral Theology 

Edited by R. L. ^’^f-Christ Church, „ 3, ideals of 

The series is intended, in part to .be present posit.o 

Theology with trustworthy Textbooks, adequaie j 


ing. By E. E. m 

Second hlnstcr and 1"*“" Leicester 

and Electrical Engineer j^nies. 

WHflTnVDiagrims. Cr. ft- - 
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of the questions dealt with; In part» to make accessible to the reading public an 
accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all questions beanng on 
Theology and Religion. 


The XXXIX. Akticles of thk Church of 
nsGLAM>. Tdiicd by E. C. S, Gibson, 
U.D. Fi/ih and Cheaper Ldiiicn in one 
Vclumc^ Demy Zvo> lai. 6d. 

An Introduction to thf. Hi’itorv or 
Religion. By T. B. Jc\ons. M.A., 
Litt.D. Thtrd£d:tiem Det/tyZz'a. i<is,6d 
The Doctrine of the Incarnation. By R. 
L. Ottley, D.D. Second ard Chetifer\ 
Sdiiton. Demy Zvo, izs* Cd, 


AV ISTROnuCTlOV TO THE HiSTORV OF THE 

Creeds. By A. D. Bum, D.D. Detny 
Zto. lox. 6d, 

The Philosophy of Rfligton iv EncCand 
AND America. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D. 
Demy St'A ios. 6k, 

A History OF Early Christian DocrriNE. 

ByJ. F. Bclhune*Baker, JI.A. DemySvo. 

I zox. 6d» 


The ■Westminster Commentaries 


General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Wnrfcn of Keble College, 

Dean Ireland’s Professor of Exegesis m the University of Oxford. 

The object of each commentary is primarily exegclical, to interpret the author’s 
meaning to the present generation. The editors Mull not deal, except veiy subor- 
dinaiely, Milh questions of textual criticism or philology; but, taking the English 
text in the Revised Version as their basis, they will try to combine a hearty accept* 
ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faith. 


The Boon of Genesis, Edited with Intro- 
duction and Noics by S R. Driver, D.D. 
SCxi/t Ddtiton Demy Btr. lox. 6d. 

The Book of Jon. Edited by £. C S. Gibbon, 
D.D. Second Edtlton, Demy 8rtf. 6x. 
The Acts of the Apostles. Edited by R. i 
B. Rackham, M.A* Demy Sro. Thi*d 
EdiHoiU lor. 


The First Epistle of Paul the Apostle 
to the Corinthians. Edited by H. L. 
Goudge, M.A. DemyZto. 6r. 

The Epistle of St. James. Edited uUh In- 
troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling, 
D D, Demy 8*>c. 6x. 

;Thr Book of Ezekiel Edited H. A. Red- 
path, M.A., D Lilt. Demy 8rc». lox. 


Part II. — Fiction 


AdderJey(Hon. and Rev. James), Author 
of ‘Stephen Remarx,' BEHOLD THE 
DAYS COME. Second Edition, Cr, Zio, 
3f. 6d. 

Albanesl (E. Marla). SUSANNAH AND 
ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Cr, 
Zvo, 6r. 

THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 

Second Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6j. 
CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edt^ 
Hon, Cr. 8rcr. 

LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition. 
Cr. Zvo, 6s. 

PETER, K PARASITE. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE BROtVN EYES OF MARY. Third 
Edition, Cr. Stv*. 6r. 

I KNOW A MAIDEN. Third Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

Anstcy (F.). Author of ‘Vice VersS.* A 
BAYARD FROM BENGAL Illustrated 
by Bernard PARTKmcE. Third Edition, 
Cr. 8tv. 3 S. 6d. 

Bacot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY, 
Third Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s 
THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition. Cr, 
8r^ 6s. . ^ „ 

TEMPTATION. Fi/th Edition. Cr. Zvo. 
6s. 


CASTING OF NETS. Tevel/th Edition, Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

DONNA DIANA. A AViu Edition. Cr. 
dr. 

LOVE’S PROXY. A Nevy Edition, Cr.Zxo. 
6s. 

Baring.Qould (S.). /\RMINELL. Fi/lh 
Edition. Cr. 8rv 6f. 

URITH. F^k Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventh 
Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6r. 

CHEAP JACK ZITA, Four/h Edition. 
Cr. Bci'*. 6s. 

MARGERY OF QUETHER, Third 
Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. FiT/h Edition. 
Cr. 6r. 

T.ACQUETTA. Third Edition, Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
Kl'iriY ALONE. Fi/ifi Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s, 
NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
8rp. dr. 

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated. 

Fifih Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cr. 8r^. dr. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third 
Editioiu Cr. Zvo. dr, 

GUAVAS The tinner. Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Cr. 6s. 
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BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. Illus- 
trated. Second Edttiojw Cr, Bap. 6s, 
PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. Szv. 6s. 
WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edtiiott. 
Cr, 8vo, 6s, 

ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
MISS QUILLET. Illustrated. Cr, Bap. fa. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr, 8-jo fa. 
INDEIYISLAND. Second Ed, Cr.Zvo. fa. 
LITTLE TU’PjENNY. A Kao Edition, 6d. 

See also Shilling Novels. 

Barnett (Edith A.). A WILDERNESS 
WINNER. Second Edition. Cr. Spo. 6s. 
Barr (James). LAUGHING THROUGH 
A WILDERNESS. Cr. Spo. 6s. 

Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF 
ALARMS. Third Edition, Cr. Spo. 6s, 
THE STRONG ARM. Second Edition. 
Cr. Sap. fa. 

THE JIUTABLE MANY. Third Edition. \ 
Cr, Sap. 6 r. 

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. FouTti. 

Edition, Cr, Sap. 6 r. j 

THE LADY ELECTRA. Second Edition, 
Cr, Sap. fa. 

THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 
Illustrated, fhird Edition. Cr. Sap. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels and S. Crane. 
Begble (Harold), THE ADVENTURES 
OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Cr. S-.o. 6s. 
BelIoc(Hnn!rc). EMSIANUEL BURDEN, 
MERCHANT. With 36 Illustrations by 
G. K. CitESTERTOK, SecondEd. Cr.Svo. fa. 

Benson (E. F.) DODO. F^eenth Edition. 
Cr.Sto. 6s. ' 

See also Shilling Novels. 
THECAPSINA. Second Edit. Cr.Spo. fa. 
Benson (Margaret). SUBJECT TO 
VANITY. Cr.Svo. y. 6d. 

Bretherton (Ralph), THE MILL. Cr. 
Sap. 6 f. 

Burke (Barbara), BARBARA GOES TO 
OXFORD, Second Edition. 

Burton (J. Bloundelle). THE FATE 
OF VALSEC., Cn Sap, fa. 

See also Shilling Novels. 

Copes (Bernard), Author of 'The Lake of 
Wine.' THE EXTRAORDINARY CON- 
FESSIONSOFDIANAPLEASE. Third 
Edition, Cr. Sap. fa. 

A JAY OF ITALY. Fourth E^, Cr.Spo. 6s. 
LOAVES AND FISHES. Second Edition. 
Cr, Spo, fa, 

A ROGUE’S TRAGEDY. Second Edition. 

THE ‘great SKENE MYSTERY. 

Secornt Edition. Cr. Srp. fa, 

Charlton (Randall). JIAVE. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Spo, 6s, 

Carey (W'yraond). LOVE THE JUDGE. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Chcsney (Weatherby), THE TRAGEDY 
OF THE great EMERALD Cr.S-o fa. 
THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 
Second Edition. Cr. S-p fa. 

Sec also Shilling Novels. 


Conrad (Joseph). THE SECRET 
AGENT. Second Edition. Cr, Bvo. fa. 
Corelli (Marie). A ROJIANCE OF TWO 
WORLDS. Tvoeniy-Eighili Ed, Cr.Szo. 6c, 
VENDETTA. Twenty-Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Bap fa. 

THELhIA. Thirty-SooenthEd Cr.Svo. 6s. 
ARDATH : THE STORY OF A DEAD 
SELF. Eighteenth Edition, Cr, Bap, fa. 
THE SOUL OF LILITH. Fifteenth Edi- 
tion, Cr, Spo, fa. 

WORMWOOD. Fifteenth Ed. Cr.Svo. 6s. 
BARABBASi A DREAM OF THE 
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. FortysccorE 
Edition. Cr, Bap. 6s, 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifly-second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6 r. 

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Tenth 
Edition. Cr. Spo. 6s, 

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 
supremacy. iso/A Thousand. Cr. 
Bap 6 r. 

GOD'S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE 
STORY. Tvietfth Edition. Cr.Svo. fa 
THE MIGHTY ATOM. Twenly-sicih Edi- 
tion. Cr. Spo. 6s. 

BOY: a Sketch. Tenth Edition. Cr.Svo, fa. 
CAMEOS Tweifth Edition. Cr, Svo. 6s. 
Cotes (Mrs. Everard). See Sara Jeannette 
Duncan. 

Cotterell (Constance). THE VIRGIN 
AND The scales. Illustrated. Second 
Edition, Cr. Svo, 6s. 

Crano (Stephen) and Barr (Robert). 

THE O’RUDDY. CrSvo 6s. 

Crockett (S. R.), Author of 'The Raiden,’ 
etc. LOCHINVAR. Illustrated. Tiiiid 
Edition. Cr. Svo. fa. 

THE standard BEARER Cr. Bap fa. 
CrofcerfB. AL). THE OLD CANION- 
MENT. Cr.Svo. 6 s. 

IOHANNA. Second Edition. Cr Bap. fa. 
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Thini Edition. 
Cr. Svo. fa. 

A NINE DAYS’ WONDER. Third 
Ltitdcn. Cr. feo. CtS. ^ 

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. StxtK 
Cdtiicn. Cr, 8ro. 6i, 

ANGEL- Fourth EdtUon, Cr. Zra. 

A STATE SECRET. Third Ldition Cr, 

Crosblefftlao’). DISCIPLr.S. Second Ed. 

J). DANIEL WHYTE. 
DeaSlTMa^L^'THE OTHER PAWN. 
Do^U>*'(A. ^nan), Author of "Sherlixk 

^ST^SSE^E^L^^i^HTFS^ 

BindiaterfJ.H.). THE green GRAVES 
OF BALGOWRIE. E.f/h Edition. 

Cr. S-o. 6s. 
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THC LADDER TO THE STARS. Second 
Kdiiion, Cr. 8 r^?. 6 r. 

See also Shilling Novels. 

Flndlatcr (AlaoO* ^ NARROW WAY. 

’rhirdJZdition, Cy.Ztc., 6j. 

THE ROSE or JOY. Thtrd Edition, 
Cr, Zve, 6 y. 

A BLIND BIRD’S NEST. Wuh 8 Illu*;. 
trations. Second Ediiiov. Cr, 6 tv. 6 i. 

Sec also ShUIing Novels. 

Fitzpatrick (K,) THE WEANS AT 
ROWALLAN. Illustrated, Second Edi- 
tion, Cn. Svo, 6s, 

Francis (AI. C.). STEPPING AVEST- 
WARD. Secenid Edition. Cr ivo, 6 r. 
MARGERY O' THE MILL. Second 
Edition. Cr, too, 6s. 

Fraser (Airs. Hugh), Author of* The Stolen 
Emperor * TliE SLAKING OF THE 
SWORD. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

IN THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. 

Thtrd Editior. CrcntniZzo. Cs. 

Fry (B. and C.B,). A MOTHER’S SON. 

Fourth Edition, Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
Fuller-Alaltland (Ella), Author of * The 
Day Book of Bcthia Hardacre. * BL AN CH E 
ESMEAD. Second Edition, Cr Zvo. 6s 
Gates (Eleanor), Author of ‘The Biography 
of a Prairie Girl.’ THE PLOWAVOMAN. 
Cr. Zvo, 6s. 

Gerard (Dorothea), Author of ‘Lady Baby/ 
HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition. 
Cr, 8?f,j 6;. 

MADE OF MONEY. Cr, Zvo. 6s 
THE BRIDGE or LIFE. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third 
Edition, Cr. StA dr. j 

See also Shilling Nov els. ' 

Glsslng (George), Author of ‘Demos/ ‘In i 
the Year of Jubilee/ etc. THE TOWN 
TRAVELLER. Second Ed. Cr Zvo. 6s 
THE CROWN OF 3AFE, Cr Zzo 6s. 
aieiff (Charles). BUNTER’S CRUISE 
Illustrated. Cr, 8no. ^s, 6d, 

Hamilton (Al.), Author of ‘Cut Laurels.' 
THE FIRST CLAIM. Second Edtiion. 
Cr, Zvo, 6s 

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING 
MOODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr.Zzo, 6s. 
HILDA STRAFFORD .'vnd THE REMIT- 
TANCEAIAN. TzielfikEd, Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
THE SCHOLAR'S DAUGHTER. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Zz>p. 6s, 

HnrrodfF.) (Frances Forbes Robertson). 
THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. Cr. 
Svo, 6s, 

Herbertson (Agnes G.). PATIENCE 
DEAN. Cr Zvo. 6s. 

HIchens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF 
BERKELEY SQUARE. Second Edition, 
Cr. Z7>o. 6s. 

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE, Third 
Edition, Cr. 8vo 6s. 

FELIX. Fifth Edition Cr. Zvo, 6s, 

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Bw. 6 x. 

BYEWAYS. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 


THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Sixteenth 
Edition Cr. Zio. 6 r. 

THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Sner.ih 
Edition. Cr. Z 70 . 6s. . . 

Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THE 
CAR. Tenth Edition. Cr.Z-.c. 6 s. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Ld. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
A MAN or MARK. Fifth Ed. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr.Z-.o 6s. 
PHROSO. IJlustmted by H. R. Millar. 

Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s. ' 

SliMON DALE. Illustrated. Seventh Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE KING'S MIRROR. Pourih Ediltort. 
Cr, 61 V. Cs, 

QUISANTE. Psurlh r.dHhn, Cr.lvo, fo. 
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES Cr. Bw. 6s, 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Illas- 
tmted. Foitrik Edition, Cr, Zve, 6 .. 
TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Second Ed, 
Cr. Zvo. Cs. 

Hope (Graham), Author of ‘ A Cardinal and 
Ins Conscience/ etc , etc. THE LADY 
OF LYTE. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s, 
Housman (Clemcnce). THE LIFE OF 
SIRAGLOVALEDLGALIS. Cr.Zvo 6s, 
Hueffer (Ford Madox). AN ENGLISH 
GIRL. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. dr., 
Hync (C. J. Cutclllfe), Author of ‘Captain 
Kettle.' MR. HORROCKS, PURSER- 
Fourth Edition. Cr.Zso, dj. 

PRINCE RUPERT, THE BUCCANEER. 

Illustrated, 'i hxrd Edition. Ct.Zvo. 6s. 
Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES. 

Tweni} -Ninth Edition. Cr.Zvo. ^s.Cd. 
SEA URCHINS. Fourteenth Edition.. Cr. 
8 t^ ir, 6d. 

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated. 

So7>entii Edition Cr. Zvo, gr. 6d. 

LIGHT FREIGHTS. lUiistrated. Sixth 
Edition Cr. Bw. gx. 6d, 

THE SKIPPER'S WOOING. EtshihEdi^ 
iton. Cr. Zzo. gx 6d. , 

DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Seventh 
Edition. Cr.Zio. gx. dd". 

ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo. gx 6d. 

AT SUNWICH PORT. lJIu<ttrated. 

Set enth Edition. Cr.Zzo. gx. 6/. 

James (Henry). THE SOFT SIDE. Second 
Edition, Cr. Zvo, 6s. 

THE BETTER SORT. Cr. B^o. 6s 
THE AMBASSADORS.. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8m 6x, 

THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Edition. 

Cr. Zto, 6s. ‘ 

Keays (H, A, Mitchell). HE THAT 
EATETH BREAD WITHME.CnSrtr 6 r. 
Kester (Vaughan). THE FORTUNES 
or THE LANDRAYS Cr. Bzo. 6s 
Lawless (Hon. Emily). WITH ESSEX 
IN IRELAND. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

See also Shilling Novel«. 
LeQueUx(W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 
WESTMINSTER ThirdEd. Cr.,Zto. 6s. 
THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Ed. Cr.Zvo.6t. 
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THK VALtEV OF THE SHADOW. 

Illustnitcd. T^.ird Ediiicn, Cr^tvo. 
BEHIND THD THRONE. Third EdiUcn. 
Cn tvi>. 6s, 

Uvelt-Yents (S,)» ORR.MN. Ssce^d 
Editicn, Cr, Ztuj. 6s. 

London (Jack), Author of *Thc Call of the 
Wild/ *TUe Sea WoJf,’ etc. WHITE 
^ TANG. Eourtk Edition. Cr, 8r«?. 6 t, 
Lacas (E, V.). LISTENER’S LURE t An 
Oblique Narration. 8:o. Eourth 

Edition, Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Lyall (EdnaL DERRICK VAUGHAN. 
NOVELIST. A^nd Thousntui. Cr, Zto. 
3J. €d, ' 

M'Carthy (Justin H.), Author of* If I were 
Kini:.’ THE LADY OF LOYALTY 
HOUSE. Illustrated. Third Edition, Cr. 
8?»r. 6j. 

THE DRYAD. Second Edition. Cr.Zto. 6r. 
Macdonald (Ronald). THE SEA MAID. 

Second Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 

A HUMAN TRINITY. Second Edition. 
Cr, 6 CP. 6s, 

AlacnauchtanCS.). THE FORTUNE OF 
CHRISTINA MACNAB. Eon rth Edition. 
Cr, 8cp, 6x. 

Malet (Lucas). COLONEL ENDERBY’S 
WIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr Zvo, 6s. 

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. AVtv 
Edition, Cr, Zvc. fir. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. Fifteenth Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE CARISSIMA. Fifth Ed. Cr.Zvo. fir. 
THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edi- 
tion. Cr, 8t'o, 6t. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RTCHARD 
CALMADY, SeventAEditiofi, Ct,6i'o. fir. 
See also Books for Boys and GirN. 

Mann (Mrs. M. E.). OLIVIA’S SU.MMER. 

Second Edition. Cr, Svo. fir. 

A LOST ESTATE. A AVrv Ed. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE PARISH OF HILBY, A F'ezo Edition. 
Cr. Svo, 6s. 

THE PARISH NURSE, Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Svo, 6s, 

GRAN’AIA’S JANE. Cr. Bro. 6s. 

MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr.Svo, 6s. 

A WINTER'S TALE. A Nr.o Edition. 
Cr, 8vo. 6s. 

ONE ANOTHER’S BURDENS. A Feio 
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

ROSE AT HONEVPOT. Third Ed. Cr. 

Svo. fir. See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
THE MEMORIES OF RONALD LOVE. 
Cr. Svo. 6s. 

THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS. Third 
Edition. Cr. Svo. fir. 

THE SHEEP AND THE GOATS. Second 
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Marriott (Charles), Author of ‘The 
Column.’ GENEVRA. Second Edition. 
Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM i 
PEERAGE. Second Edition. Cr.Svo. fir. I 
THE. MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Second i 
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

A DUEL. Cr Svo. 6s. ' 


IN THE SERVICE OF LOVE. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8:’p, fir 

THE GIRL AND THE MIRACLE. 
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

See also SbilHnp Novels. 

Alason (A. E. W.), Author of ‘ The Four 
Feathers.,* etc. CLEMENTINA. IIIiu- 
trated. Second Edition. Cr, Ssio. fir. 
Mathers (Helen), Aulhorof' Cornin’ thro* the 
Rye.* HONEY. Fourth Ed, Cr. Svo. 6s. 
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Cr. Szv. 
6s. 

THE FERRYISIAN. Second Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. fir. 

TALLY-HO I Fourth Edition. Cr.Svo. fir. 
Maxwell (SV, B,), Author of ‘The Ragged 
Messenger.* VIVIEN. FTinik Edition, 
Cr. Bz'O, 6s. 

THE RAGGED MESSENGER. Third 
Edition, Cr. Bi’o, fir. 

FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr, Svo, fir. 

THE GUARDED FLA.ME. Seventh Edi- 
tion, Cr. 8rp. fir. 

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURV. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Sro, 6s. 

ODD LENGTHS. SecondEd, Cr. 8m fir. 
Meade (L, T.). DRIFT. Second Edition. 
Cr, Zvo. fir. 

RESURGAM. Cr, Svo. fir. 

VICTORY. Cr. Svo. 6s. ^ , 

See aUo Book^i for Boys and^rls. 

Melton (R.). C/ESAR'S WIFE. Stemd 

MwedUh (Enis)!' ^HEART OF MY 

MmeA'Sthfr/'LIVlNG LIES. TMyd 
Edition, Cr. 8m 6s. .«»»»• 

Miss Molly’ (Ihe Atiilior oQ. THL 
GREAT RECONCILER. Cn Sot. 
Alltford (Bertrow). THE SIGN OF THE 
SPIDER. Illustrated. Stxift EdtUan. 
Cr. Sot. V- 6d. 

IN THE WHIRL OF 
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 

THE RED DERELICT. 

nmiresi>T O’. thfalifn 

Highways and Hedges. THE ALIh/A. 
Mo^^l^^n^ftlhar^/TALES OF ME^' 

TcfloNDON TOWN. Stand Edititn. 

THE H^^^eYn THE WALE^' Erntrlh Edi- 

B^rndT-T§E RED 
HOU^E. ' lllilstratcd. Fenrlh EdtUm 

niSt ^AHred). Ottb BOB. THE 
GrEy DOG^oV KENWUIR. Ttnlh 
Editim. Cr. Sot. 6r. 


THE RISING, 
fir. . 

Second Edition. 
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Flndlntcr (Jane II.). A DAUGHTER OF 
STRIFE. 

ritrsteplien (0.). MORE KIN THAN 


KIND.. 

Fletcher (J. S.). D.AVID MARCH. 
LUCIAN THE DREAMER. 

Forrest (R. B.). THE SWORD OF 
A2RAEL. 


Francis (M. G.). MISS ERIN. 1 

Qallon (Tom). RICKERBY’S FOLLY. 
Ocrord (Dorothea). THINGS THAT 
HAVE HAFPF.NED. 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 

THE SUPREME CRIMF. 
aiIchrIst(R.' Murray). WILI.OWBRAKE. 
OlanvIIlo (Ernest). THE DESPATCH 
RIDER. 

THE KLOOF BRIDE. 

THE INCA’S TREASURPL 
Gordon (JoUcn). MRS. CLYDE. 
WORLD'S PEOPLE. 

Goss (C. F.). THE REDEMPTION OF 
DAVID CORSON. 

Gray (E. M'Qncen). MY STEWARD- 
SHIP. 

Hales (A. G.). JAIR THE APOST.ATE. 
Hamilton (Lord Ernest). MARY HAMIL- 
TON. 

Harrison (Mrs. Burton). A PRINCESS 
OF THE HILLS. IllounUed. 
Hooperd.). THE SINGER OF MARLY. 
Houirli (Emerson). THE .MISSISSIPPI 
BUBBLE. 

•Iota’ (Mrs. Callyn). ANNE MAULE. 
VERER. 

Jcpson lEdsar). THE KEEPERS OF 
THE PEOPLE 

KearylC.F.). THF. JOURNALIST. 
Kelly IFlorenco Finch). WITH HOOPS 
OF STEEE 

LanKbrldgo (V.) and Bourne (C. H.). 

THE VALLEY OF INHERITANCE. 
Linden (Annie). A WOMAN OF SENTI- 
MENT. 

Lorimer (Norma). JOSIAH’S WIFE. 
Lush (Charles K.). THE AUTOCRATS. 
Macdonell (Anne). THE STORY OF 
TERESA 

Maegrath (Harold). THE PUPPET 
CROWN. 

Macicle (Pauline Bradford). THE VOICE 
IN THE DESERT. 

Marsh (Richard). THE SEEN AND 
THE UNSEEN. 

GARNERED. 

A METAMORPHOSIS. 

MARVELS AND MYSTERIES. 

BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL. 

Mayall (J. W.). THE CTOIC AND THE 
SYREN. 


Meade (L. T.). RESURGAM, 
Monkhousc (Allan). LOVE IN A LIFE. 
MMre (Arthur). THE KNIGHT PUNC- 


Ncsblf. G. (Airs. Bland). THE LITER. 
ARY SENSE. 

Norris (W. E,). AN OCTAVE. , 

MArniEW AUSTIN. 

THE DESPOTIC LADY. 

Ollphnnt (Airs.). THE LADY'S WALK. 

SIR ROCEUl’S FORTUNE. 

THE TWO .MARY'S. 

Rendered (A1. L.). AN ENOLISH.MAN. 

Penny (Airs. Frank). A .MIXED MAR. 
AGE. 

PhlllpoHs (Gden). THE STRIKING 
HOURS 

F.\NCY 1 REE. 

Pryco (Richard). TIME AND THE 
SVOMAN. 

Randall (John), AUNT EETHI.VS 
BUJTON. 

Raymond (Walter). FORTUNE'S DAK- 
LING. 

Rayncr (Olive Pratt). ROSALBA. 

Rhys (Grace). THE DIVERTED VIL- 
LAGE. 

RIckert (Edith). OUT OF THE CYPRESS 
SWAMP. 

Robcrton(AI. IE). AGALLANTQUAKER. 

Russell, (\V. Clark). ABANDONED. 

Saunders (Alarshall). ROSE A CHAR- 
LITTE. 

Sergeant (Adeline). ACCUSED AND 
ACCUSER. 

BARB.\R.VS MONEY. 

THE ENTHUSIAST. 

A GREYT LADY. 

THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME 

THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD. 

UNDER SUSPICION. 

THE YELLOW DIA.MOND. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. 

Shannon {W. F,). JIM TWELVIiS. 

Stephens (U. N.). AN ENEMY OF THE 
KIN(3 

Strain (E. It.). ELMSLIE’S DRAG NET. 

Stringer I Arthur). THE SILVER POPPY. 

Stuart (Esmli). CHR7STALLA. 

A WOMAN OF FORTY. 

Sutherland (Duchess ol). ONE HOUR 
AND THE NEXT. 

Swan (Annie). LOVE GROWN COLD. 

SwIIt (Benjamin). SOKDON. 

SIREN CITY. 

Tanqueray (Mrs. B. M.). . THE ROYAL 
QUAKER. 

Thompson (Vance). SPINNERS OF 
life. 

Trafford-Taunton (Mrs. E. W.J.'siLENT 
DO.MINION. , 

Upward (Allen). ATHELSTANE FORD. 

Waincman (Paul). A HEROINE FROM 
FINLAND. 

BY A FINNISH LAKE. 

Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE SKIRTS 
or HAPPY CHANCE 

•Zaek.’ TALES OF DUNSTABLE WEIR. 
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The GrnriHC Well of DoROTifv. * By ^^^s. 

W, K* Cliflbrd. Second £iiilicK. 

Only a Guako^Roosi Doc. By Edith E. 
• CuthcH. 

Tnc Doctor OF the Joliet. By Harry 
Collin/iwood. 

Little Bcter, By Lucas Male!. Second 
Bdition'. 

PIASTER Roceafellar's Vovage. By W. 

Clark Russell. Third Bdition^ 

Tirn SncRET or ^Iauaxie on Monluc. By 
the Author of “ MdUe. Mori.* 


Books for Boys and Girls 

l(luslrctteif. Crtnvn 8t'o. . 31 . 6d. 


SvD Beltoh : Or, the Boy who would not go 
to Sea. By G« Manvilie Fcnn. 

The Red Gkahce. By Mrs. Molesworth. 

A GrRL op the People. By L. T. Meade. 

Second Bdition* ■ • 

Hcpsy Gipsy. By L. T. Meade, sr. Cd. ' 
The Hohooracle Jifiss. 'Byh, T. Meade. 
Second Edition, 

There was onch a Prince. By Mrs. E. 
Mann. 

When Arnold cosies Home. By Mrs. hf. E. 
Mann. 


Act£. 

The Aoyentures of Captain pAHriiiLE. 
Amaukv. 

Tur Bird of Fate, 

The Black Tulip. 

The Castle ok Eitstein. 

Catherine Blum. 

Cbcii.f. 

The Chevalier D’Harmental. Double 
vohnne.' , 

•Chicot the Jester. Being the first part of 
. Tlie Lady ofMonsoreau. I 

Co.V5CJC.vcr. ' I 

The Co.svicr’.s Son. 

Tim Corsican Brothers j and Otho the 
Archer. 

Crop-Eared Jacquot, 

.Thk Fencing Master. 

Fernandk, 

Gabriel Lamdf.rt. 

Gkorgks. 

The Great Massacre. Being the first p.arl of 
Queen Margot. 

Henri de Navarre. Being the second part : 
of Queen Margot, 


The Novels of Alexandre Dumas 

Price (td. Bouhle VolumcSt is. 

HfiL^NE. DE CllA\'ERNy. 


Being the first part 
of the Regent’s Daughter. 

Louise dr la Valli^re. Being the first 
p^t of The VreoMTE de Bragelonnc. 
Double Volume. 

MaItbe Adam. 

Tiif. Man in the Iron JfASK. Being 
the second part of Tire Vjcomtk de 
Bracelos'nc. Double volume. 

The Mouth of Hell. 

Nanon. Double volume., 

I Pauunb; Pascal Bruno; and Bontbkoe, 

I La Ruinjl 
The Prince op '1‘hie\’es. 

The Rcmikiscekces of Antony. 

Robin Hood. 

The Snowball and Sultanbtta, 
SVLVANDIRE. 

Tales of the Supernatural. 

The Three Musketeers. With a long 
IntroductioD by Andrew Lang. Double 
volume. 

Tw’e.vty Vears After. Double volume. 

The Wild Duck Shooter. 

The Wolf-Leader. 


Methuen’s Sixpenny Books 


AlbanesKE. Al.). LOVE AND LOUISA. ) 
Austen fJnne). PRIDE AND PRE- 
■ JUDICE. I 

BncotIRIcIiord). A ROHAN MYSTERY. 
Bailaur (Andrew). BY STROKE OF 
SWORD. 

Bnrlng-aould (S.). FURZE BLOOM. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. 

KITTY ALONE. 

URITH. 

THE BROOAI SQUIRE; 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 

NOEMI. . ■ • . 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Illustralcd. 
LITTLE TU’PENNY. 

THE FROBISHERS. 

WINEFRED. 

Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER, 
JOURNALIST. 

IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. 

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 


THE AIUTABLE MANY. 

Benson (E. P.). DODO. 

Bronte (Charlotte). SHIRLEY. ' , — 

Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF 
JAPAN. 

Burton (J. BloundcIIc). ACROSS THE 

, SALT SEAS. 

Caffyn (Airs)., (* Iota'). ANNE AIAULE- 
VERER. 

Canes (Bernard). THE LAKE OF 
WINE. 

Cllflord (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF 
SUMMER. 

MRS. KEITH’S CRIME. 

Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IN 
GREAT WATERS. 

Crofccr (Airs. D. AI.). PEGGY OF THE ‘ 
BARTONS. 

A STATE SECRET. 
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ANGKU 

JOHANNA. 

toantc (Allchlerl). TIH?. VISION OF 
D Wire (Cary). 

Doyle (A. Consn). ROlrXD THF IH'D 
tIMl’. 

Duncan (Sara JeannetteX A VOY.\Cn 
OV CONSOL moN. 

TllOSn DKUGHTKUL A'!rj(rC\N< 
Etiot (OeorKC). IHE JIILL ON XHE 
FLOSS. 

rinaintcr (Jane H.J. THE GREEN 
GRAVES OF n VLGOWKIIL 
Gallon (Tom). K1CKEU!1V>S TOLLY. 
GasKclKAlrs.). CRANFORD. 

MARY liARTON. 

NORTH AND SOUTH. 

Gerard (Doroltica). HOLY flATRI- 
MONY. 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 

MADE OF MONEY. 

aiS8lng(acorKe). THE TOWN TRAVEL- 

THE CR01VN OF LIFE, 

GlanMllo (Gmest). THE INCA'S 
TRE \SURK. 

THE KLOOF RRTDE. 

OIelK(CbnrlesX HUNTER'S CRUISE, 
Grimm (The Brother*). GRlilXFS 
FAIRY TALES. I'ln^trawd 
Hope (Anthony). A .MAN OF MARK. 

A CHANGE OF AIR 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. 

PHUOSO. 

'1 HE DOLLY DIALOGUES. 

HormmK (E. W.). DEAD MEN TELL 
NO lALKS. 

Ingraham (J. H.). THE THRONE OF 
DAVID 

U:QneuxC\V.I. THE HUNCHBACK OF 
WESTMINSTER. 

Ley ett- Yeats (S. K.). THE TRMTQR'S 
WAY. 

Linton (E. Lj-nnX THE TRUE HIS 
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON, 
t^-all(Cdnn). DERRICK VAUGHAN. 
Malet (Lucas'). THE CARISSIMA 
A COUNSEL or PERFECTION. 

Mann (Mrs. M. E.). MRS. PETER 
HOWARD 
A LOST EST.ATE. 

THE CEDAR ST.AR 
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS, 
Marchroont (A. AV.). MISER HOAD 
LEYS SECRET. 

A MOMENT S ERROR. 

Marry .at (Captain). PETER SIMPLE. 
JACOB F-AIIHIUL 
Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM 
PEERAGE. 

THE GODDESS. 


THT TDSS, 

A METAMORPHOSIS 
.Mason(A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA. 
Mathers (llflen). MONIA- 
OKI I F OF GRin JTHSCOURT. 

SAM'S suri.nir, ART, _ 

Meade (Mr*. U T.>. DRIIT. , 

Alltlord (Bertram'. THENIv»N OF THE 
SPIDER. 

.MontfC5ar(F- r.), IHF ALIEN. , 
Morrison (ArtlmrX THE HOLE IN 
THE W.ALL. 

■Vesbtttn.L 'HIE RED HOUSE. 

Norris (tv. n.% HIS GRACE. 

GILLS INGILUY. „ 

THE CREDIT OF THE CX»UNTA. 
LORD LF.ONARD. 

MATTHEW AUSTIN. 

CLARISSA rUKICSA 

Ollphant (Mrs.). THE LADA''S WAI.K. 

SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE. 

THE PRODIGALS. 

Oppenhelm (E. Phillips). MASTER OF 
MliNr 

Parker (Gilbert). THE POMP OF THE 
L-AVlLEnrs. 

AVHnNA'ALMONDC.VMETO PONTIAC. 
THETRAlLOr THE SWORD. _ , 
Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONF, 

I CROWN 1 HLE KING. 

PhIDpolts (Eden). THE HUMAN BOV. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 

•Q.* THE WHIIL WOLF. 

RidnoQV. Petti. A SONOFTHEST.VTR. 
LOST PROPl RT\’. 

GEORGE AND THE GENERIvL. 
Russell (AV. Clark). A MARRLAGE AT 
SK A. 

ABANDONED. 

MA DANISH SAVHETHEART. 

HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. 

Sergeant (Adeline) THE MASTER OF 
BI I CHtVOOD 
BARBARA'S MONEY 
THE YELLOW DIAMOND 
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAAIE 
Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEA' CROSS. 
IllustrniCLl. 

MR. SPONGERS SPORTING TOUR. 
llIuD'rated. 

ASIC JfAMMA.. TUnstmttd. 

WttlfordCMrs. L. B.). MR. SMITH. 

cousms 

THC BAhV'S GRANDMOTHER. 
Wallace (Qcnernl Len). EEN-HUR. 
THE PAIR GOD ^ ^ 

Wnt»on(H. B. Marrlot). THE ADVEN- 
TURERS. 

WceKes 1 A. B.). PRISONERS OF W AR. 
White (Perev). A PASSIONATE 
PILGRIM.' 



